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CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      Ember

      The apartment didn’t feel quite the same since Lane’s siege. Ember sat at her dining room table, looking around, a cup of coffee in her hand, her feet propped on the end of her chair, the way she sat most mornings when she woke up before the others. Or when Ryan was up first but had left for a jog…. Exactly what it was that had her sitting there feeling like she wasn’t at home, she couldn’t say, but for the first time in the last three lifetimes that she’d owned that apartment she was contemplating moving.

      Zach stumbled into the kitchen in his pajama pants, white T-shirt, and socks, a sloppily tied robe, his hair a mess, his usual morning look. Ember hid a smile as he grunted a good morning and went directly to the coffee maker. “Did you not sleep well?” she asked him.

      She didn’t anticipate a response before he had actually consumed some of the coffee he was making. Once he snapped out of his stupor, he would answer her question, even if it took him about five minutes to realize what she’d asked him.

      When his coffee was done, he took the cup of steaming java in his hands, inhaled, and then took a sip, oblivious to the burning temperature. Zach let out a sigh, as if he’d found his lifeline, and then padded his way over to the table, sitting down next to her and taking another drink.

      Eventually, he said, “No, I didn’t sleep well at all,” without Ember having to reiterate her initial question. He sighed and took another drink. “I haven’t slept well in… a while.”

      She knew that had been the case. Essentially, ever since she’d given him the amulet, the one that allowed Seers to increase their abilities to see the future, Zach had been plagued by nightmares and other disturbing images that haunted him while he was asleep and while he was awake. She wished she hadn’t cursed him that way, but she knew it was necessary. If they were to find Lil, the evil Xana, or succubus demon, who had been Ember’s archenemy since The Fall, they would have to use the amulet. Likewise, they needed to track down Eros, or Erin, as she was called in this lifetime, a Seer who had apparently traded herself to Lil so that Ember and Jake, one of the three incubi members of her team, were able to escape from Lil’s clutches when Ember went into Lil’s basement to pull Jake away from her.

      “I’m sorry,” she said to Zach, reaching over and resting her hand on his arm. Ever since they’d slept together so that Zach could give Ember the power she needed in order to fight Lil, something Jake would’ve done if he’d been there instead of chained in Lil’s dungeon, they’d been feeling their way around one another. Ember wasn’t completely sure how she felt about the man beside her, but she was glad there was nothing uncomfortable about their relationship now that they had been intimate, which had been a fear of hers before the encounter had happened. The question of would she ever need to go to such lengths to get another charge was a constant thought in her mind, as was her inner debate about whether or not she actually wanted that to be the case. It was hard for her to accept that the man in front of her, the one who had driven her crazy when they’d first met, was actually attractive to her now in ways she couldn’t quite put her finger on.

      “It’s okay,” Zach said in response to her apology. He took another drink of his coffee and then arched an eyebrow at her. Ember realized she was staring, lost in her thoughts about did she or didn’t she want to add Zach to her team in a very different way than she had before. “What is it?” he asked her.

      She blinked and looked away. “Nothing. Just… thinking. About… Lil.” It was a lie at the moment, but she could hardly tell him the truth, that she’d been lusting after him a little as she thought about any excuse she might be able to use to get him back into her bedroom.

      It wasn’t as if the three unbelievably sexy men she already had relationships with weren’t enough for her. Any woman would be happy to have just one of the hotties she got to bang at will, let alone all three of them. No, when it came to the bedroom, Ember was completely satisfied. However, that didn’t seem to translate when it came to whether or not she should be with Zach again. She took another drink of her coffee and reminded herself that she didn’t even know if that’s what he wanted. For all she knew, he wasn’t interested in her that way, and she needed to just let it go.

      “You know, Ember…” Zach began in a husky, quiet voice that had her eyes flickering to his face. Was he about to mention the elephant in the room? He cleared his throat and blinked a few times, but before he could go on, Jake walked in, his hair wet from the shower, and the moment was gone.

      “Good morning, Jake,” she chirped, half upset that she wouldn’t get to find out what Zach was going to say and half glad that she wouldn’t ever know--unless he brought it up later. If it was something important, about Lil or their next move, she knew he would. If he was going to say, “You know Ember, I’d be interested in having sexual intercourse again with you, if you’d like to,” she doubted he’d mention it again unless she put him in another uncomfortable situation where he could read her expression and know she was undressing him with her eyes.

