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While I studied the flex of Jacek’s ass as he moved in the kitchen, I hit refresh on my laptop for about the 1,025th time that day. It was Christmas Eve Eve, a day where people bustled about with cheeks stained red from excitement and cold, not approving my college readmission like I hoped they would, the bastards. 

“Slayer,” he said, popping a mug of blood into the microwave.

“Mmmm?” I hit refresh again, taking notes in my head about the delicious curve underneath his black athletic pants as he bent over slightly. He was shirtless, thank god, the scars on his back rippling over his muscles like wind on grass.

“Are you checking out my ass again?” he asked without looking.

“I have to.” It was then I realized I had a dazed smile stuck to my face, and it widened. “Have you seen it?”

He stuck it out and wiggled it, which made me snort-laugh.

Sawyer, sitting next to me at the kitchen table, folded his hand over mine just as I was about to hit the refresh button again. His bronzed, tattooed skin made me look like I’d never stepped outside in my life. “Belle, take a break. Talk to me. Anything to distract you from wearing out your keyboard.”

“Would you like to talk about how ready I am to start up classes again?” I said with a frown. “My body is ready for learning.”

Eddie wandered into the kitchen right as I said that and then stopped, his orange-yellow eyes widening behind his black-framed glasses. “That’s the single hottest thing I’ve ever heard in my life, Sunshine.”

I winked at him. “I aim to please. Besides, it’s the truth. Now that I finally know what I want to do with my life, I can’t wait to get started.”

Eddie smiled. “You deserve every minute of it.”

Sawyer leaned in and pressed a kiss to my temple, the power of it fluttering my eyes closed for a second. “And you have plenty of time.”

He was right. I did. As the very literal vampire slayer, I wasn’t going anywhere, not for a long time, maybe even ever, and it made me so damn happy that my grin had become almost as permanent as Jacek’s, though it would never be as pretty.

As if guessing my thoughts, Jacek turned his grin on me as he lifted his cup of steaming warm blood from the microwave. “What will you call your blood flavor shop once you get your business degree?”

I opened my mouth to answer, but a knock sounded on the door. All four of us groaned loudly. We were pretty much done with the outside world these days, having seen too much of its horrors lately. The only two places I went anymore were the cemetery next door and the devil’s mansion, both low-key places where people didn’t knock on doors like a maniac.

“Why?” Eddie asked no one in particular.

“We can’t answer it.” Jacek rubbed the top of his head as if for luck. “Whenever we do, it’s bad news.”

“Is it Book Delivery Day?” Sawyer asked Eddie.

He shook his head. “The postman comes during the day.”

“Could it be your dad?” Jacek asked me.

I checked the clock on the wall. “We’re patrolling at the graveyard in like fifteen minutes, and he’s always late.” I sagged in my chair because whoever it was maybe knew the slayer lived here and needed help. “We could always just answer it.”

My three vampires groaned.

A brown fur ball chose that moment to fling herself down the stairs at top speed, slide across the wooden flooring in the living room, and crash into the front door with a wide grin splitting her sweet doggy face. Cleo knew exactly who it was, and given that she was panting like a skanky ho—a lovable one, of course—the rest of us figured it out pretty quickly.

The devil, her boyfriend, or so she’d like to believe.

“I’ll go see what he wants.” Sawyer rose from the table and crossed the kitchen to the living room, his fists clenched at his sides. Obviously, he wasn’t as big a fan of the devil’s as Cleo.

I pushed to my feet and followed, as did my other two vampires, neither of their faces appearing particularly happy about our houseguest either. For me, it was a bit more complicated, especially since he’d given me the weapon to defeat one of my fiercest enemies and because he’d shown flashes of vulnerability. But yeah, he was still a prickly bastard too.

Sawyer opened the door, and Cleo immediately bounded out onto the snowy porch and wrapped herself up between two strong columns of denim-clad legs. The devil’s black leather jacket hugged his wide shoulders, and the blinking red and green lights decorating the houses across the street shone over the snowflakes and caught in his blond hair. 

“Hey, girl.” The devil grinned as he reached down and scratched between Cleo’s ears, and she grinned right back. Then his bright sapphire gaze flicked up, skipped right past the three male vampires blocking the door, and connected to mine. “Belle.”

