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A deal's a deal...

JODY MAKES HER DEAL to get back Drake, and they're reunited. She promises something she doesn't plan to deliver, but fate (or Luc) has a way of twisting intentions. When Drake finds out what's at stake, he withdraws from her, trying to prevent the worst from happening, but they're drawn back together. They have to fight to protect everything important to them. It's more than just their lives, love, and family at stake. 
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Chapter One

[image: ]




JODY 

The pen appeared in her hand as if by magic. Of course it was, because everything about this was magical, but not the good kind of magic that felt wondrous. She thought it was probably a bad idea as she pressed the tip of the pen to the contract that had appeared out of thin air as well.

“You’re not having second thoughts, are you?” asked Luc as he sipped his third drink since they’d begun negotiations. That had been more than an hour ago, and while she was reasonably certain she wasn’t signing away her life or her soul, or Drake’s for that matter, she couldn’t help recalling one of Drake’s early warnings about making a deal with the devil. It was always a bad idea, no matter what the intentions.

With a deep breath, before she could talk herself out of it, Jody scrawled her name on the contract. As quickly as she’d done it, the pen disappeared from her hand, and the contract wrapped itself neatly into a scroll before shrinking small enough for him to fit it between his forefinger and thumb. He dropped it into his shirt pocket.

She frowned. “Where’s my copy?”

“I’ll email it to you.”

Jody arched an eyebrow. “You use email?”

His smile held a hint of mockery. “It’s almost impossible not to these days, at least on this plane. Allow me to say, it’s been a pleasure doing business with you, Jody.”

She grimaced, especially when he held out his hand. She looked around the dingy bar in Lima, vaguely recalling the drunken state she’d been in when he showed up more than an hour ago.

That had long since faded, chased away by abrupt sobriety brought on by awful feelings. Part of her knew this was a terrible concept, but she couldn’t back out now. Even if she wanted to, she had already signed the agreement. Trying to hide her grimace of disgust, she held out her hand to take his. She expected it to feel slimy and vaguely reptilian, but his palm was smooth and warm, perhaps even a little too warm.

She gasped when the air around her suddenly seemed to disappear as though they were in a vacuum. There was a flash of light and a whirl of sensation that left her feeling off-balance, and when she opened her eyes and looked around, she was shocked to find herself standing outside Harrow Bay’s small hospital. “How...?”

“I might as well save you a trip home, and I’m certain you’re eager to make sure I’ve held up my end of the deal.” He nodded toward the hospital. “You know where to find Drake?”

Jody slowly nodded. “The morgue?”

“If you hurry. Otherwise, you might meet him coming out.”

Jody was half-afraid to believe it, but she’d staked so much on this, and she couldn’t imagine Luc would go back on his end of the deal. He didn’t know she had no intention of living up to her side of the bargain. 

Without looking back, she began to run, rushing to the hospital entrance, which wasn’t staffed this time of night. The hospital was small, and she mostly knew the way, so she was able to run on autopilot. She skipped the elevator, thinking it would take too long, and raced up the stairs instead. Her heart was thundering in her ears by the time she reached the morgue, and she burst through as she pressed down on the metal bar, half-expecting it to repel her. Instead, the door swung open, almost making her lose control of her momentum. She clung to the bar for a moment until she was steady, and then she stepped away from the door and allowed it to close behind her.

She walked forward briskly, and a young woman in light-blue scrubs came to meet her. She had dark hair and dark eyes that matched her lovely dark skin, and she was obviously perplexed. “What are you doing here, Sheriff Shaw? How did you get through the door?”

Jody opened her mouth to answer and then shrugged. “It wasn’t locked.”

The attendant, whose nametag identified her as Clarice, stepped around Jody and walked over to the door. She pressed against it, and it didn’t budge. “It’s locked now.”

“I don’t understand it.” Jody wasn’t really paying attention to the conversation though. She was scanning the room with her eyes, seeking confirmation that Drake was there and resurrected.

Clarice came closer, looking like she might reach out for a minute before she dropped her hand back to her side. “I thought you were on a leave-of-absence, Sheriff?”

Jody shrugged. “It’s over.”

The other woman nodded sagely, sighing just slightly. “I’m sure I know why you’re here.”

I’m sure you don’t, Jody thought to herself. She made a strangled sound instead.

If Clarice noticed, she was kind enough not to mention it. “It’s part of the grieving process, isn’t it? I guess you’re finally ready to see Mr. Abaddon’s body?”

Jody’s head felt like it was jerking under the motion of a marionette instead of her own control. “Um, yes. I’m here to see Drake.”