      “Good morning,” Jake said, a questioning lilt to his voice. “You seem happy this morning.” He walked to the kitchen and opened the refrigerator, likely planning to make himself some breakfast. They all had different routines in the morning, and no one really expected anyone else to cook for them, except for Carson who was always mooching everyone else’s food whenever possible.

      “Do I sound happy?” Ember asked, finishing her coffee. She didn’t feel particularly happy, but then, she’d been trying so hard to cover up her feelings about Zach, it was possible she’d overexerted her morning greeting. “It’s hard to be happy about much of anything at the moment, what with the circumstances we are facing.”

      “I know,” Jake agreed. “That’s why it surprised me.” He shrugged and poured some cereal into a bowl. “Maybe I misinterpreted your good morning.”

      “Maybe I was just trying so hard to be happy that I actually sounded happy, even though I’m not really,” Ember said with a shrug.

      The screech of Zach’s chair as he pushed it back cut like a dagger through her as she realized she wasn’t going to find out what he was going to say. With her luck, if she brought it up again later, the next time they were alone, he’d say he didn’t know what she was talking about, which probably wouldn’t be true, but now that she’d missed her chance, she doubted she’d be able to get him back to a point where he wanted to share whatever it was with her. Not without a lot of work, anyway.

      Jake joined her at the table, the cereal in his bowl sloshing toward the top but not spilling onto the oak table top. “What’s the matter, Ember?” he asked, his voice just above a whisper. “Did I interrupt something?”

      “No,” she assured him, even though that wasn’t true. “We were just talking about how we don’t know what to do next.”

      “I’m right there with you,” Jake admitted, taking a bite of his cereal. It looked like granola and raisins from Ember’s vantage point. Jake and Ryan both tried to eat healthy most of the time. Ember tended to take Carson’s viewpoint of food more than she liked to admit--eat what tastes good and work hard enough in the gym that it didn’t matter.

      Ember sighed and picked up her coffee cup before she remembered that it was empty. “I guess we could go talk to Sylas, see if he has any ideas of what we can do next. Unless Zach comes up with a vision that helps us figure out where to find Lil and Erin, I don’t know what else to do.”

      He thought for a moment before he nodded and said, “I’m all for looking around for Lane. He’s got to be easier to find than Lil.”

      “True.” Ember carried her empty cup over to the coffee maker and put in another cartridge. This was definitely a two cup kind of a day. Finding Lane, the Ink who had stabbed her team in the back, would be easier than finding the demon Xana. There were already people looking for him, though, others who were upset that he’d killed Ember’s foster mother, Abigail. In their circle, good guys didn’t kill other good guys. Very rarely over the thousands of years of their existence had something like this happened. She wouldn’t be surprised if groups of their kind who hadn’t even met Abby were looking for him. Whatever had possessed him to take her out, over a weapon, Lane had done himself in for sure and probably cursed whomever he came back as for centuries to come.

      “Why don’t we check in with Sylas, see where he’s at with everything, and go from there? If we need to get Ruby and her new team involved, we can always do that, too.” Jake took another bite of his cereal, the bowl nearly empty now.

      Ember took her newly refilled cup off the Keurig, taking a sip of the steaming beverage before she popped the spent cartridge out and tossed it in the garbage. “Sounds like a plan,” she said, deciding to finish her coffee before she called Sylas. Normally, she’d run something like this past Ryan before she acted, but she didn’t think he’d disagree with their decision.

      Jake stood to take his empty bowl to the dishwasher but paused beside her where she’d frozen next to the trash can, her coffee cup raised to her lips as if it were too much trouble to lower it below sips. “You’re all right, aren’t you, Em?” he asked, his hand on her shoulder.

      “I’m fine,” she assured him, but she knew he could see right through her. Jake leaned down and pressed his warm lips to her temple, and Ember leaned in to him, remembering what it had been like to be without him before, when Lil was holding him captive, and so thankful he was back now.

      “We’ll figure it out,” he promised her. “We always do.”

      She smiled at him as he moved away, hoping he was right this time, but it wasn’t true that they always sorted it out. After all, Lil had killed her more times than she could count, and she’d never killed the Xana--not once. Killing Lil once was all it would take to make sure she never came back again. Unlike Sorcha, Scales only got one chance at this life.