“Luc.” Sawyer flexed the knuckles of his man paws, towering over everyone but the devil himself. “Why are you here, other than to ogle the slayer?”

The devil scoffed. “Ogle. I only do that when she’s naked.”

“Uh-huh.” I crossed my arms over my chest, cursing myself for not wearing a bra underneath my very thin Sylvester T-shirt. “You wish.”

His smile dripped sex and sin. “Only every day, sweetheart.”

My vampires’ bodies coiled tight, ready to spring, all of them growling low.

“It’s been real, sweetheart.” Each word out of Jacek was as sharp as the god bone stuck through my bun. He started to close the door. “Go play with your pitchfork somewhere else.”

“I’d rather play with Belle,” Luc said, stopping the door with his motorcycle boot, “but I’d settle for her help.”

“It’s almost Christmas Eve,” Eddie reminded him, glaring through his glasses and mop of blond hair. “Surely even you are aware of that.”

He nodded. “It’s why I need Belle’s help.”

“Sorry,” I said, shrugging. “I’m the slayer in name only, remember? My days of dealing with big bads are long gone.”

It was true. I’d given my slayer power to a plant. Ask me how normal my life is someday, and I will explain all the ways it definitely isn’t.

The devil’s sapphires penetrated deep, as serious as I’d ever seen them. “Children are in danger, Belle.”

Well, shit. He knew the magic words to put me right in that danger’s path, whatever it happened to be.

“Let him in.” I backed away from the door as they did so and crossed the living room to sit on the couch. 

“Since when do you care about children?” Jacek asked Luc, closing the door behind him and Cleo.

Luc stopped and stared him down, a sneer curling his mouth. “Since always.” He sliced his gaze to Eddie and pointed. “And before you come at me with another seraph knife, you know that’s true. I was trying to save your sister, just like I’m trying to save these kids tonight.” 

Yes, the topic of kids was a touchy one. The devil had put himself in charge of choosing the slayer, and he chose them as young as possible so they’d have a fighting chance to actually survive. He’d chosen Eddie’s sister, who hadn’t survived. He’d chosen me, and I had, for the most part. Which made me want to help these kids even more.

“Let’s try not to lose focus.” I reached over the coffee table and threaded my fingers through Eddie’s who was staring down the devil with a look that could kill. “The sooner you tell us what’s happening, the sooner I can help.”

“And the sooner he can leave,” Eddie rumbled as he sat to the right of me and squeezed my hand.

Sawyer took the spot on my left and settled his hand on my thigh while Jacek sat next to Eddie on the arm of the couch, leaning back so he could touch my shoulder. My three vamps loved to stake a claim over me by touching me, physically owning me, especially around Luc. Not that I minded. 

The devil had obviously had a reason to want to marry me—other than trying to help me—but hadn’t been thrilled by my firm, hell-to-the-no answer. A deal breaker for me that he didn’t like that answer—which was one my favorites—but even now as he looked upon the four of us, the tiniest glimpse of hurt broke through his tight-lipped smirk.

He glanced away when he caught me looking. “I’d like nothing more than to leave.” He crossed to the chair in the corner opposite us, his long, muscular legs eating up the distance. Cleo flopped happily along after him. “Because it smells like vampire sex in here.”

Jacek chuckled. “You’re sitting in one of our favorite spots.”

The devil grimaced as he took his hands from the armrests and placed them on his thighs. “I’ll get right to the point. Have you ever heard of Krampus?”

My three vampires stiffened.

I’d only vaguely heard of it before but with no real context. I shook my head.

“You mean the half goat, half demon who punishes children at Christmas?” Eddie asked.

Cleo rested her chin on Luc’s knee and was making lovey eyes at him, and Luc booped her gently on the nose. “That’s the one.”

“This sounds like a you problem, given that Krampus is a demon,” Sawyer said.

“Which is why I’m trying to catch him,” Luc said and sighed. “He was captured once, long before I was forced to hell, so I don’t really know the particulars. But he escaped again they day before yesterday.”

Sawyer frowned. “This is definitely a you problem, then.”

“It’s important I catch him soon because he’s stepped up his game,” Luc said, ignoring him.
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