“Come with me.” Clarice led her to the back corner of the room, where there were several drawers in a row stacked atop each other. Altogether, the morgue looked like it could accommodate twelve bodies. Jody didn’t know for sure which drawer held Drake, but Clarice seemed to know without looking at her paperwork. She walked directly to drawer number four, which was waist height, and turned the handle. The door swung open, and she started to pull out the table. Clarice let out a small cry and jumped back.

The table propelled as though all on its own power, but Jody quickly realized it was because the occupant inside had kicked against the interior to give himself momentum. She looked down, her heart feeling like it was lodged in her throat, as Drake’s eyes opened, and his gaze locked with hers. He looked healthy and vibrant. Other than him lying on a morgue slab, there was absolutely nothing to indicate he was dead, or that he had been, and that situation was now rectified.

Her hand trembled as she reached out to touch his face. “You’re alive.”

He frowned, his expression betraying confusion. “Jody, what’s going on?” He sat up slowly and looked around, his gaze darting past Clarice and then back to her when she let out a strangled cry. “Where am I?”

“You’re at the morgue. It’s a long story, but we should leave. I’ll tell you all about it on the way home.” At least what she had to. Jody had no intention of revealing the true depths to which she’d gone to bring Drake back to her. She already knew her lover would disapprove, but he couldn’t undo it now.

Drake rolled off the table and stood up, stretching as though he’d been confined to the same position for weeks—which he had. She wondered if he had any awareness of it, but she doubted it. He’d not been in this world, and if he had any memories, it would’ve been of the world where he’d been trapped. That was a conversation they’d have to have, but not here and in front of Clarice, who already looked traumatized.

Jody reached out a hand to her, and Clarice jerked back. “You know about Harrow Bay, right?”

Clarice seemed to have trouble focusing, but she finally shrugged. “What do you mean?”

“The strange things that happen here. Surely, you’ve seen them? Maybe no one’s confirmed them to you, but you must have your suspicions.”

After a moment, when Clarice looked like she might shatter, scream, or run away, she straightened her shoulders and nodded briskly. “Yeah, I’ve seen some things.”

“Harrow Bay is a magical town. Sometimes, the unexplained happens. In this case, you’re not going to be able to explain much of anything, so keep it vague.” She had no idea what else to tell Clarice, since she certainly wasn’t going to file an official report about how Drake had come back to life and the means she’d undertaken to make it so. 

Deciding that was enough explanation for Clarice, who appeared to be re-gathering her composure and would likely be ready to ask a series of questions in a minute, she grasped Drake’s hand and started leading him toward the exit. After a moment, his pace caught up with hers, and they soon rushed from the room. 

The door unlocked again, but she heard it bang behind them and turned back in time to see Clarice pushing against the bar. The young woman was fumbling with her badge, but she was clearly having trouble getting it to work, and Jody suspected this was something else Luc had thrown in for free. She supposed she should feel grateful to him, but he’d asked for a steep enough price for his help that she felt little gratitude.

Her SUV wasn’t there, so she and Drake had to walk. His muscles appeared as strong as they’d been at his death, and fortunately, he seemed to be taking time to gather his composure and realign himself to the world around him, so she was spared having to do much explaining until they got closer to home. 

She paused on the doorstep before unlocking the front door. “I’m sure Mom and Gram will be asleep, but if they aren’t, they’re going to have questions.”

“Like how I’m here? I was dead.” He sounded utterly convinced.

Jody nodded. “I promise I’ll explain what I can, but let’s be quiet for now. I don’t want to give either one of them a heart attack, and I’d like to prepare them that you’re back first.”

He looked slightly nonplussed, but he nodded his agreement. With that, Jody unlocked the door, and she stepped in first. The living room was as dark as she’d expected, and the house was quiet. Glancing at the clock revealed it was after three a.m., so she would’ve been surprised to see anyone up and about at that time of the morning. It was a relief to have Drake slip in behind her, lock the door, and rush him upstairs to her room without them running into her mother or grandmother.

The relief was short-lived though, because when she had him in her room with the door locked, it was time to face up to a barrage of questions.

“What happened?” He started to pace.

“Do you remember the confrontation with Sally and Ingrid, and how we used the Circle of Life spell?”

He shrugged. “I guess kind of vaguely.”

She glared at him, hands on her hips. “You decided to be a chivalrous bastard and push yourself through the Circle instead of letting me do it.” Her voice dripped with resentment.

He frowned and slowly nodded, as though remembering. “I love you, Jody. I couldn’t let you sacrifice yourself.”