      This time was going to be different. Ember promised herself that. After all, she had the Sword of Truth, one of the few weapons in the world that could easily kill the Scale with just one blow. As long as she had that tool and the undeterred will to hunt the demon down and put an end to her, once and for all, she had to believe they’d be successful, if they were smart and worked together.

      Ember looked out the window at the sun rising over the New York skyline, knowing Lil was out there somewhere. “I’m going to kill you this time, you fucking bitch. But first… I’m going to finish my coffee.” She took another drink and concentrated on keeping the fire inside of her as a burning ember. All it would take was a bit of kindling to start a raging fire.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

        

      

    

    
      Zach

      The bedroom door closed out the noise from the kitchen, but it didn’t do anything to drown out the sound of his own heart banging in his chest or the noise from his labored breathing. Zach sat down on the edge of his bed, his head in his hands, and tried to still himself. He’d been so close to saying it, saying something he would almost definitely regret. If it hadn’t been for Jake entering the room right when he had, Zach would’ve made a fool out of himself.

      “You’re a moron, Zach,” he whispered to himself before falling backward on his bed, his feet still on the floor. He knew that already. He’d been telling himself that his entire life. Now that he had the power to see into the future, that didn’t make him feel like any less of an imbecile most of the time.

      His thoughts went to Ember, as they almost always did when he was by himself. He couldn’t help it. It didn’t matter how many times he reminded himself that she didn’t feel the same way about him, he was mesmerized by her, and there was nothing he could do to stop the way he felt.

      It hadn’t always been that way. When he’d first met her, he’d thought she was kind of a bitch. He hadn’t necessarily been wrong about that, either, it was just now he understood why she was that way. After living with her and the three guys for a short amount of time, he began to think she was a bit of a slut. Then, he started to understand how important it was that she get charged the way that she had to in order to use her powers. It wasn’t until he serviced her himself, using his body to pass along Jake’s energy to her, that his feelings shifted entirely. Now, he couldn’t stop thinking about her. All he wanted to do was let Ember know he wanted to be with her, not just as a fifth wheel but as one of her men. He was perfectly fine sharing her with the other guys on her team, even though it was odd compared to the way he’d experience this life for his first twenty-four years. But if having a small part of Ember meant sharing her with three other guys, Zach could live with that.

      The problem was, there was absolutely no reason in the world for him to suspect she felt the same way about him. Why would she when she already had three amazing looking, great guys? Carson, Jake, and Ryan would've been enough for one lady each on their own, let alone together. Why would Ember need to add Zach to that mix?

      “She wouldn’t,” he whispered to himself, dragging a hand down his face. Stubble scratched his palm. He needed to take a shower, shave, and get around, but it was easier to just lie there and stare at the ceiling, feeling sorry for himself. At least he felt more at home now that the spare room had been completely transformed into his own bedroom. Blue paint on the walls, gray curtains and bedspread, and his own belongings squeezed in from his apartment--except for the living room and dining room furniture which had been given away since it wasn’t worth selling or moving--made him feel at home. He truly did feel like he was part of this team now, except for the fact that was constantly lusting after his boss.

      It had been about a week since everything had gone down with Lil. It seemed like longer than that in one sense, but in other ways, it seemed like he’d just gotten Ember back. He remembered the terror he’d felt when he realized she’d gone after Jake by herself, that she was attempting to free the Thrower from Lil’s prison based on the bad advice given to them by yet another trader, Dr. White, who had seemed to be on their side until that last hour before Ember went off with one of the physician’s minions and almost signed her own death certificate.

      The situation still didn’t make any sense to him. Like himself, Dr. White was a Seer. She could sense the demons’ presence and see their movement, as well as reading the future. He understood that his powers were stronger than most others, including Dr. White, but still, didn’t she know she wasn’t doing herself any favors crossing Ember and her team?

      Now, Dr. White and her helpers were locked up in the same cells usually reserved for the demons she should’ve been helping to catch. The other Sorcha, the angels God had sent to the Earth to catch the demons, or Scales, who had been thrown out of heaven for disobeying Him, were sent to collect people like Lil, not to work with them. While Sorcha were humans who could die and resurrect in other bodies, Scales had to be sent to Hell in order for them to stop being a threat to humankind. And that was exactly where Lillith, or Lil as she was called by those who hated her most, needed to go as quickly as possible.

      Zach closed his eyes, wondering if today might be the day he was able to pick up on where Lil was. It wasn’t easy to catch a Xana like her, not only because she was so unbelievably powerful but because she could cross through barriers, like walls and even the ground, into other planes. Sorcha were earthbound, like all humans, which made them rely on their weapons and other tools to lock the Scales to this world where they could be ended. The Scales continued to return to this plane simply because they needed humans to feed from. Zach needed to find Lil’s hiding place so she could be ended, but that would be difficult to do if the Xana was hanging out in another dimension.

      Even with the amulet Ember had given him, Zach wasn’t able to locate a trace of Lil’s vibration, no matter how deep of a trance he put himself into. Frustrated, he pounded his fist on the mattress and considered getting up and heading to the bathroom. It was then that he decided to try reaching out for someone else. He had tried this before as well, with no success, but it wouldn’t hurt to try again.

      With his eyes closed, Zach concentrated on Erin, or Eros--the goddess of chaos--and felt out into the distance for her. Like him, Erin was a Seer. Normally, no matter how much trouble someone like Erin liked to cause, they worked for the good guys, the Sorcha. But in this case, Erin had arranged a trade. Jake and Ember for her. It also guaranteed that Lil would stop pursuing Zach. After he’d realized what he was, he discovered he was the first Seer to awaken for almost two hundred years. While the Sorchas had yet to figure out what the Scales had done to make the Seers lose their ability to awaken, it seemed that they were slowly reawakening and remembering who they were, even if they didn’t know what had happened to them for the last few centuries.

      He’d been trying to find Erin for days, ever since she’d traded places with Ember and Jake and placated Lil enough that the Scale was no longer doing everything within her power to find him. So far, he’d gotten nothing from her, but now, the more he concentrated, the more he began to feel a tingling sensation in the front of his mind’s eye, as if Erin was open to the possibility of meeting him somewhere only the two of them could go.

      With his eyes closed, lying on his back in his familiar bed, Zach felt himself slipping away until he realized he was standing in a room painted a brilliant white. He was alone at first, staring at four walls, a ceiling and floor, no doors or windows, wondering where the hell he was, how he got there, and how he’d get back, but then there was a disturbance, and the form of Erin began to take shape in front of him.

      “Hey, there, Zachy,” she said, her hands on her hips as she stared at him. Her black dress didn’t quite fit in with the pure white around them, but then, he was still wearing what he’d worn to breakfast, a robe over his pajama pants and white T-shirt, twisted socks on his feet. She looked at him and stifled a giggle.

      “Where are we?” he asked, turning around in a slow circle before he came back to face her.

      “We are in the in-between,” she said. “Don’t you remember? We’ve both been here before. Of course, that was a long time ago, before the damn Scales stole all of our memories.”

      Vaguely, he had a sense that she was telling the truth, and he had been there before, though he couldn’t remember when. He took a deep breath and slowly blew it out, wondering how much time they had. “Where is she keeping you?” he blurted. “I need to know where her headquarters is.”

      Erin shook her head. “It doesn’t work that way for her, not when she can leap between realms so easily. I’m not where she is. She just comes to me when she needs to know something. So far, I’ve been able to keep her at bay, but she’s coming for Ember soon. She knows she has the Sword, and she wants this to end.”

      It was exactly as they’d feared. Zach nodded his head. “Well, where is she keeping you?”

      “I can’t tell you that. Not yet. Let me get a little deeper, make sure she trusts me, and then I’ll tell you what I can. But if I tell you now, you guys will find a way to fuck it up before I know enough to help you.”

      While he didn’t appreciate her remark, he had to think she was right. The moment Ember had a location, she’d want to move in, and then Erin wouldn’t be able to help them. “All right,” he said, “but don’t take too long. Ember’s impatient as it is. She’ll end up doing something hasty even without the right intelligence.” He knew that Lil had influenced Ember to make the poor decisions that had resulted in Jake getting taken prisoner to begin with, though he wasn’t quite sure how. Maybe it had been through Dr. White. The last thing he needed was for Ember to fall for the same trick again.

      “I’ll be in touch,” Erin said, and for once, he felt like he could trust her. “Just keep checking in. The only way this works is if we’re both in a trance at the same time. Otherwise, it’s not a phone. You can’t just call me, and I can’t just call you.”

      Zach considered her words for a moment before he said, “You know, I have an actual phone. So… you could call me.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I’m sure Lil wouldn’t notice if I had a goddamn cell phone. Just… stick to my plan. Please?”