“So instead, you sacrificed yourself? You had no right to make the decision for me, and to leave me in the state you did. Dammit, Drake, I need you.” Her voice broke, and her anger at him fled as quickly as it had surged. When his arms came around her as he stopped pacing in front of her, she slumped against him. For a long moment, they just held each other in silence, and she relished it, both the embrace and the lack of questions.

Inevitably, it had to end, and he slowly eased away from her, but he took her hand and led her to the bed so they could sit down side-by-side.

For a second, Jody looked around her room, assuring herself everything was as it should be. This was definitely the real world, not some construct of Zainab’s. He took her hand in his, and she squeezed, holding tightly. “You died. The spell worked, but you died.”

“I was always meant to die. That’s how the magic works.”

“Well, I couldn’t accept it, okay? I’ve been trying to find a way to get you back.” Jody spent the next few minutes outlining what she’d done in broad overtones, while telling him about the marid that had come to Harrow Bay and derailed her attempts at freezing away her emotions. “I couldn’t just leave you like that. That was one thing Zainab showed me, however unintentionally.”

He shook his head. “I’ve been gone almost a month?”

She nodded. “Roughly.”

“That seems unbelievable. It’s like it all just happened in the blink of an eye.” He frowned. “Where was I?”

“In a different dimension. That’s all I know. I had some help bringing you back. There was a shaman, a bruja, and a necromancer.” She held her breath for a moment, waiting to see if he would expect an explanation. Apparently, he assumed she got all three of them to work together to bring him back. When he didn’t ask further questions about the process, she dared ask a question of her own. “Do you remember anything about it?”

He hesitated and then shook his head. “No, not really. It was like being in a void, I guess. I have no memories either way. The last thing I can recall is just a few seconds before I stepped through the Circle.”

She nodded, breathing out in a slow exhale. Apparently, he had no memory of the entity that had blocked his passage through the dimensions and return to her, and it seemed prudent to avoid mentioning it. Why bring up the subject when he had no memory of it since the conversation would inevitably lead to a revelation she wasn’t ready to share?

“But how did you do it?”

“I had some powerful help.” That definitely wasn’t a lie. She’d had the most powerful help available to her, but it hadn’t been from an altruistic desire to reunite her with Drake. She left out that part of it, and when he would’ve asked more, she distracted him with a kiss that soon turned passionate.

Their reunion was slow, full of tender moments and needy breathlessness as they made love. She loved him with everything she had, needing to feel the reassurance of his body against hers. She reveled in having him back, and she reveled in the love and passion they shared, but she wasn’t above using it to turn his thoughts each time he started to ask about his resurrection. She doubted it would always work, but it was enough for tonight.
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Chapter Two
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WILLA 

Willa was in the process of cracking eggs to make an omelet when Drake strolled into the kitchen. She let out a strangled cry, and the egg she’d been holding slipped from her fingers to crack against the stove before oozing downward to hit the floor. She didn’t bother to watch the trail of carnage. Instead, she couldn’t tear her gaze from Drake, who didn’t appear to be a zombie. She still took a step back and grasped the handle of the skillet, not sure what to think until Jody followed him in. She should still be in Peru, and he should still be in the morgue.

“What the hell?” Her mother screeched the words from the table, where she’d been waiting slightly impatiently for her omelet. “Jody, is that you? Is that really him?”

Willa found herself nodding along with her mother’s questions. It was on autopilot that she turned off the burner and bustled over to the table to join Isabel. For some reason, she felt weak and sat down, grabbing her mother’s hand for reassurance. Isabel was clinging just as tightly, so Willa knew she wasn’t the only one shaken to the core.

Jody and Drake hovered nearby, not sitting at the table. Willa was relieved by that, though she felt ashamed by the emotion. Until she understood what was happening, she couldn’t bring herself to welcome Drake blindly though. “What’s going on? How is he here?”

“He’s not dead any longer,” said Jody with a smile that was too tense to be believable. “Breakfast smells good.”

“Oh no,” said Isabel in a stern voice. “You don’t get to come in and brush it aside without an explanation. Explain him. Now.” She jabbed a finger in Drake’s direction.

“It’s good to see you too, Isabel,” said Drake with a faint chuckle.

Willa looked closer at him. He appeared to be the same, and he certainly wasn’t any worse for the wear for a man who’d been dead for a month. She frowned as the thought settled over her, and a chill went down her spine. “Jody Elizabeth Shaw, how did you do this?” Her tone was stern as well.