      “All right, all right,” he told her, his hands up.

      “Okay. I’m going to go. I’ll see you in a day or two. Hopefully.” She seemed to be in control of the situation, so Zach decided there wasn’t much else he could do but let her go. He thought about telling her thank you for sacrificing herself, but now didn’t seem to be the time. While he did trust her, she hadn’t proven herself to be completely on their side just yet. She did seem to have better memories of how all of this worked than him, which he was thankful for.

      “All right, but tell me first, how do I get out of here?” he asked, spinning around again, still looking for an exit.

      He caught Erin’s expression mid-eye roll. “Uh… open your eyes!” she said, and then, she was gone just as quickly as she’d arrived.

      “My eyes are open!” Zach argued with no one, though he knew what she meant. His actual eyes, not the ones in his dream-like state. It was embarrassing to admit he couldn’t figure out how to do that since he’d been a pretty powerful Seer for thousands of years before he’d lost his memories.

      Concentrating as hard as he could at feeling the bed beneath him, Zach reached for his physical body, and within a few seconds, he felt himself slipping out of the white room. He was conscious of the bed now, of his own breathing, and then, he opened his eyes.

      He was back in his room, in the apartment he shared with Ember--and her boyfriends. Zach took a few more deep breaths, wondering if she mentioned this little trick to anyone. At the moment, he didn’t think they needed to know, not if it wasn’t any use to them, and it wasn’t--unless or until Erin could give him some more information.

      He glanced at the clock and saw it had been about thirty minutes. It hadn’t seemed to be that long at all. Determined to do something else to help the team that day, this time in his physical body, Zach got up and headed for the shower, hoping he’d have more luck with eyes he could more readily control.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER THREE


          

        

      

    

    
      Ember

      Sylas’s house was a lot like his office at the university. Cluttered. Full of antiques and old books. It sort of smelled, too, in a way Ember couldn’t quite describe. Not really musty, not quite the scent of old, polished wood. Just old in general, the way she always assumed old houses would smell before she walked into them. Most of the time, she was right. Sylas’s apartment smelled like an old house, something built at the turn of the century--the last century--instead of an expensive apartment in a trendy part of New York City not far from the university where he taught. It was no wonder that was the case considering every surface was full of his treasures, every shelf and cabinet, and nearly every surface of the walls were covered with pictures, photographs, or maps.

      There was enough room in the living room for her entire team to have a seat on the couches and chairs, though. None of Sylas’s people were around, which wasn’t unusual. He was the only one who lived here. The other Sorcha who often joined forces with him whenever he needed a hand lived nearby, but they weren’t a team in the same way that Ember and her guys were. Sylas was a Receptor, the same way that Ember was, but exactly where he got his charges and when was not a discussion she’d had with him in this most recent iteration of himself, although she was fairly certain she knew which women were part of his charging party.

      “Please, have a seat,” Sylas said as all five of them took up positions in his living room. Ember situated herself between Ryan and Jake, leaning in toward Ryan, who was closer to Sylas, so she could discretely bury her nose in his neck in an attempt to smell something other than the musty old smell of the apartment. Ryan always smelt divine, like the forest with a hint of the ocean, so his fragrance was far more pleasant than the other. Without hiding her face in his skin, she doubted she could completely block out the other odor, but at least it was a bit of a mask against the offensive smell.

      “We are hoping you’ve heard something about where Lane might be hiding,” Carson said, getting right to the point. “While we know Lil is a priority, we don’t want to give him a whollotta time to cover his trail.”

      Sylas nodded in understanding. “I’ve been in communication with some of my contacts, and we have evidence to support that he hasn’t gone too far. We believe he’s hiding someplace in New Jersey.”

      “Jersey?” Jake echoed. “Of all the places to hide.”

      Ember turned and smirked at him as Sylas said, “Yes, well, an associate of mine, Peter Wingstaff, I’m sure you know him?” They all nodded except for Zach. Peter was an Ink, a Blender, like Carson, one who’s Xana had died not too long ago, leaving him without a team, so he’d just been floating around helping where he could, much like the majority of Sylas’s associates. “He says he was contacted by a Xana who recently reached her majority to let him know she’d been communicating with someone calling himself Blake who said he was looking for a new team.”

      “What did Peter tell her?” Ryan asked.