Jody shuddered for a moment, but then she released a deep breath and sat down at the table, looking ostensibly relaxed. Only the brackets of tension around her mouth betrayed her. “It’s pretty simple. The bruja led me to a necromancer in Lima, Peru, and I was able to make it happen from there.” With a tender smile, she reached up and took Drake’s hand, and their gazes locked.

Willa’s heart skipped a beat at the love she saw between them. She was still confused and slightly concerned, but it was obvious Drake loved Jody as much as he ever had. He seemed to be the real thing, though she was still wary. “How did the necromancer get him back?” That had been the last text message she had received from Jody, and it had been a quick and unsatisfying explanation telling her she was meeting with the necromancer.

“It took a lot of power and a little luck, but here he is.” Jody let out a deep breath and exhaled slowly. “Can’t we just be happy with that?”

“What about the entity?” asked Willa.

Jody stiffened, and Drake shuddered slightly. “What entity?” he asked.

“The thing that was keeping you from coming back. The shaman and the bruja couldn’t get past it.” Isabel gave the explanation briskly.

Willa looked at Drake. “Do you remember anything?”

He shook his head. “It’s all a blank slate. I sure don’t remember any entity.”

“Do you remember Jáan, Maria, or Carlos?” asked Jody. She seemed nervous about his answer, and Willa didn’t think she was imagining that her daughter was extra on edge for a moment.

“I... Maybe? If I think really hard about it, I guess I remember a few encounters, but they’re all hazy. The names sound vaguely familiar, but I don’t think I could pick out the faces.”

Willa’s eyes narrowed with suspicion when Jody breathed a heavy sigh of relief. “There’s nothing much to remember, and that’s why. The entity was dealt with, and here you are.” She sent Willa almost a glare when she said, “That’s all that matters.” Her attention turned to Isabel. “Right, Gram?”

After a brief hesitation, Isabel nodded. “That’s the most important thing.” Her voice softened, and so did her body language as she turned to look at Drake. “I’m glad you’re back with us, son.”

Drake leaned forward, squeezing Isabel on the shoulder gently before cautiously putting a hand on Willa’s shoulder, as though he expected her to shrug him off. For a second, she was tempted to, at least until she looked into his eyes. 

The Drake she saw staring back at her was the young man she’d known all along, and whatever vague fear had haunted her, such as the entity hitching a ride back with him, faded substantially. She wasn’t entirely at ease, but she was able to relax enough that his hand remained for a moment, and their gazes locked. She sent him a tender smile. “It’s good to have you home, Drake.”

“I’m happy to be home.”

Jody cursed slightly then, getting to her feet. “Sorry, but I’m going to be late, and my leave-of-absence is over. Otherwise, I’d stay home.” She shot a glimpse at the clock, gnawing uncertainly in her lower lip. “Maybe I should—”

“You should go to work if you feel up to it,” said Willa briskly. “Vicki Carroll’s been making noise about getting a new sheriff ever since before your leave-of-absence, and you don’t want to give her more ammunition. I’m assuming you want to keep your job here?”

Jody didn’t hesitate. “Of course, I do.”

“Then get to work, girl, and we’ll take care of your young man,” said Isabel.

That seemed to worry Jody, but then her expression shifted, becoming one of resignation, and she nodded. “Yeah, I guess I have to go.” She seemed to be dragging slightly as she hugged Drake and exchanged waves with her grandmother and Willa before rushing out the door. 

Willa watched her go, and she realized Isabel and Drake were watching as well when the three of them let out a simultaneous sigh as Jody’s SUV appeared visibly in the window for a moment before disappearing as she drove away.

“What did she do?” asked Isabel.

“What do you mean?” Drake took the seat Jody had been occupying, and he seemed ill-at-ease, as though he was afraid they would rescind their welcome. 

“Relax, Drake.” Willa patted his hand. “We really are glad to have you back.”

He gave her an uncertain smile. “Thank you. It really does mean a lot, but...”

“But what?” asked Isabel after a moment.

“But I bet he’s wondering how Jody made it happen?” Willa nibbled on her bottom lip as apprehension filled her. “I’m worried how she performed this miracle.”

“So am I,” said Drake. He leaned back, rubbing his forehead.

She frowned. “You have a headache?”

“Just a little one.”

“Do you think it’s from the resurrection? Do you feel... Occupied?”

Drake blinked and looked at Willa in surprise. “What do you mean?”

“Do you feel like you brought something back with you?”

He blinked again, but then he slowly smiled. “Like the mysterious entity that none of us saw, and I can barely remember?”