      “He asked her if she was at all interested in helping us track this fellow down, and she said she might be, but she wasn’t sure. If it was dangerous, she wasn’t up to speed at the moment, and she didn’t want to put herself in a position where she might be dead again before she even had a chance to give things a go this time around,” Sylas explained.

      That all made sense to Ember. “Do you think she’d be open to speaking with me?”

      Sylas rubbed his chin for a few moments, thinking. “I would think so, but you might want to pay Peter a visit first and see what he knows.”

      Ember agreed that that was a good idea. “All right. I’ll reach out to him.”

      “What about Lil?” Sylas asked, the words coming out of his mouth surrounded by caution. “Any luck?”

      “Actually….” Zach’s voice caught Ember by surprise. She wasn’t expecting him to respond to that question since she hadn’t heard any sort of an update from him. Judging by the expressions on the faces of the rest of her teammates, neither had any of them. “I got in touch with Erin this morning.”

      “Really?” Ember asked, trying not to be too angry at him for not telling her before. He’d had the opportunity.

      Zach nodded. “She said that she’s doing her best to get in as deep as she can so that Lil doesn’t suspect anything, and she’ll be in touch.”

      Ember stared at him, hoping he’d go on. But he didn’t. That was it. The extent of the message was nearly nonexistent.

      “Well… all right then,” Carson said for all of them. “Thank you for that update. Did you dream that or just happen to think of it all on your own?”

      “No, she told me in a trance,” Zach said. “It’s actually pretty significant, if you think about it. The fact that we can contact one another and talk without Lil knowing it is huge. And… she is on our side.”

      “Or… you had a dream,” Carson continued, shaking his head.

      “Or she’s lying to us and just wants us to back off,” Ryan suggested, which was more believable to Ember than the idea that Zach had dreamt the encounter. She wasn’t sure she was willing to trust Erin.

      “I agree with Zachary,” Sylas said, still wearing that thoughtful expression. “I would say we should give Erin some time to give us whatever information she can. If he speaks to her a few more times, and she still hasn’t said anything helpful, then it’s time to become skeptical, but for now, the fact that she claims to be on our side is important, I think.”

      Ember would have to take his word for it. She wasn’t exactly excited about the information Erin passed on, not at this point anyway. “All right. I guess our next plan is to go speak to Peter then,” she said.

      Sylas nodded. “Also, my understanding is that several more Seers have awakened.” Looking at Zach, he asked, “Have any of them reached out to you.”

      He shook his head. “Not yet.”

      “Maybe none of them had mind altering updates like Erin,” Carson mumbled beneath his breath. If she’d been closer to him, Ember would’ve smacked him for not letting it go, but she couldn’t reach him, so she just glared at him. Zach did the same. Carson didn’t seem to notice or care.

      “Hopefully they will soon,” Sylas said. “The more of you that are awakened to who they are, the more information we can gather to try to determine what the Scales did to you so that we can prevent it from ever happening again.”

      Zach nodded in understanding. Deciding they had things to do, Ember got up, and the others followed. “Thanks for your help, Sylas,” she said.

      He stood to walk them to the door. “Sorry it wasn’t more, but we are working on it.”

      “We’ll take what we can get,” she assured him. Her team bid Sylas goodbye, and Ember headed out, hoping that Peter would have some more information for them. They needed to get some answers on one of the fronts soon, or else she was going to start losing her mind.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER FOUR


          

        

      

    

    
      Ember

      

      “You need to relax,” Carson said as he squeezed Ember’s shoulders, doing his best to work the tension out of them. “If you keep carrying all of this worry around in your shoulders, you’re gonna have a hell of a tough time fighting Lil when we do find her.”

      He was right, of course, and she knew that he had a way to make sure that she began to relax almost immediately. If anyone could take her mind off what was going on with the demons and Lane, it was Carson.

      They were sitting on her bed, the rest of the household having gone out for dinner and a movie. It wasn’t that she and Carson didn’t want to go. This was just Jake and Ryan’s way of making sure that Carson got to spend some time alone with Ember without having to worry about interruptions. Since he’d been wounded, Ember had been reluctant to push him too far. Now, she was pretty sure he had recovered enough that she could bring him back to the bedroom and not have to worry about him reinjuring himself. Of course, he’d been telling her since the day he’d come home from Dr. White’s that he was ready to go, but Ember would rather error on the side of caution than have him in a state where he was of no good to the team just because she couldn’t keep her hands off the muscular Blender.
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