Willa felt slightly absurd as she nodded when he phrased it that way, but it was a valid concern. Wasn’t it? She wouldn’t rule out anything while living in Harrow Bay.

“I feel like my body is my own, and I’m not sharing space with anything or anyone. I just wish I could remember what happened while I was...out.” It seemed to be a substitution for the word he wanted to use, but she imagined it was a little too blunt for him to say he’d been dead. That would be a lot for anyone to grasp, even someone as stable and steady as Drake.

“I’m just concerned what Jody’s done.”

“Oh, so am I,” said Drake with a long sigh. “So am I.”
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Chapter Three
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JODY

She was expecting to be inundated with questions when she entered the station, so it was no surprise to find herself surrounded by Aoife, Tara, and Beez as she poured herself a coffee minutes after her arrival.

“How was your time off?” It was definitely a meaningful question from Aoife.

Jody wasn’t sure what to say. She didn’t know if she should just blurt out the truth, at least the version she was sharing, or if she should try to ease into it. “It was productive.”

“Did you find a way to get Drake back?”

Leave it to Beez to be as blunt as ever. Jody nodded and sipped her coffee, grimacing at the bitter taste. She looked down at the pot and then the creamer and sugar. “Did you guys change brands or something?”

“It’s the same as it’s always been,” said Aoife.

Jody shrugged her shoulders, deciding maybe everything she’d been through had caused her to lose her taste for coffee. Maybe that was part of the deal, and Luc hadn’t bothered to tell her that. It didn’t matter if she had to give up coffee to have Drake. It was a sacrifice worth making. She looked around for a moment. “Where’s Michael?”

“He’s out on a call,” said Tara. “How did you do it?”

“Do what?” It was a stupid question, but she was just trying to buy time even as she asked.

Tara and Aoife traded a look, and Beez snorted. “How did you get your demon hunter boy toy back, Jody? Did you trade part of your brain to do it?”

“I didn’t trade anything.” It was a sharp retort, and she knew it was out of proportion to the question. Beez and the others seemed to recognize it too, and they traded troubled glances. She strove for a more normal tone when she said, “The bruja in Mexico City sent me to Lima, and I was able to connect with a necromancer there. After that, Drake was back.” That was a mostly factual account, and she decided that was the story to stick with.

“So, you used a necromancer to bring him back from a necromancer’s spell? Pretty clever,” said Tara.

“Technically, it wasn’t a necromancer’s spell that took him from us,” said Jody in an academic voice. “It was my spell, from the sheriff’s book. Since it was my fault, I had to be the one to fix it.”

“It wasn’t anyone’s fault,” said Aoife, her expression one of concern. “You did what you had to, and Drake—”

“Was an idiot who sacrificed himself for me.” Jody took a deep breath, tamping down the surge of anger. “I get why he did it, and it doesn’t matter now. He’s back, but I don’t know when he’ll be out and about. He probably needs some time to adjust, and I doubt he’ll stroll downtown when people think he’s dead—” She broke off as the station door opened, and Drake stepped inside. “Or maybe he will.”

“It’s good to have you back, Drake,” said Beez in a cheerful tone that sounded entirely too bubbly for the little red demon. “Jody was just telling us how she did it.”

“Yeah, I have good timing then, because I’d like to hear that myself.” Drake seemed troubled, and he sent her an ominous look.

Jody pretended she didn’t see it, and she was relieved when the phone rang a moment later. Tara bustled over to the reception desk to answer, and it was an even bigger relief when it turned out to be a call requiring an officer on site. 

Before Aoife could volunteer, she said, “I’ll take it.” She practically snatched the paper from Tara’s hand and rushed to the door. “We’ll have to talk later.” She intended that for all of them, but she wasn’t entirely surprised when Drake followed her from the Sheriff’s Station. “I have to take this call.”

“I’ll come with you. It’s certainly not the first time I’ve come along, Sheriff Shaw.” He sent her a brooding look, and she had a sinking sensation that he wasn’t going to be deterred this time. At least he’d allow her to answer the call first. She was certain of that, particularly since it involved Gabby Cross.

She headed toward the high school, from where the call had originated, and they entered the parking lot a few minutes later. The principal stood with two kids, one she recognized as Gabby, looking slightly distraught. Jody pulled up behind them, quickly assessing the situation. Gabby’s car was kissing the front bumper of a car that had clearly been coming up behind her. Jody grabbed her notebook and exited the vehicle. She was aware of Drake following, but he hung back, allowing her to take lead, as was appropriate.
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