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      The buck-naked demon glowering in my studio should have scared the bejeezus out of me. A normal witch would have called on her magic, said a prayer to the goddess, and kicked demon ass. Or attempted to, at least. He was a Prince of Hell, so I doubted his ass would be the one getting kicked, but a normal witch would have tried. A smart witch would have run.

      And me? I just stood there staring, trying not to drool.

      In my defense, never had I ever seen so much raw masculinity in one person. One naked person. Smooth skin, defined muscles, jewel-green eyes so mesmerizing he wouldn’t have to drag anyone to the depths of Hell. I’d follow him willingly.

      I mean they. Whatever person he was trying to drag. Not me specifically.

      “Ash.” My sister’s harsh voice registered at the edge of my mind like a ghostly echo. Nothing I needed to concern myself with.

      Chaos’s sigil pulsed on my arm, the heat of the molten red design spreading through my body, an unnatural calmness turning my muscles to mush while bringing clarity to my thoughts. I had just exorcized a demon from my body and lived to tell the tale. Holy Hecate.

      “Snap out of it, Ash!” Ember’s voice sliced through the serenity in my brain, and she latched onto the skin above my elbow, pinching and twisting at the same time.

      Pain exploded down my arm, yanking me out of my quietude. “Mother plucker!” I jerked away, whirling to face her and rubbing the tender spot my dear, sweet sister had created. “What was that for?”

      “You were in a trance. He’s trying to control you.”

      “I’m not.” Chaos’s deep, rumbly voice drew my gaze back to the center of my studio. He stood in the middle of a circle meant to contain him, but I had a feeling if he wanted out, he could have smashed through our magic like the Kool-Aid man went through walls in the old commercials.

      Instead, he crossed his arms. “You promised to release me.”

      I glanced at his eyes and turned my back to him. It was the only way I could keep my gaze from locking on his nether region again. “It’s not him. It’s this stupid sigil.” I rubbed it as if I could wipe the magical ink away.

      The contented growl rumbling from Chaos’s chest reminded me just how strong our connection was. Temptation to turn around and ask him what part of his body he felt me touching when I did that had my shoulders threatening to swivel, but I maintained control.

      “He needs clothes.”

      Ember scoffed. “He needs to be vanquished.”

      “Just…” I looked at Chaos and bit my lower lip. “Can you go get him some of Dad’s pants? Anything to cover up…” I motioned to his junk, which earned me another smirk from the Prince of Hell.

      “Dad was a beanpole compared to him.” She crossed her arms, shifting her weight to one leg. “His clothes won’t fit.”

      “Find something stretchy. Sweatpants, or hell, even a towel to wrap around his waist. Something.” I tilted my head. “Please?”

      She narrowed her eyes. “Do not release him while I’m gone.”

      I drew an X over my heart. “I won’t. I promise.”

      After giving Chaos the stink eye and me a warning look, she turned on her heel and headed upstairs.

      “If your father’s clothes don’t fit, I could stay naked…and you could join me.” Heat flashed in his eyes, and for half a nanosecond, I considered his offer.

      “Bad demon.” I shook my finger at him. “You’re not supposed to flirt with me, remember?”

      He spread his hands to his sides. “I’m the naked one this time.”

      “We’re even now. You’ve seen me; I’ve seen you. No more solicitations. I’m not interested.”

      “Then why do you keep staring at my dick?”

      I flicked my gaze to his eyes, trying to keep a neutral expression. It was hard not to stare at it, especially since it had gone from flaccid to halfway hard in a matter of seconds.

      He chuckled. “Admit it. You like what you see.”

      Who wouldn’t? “That’s irrelevant. I⁠—”

      Boots thudded on the stairs, saving me from making whatever rambling excuse I might’ve thrown at him, and he grumbled under his breath, his soldier returning to “at ease” as quickly as it had saluted. Ember rolled up a pair of sweatpants and swung her arm back, ready to throw them like a football, but I plucked them out of her hand.

      “Gray? Really?” I started toward the circle, and she grabbed my elbow.

      “Be careful. If he pulls you inside, you’ll lose the perimeter’s protection.”

      “Thanks. I know how circles work.” Stopping a foot shy of the boundary and making damn certain my hand didn’t cross the line, I offered him the roll of pants. My pulse kicked into a sprint as he reached for them, the shock finally—hopefully—subsiding and letting me focus on the problem and not the penis.

      He took them gently and put them on before gesturing to his hips. “Better?”

      “Yes.” Not really. I mean gray sweatpants didn’t do much to mask the package on a human man, much less when they were stretched too tight on a super-muscular demon prince. But they were Dad’s sweatpants. My father’s junk had been inside them.

      Gross. I curled my lip. Yeah, that was enough to make me get my act together. Thanks, sis. “Okay. I’m going to break this circle, but remember… If you try anything stupid, Ember will send you across the veil faster than you can say hellhound. Got it?”

      He fought a grin and glanced at my sister. Honestly, I wasn’t sure who would win that battle if it happened. Ember was the toughest witch I knew, but she’d never fought a Prince of Hell before. Hopefully I wouldn’t have to find out.

      “You have my word and my mark.” He stepped toward the salt line and held my gaze as if challenging me to keep my promise.

      I pursed my lips and crossed my arms. “A deal is a deal.”

      Ember stood two feet behind me to my right. I could feel the tension rolling from her body, her fire magic simmering just beneath the surface.

      I stared into Chaos’s eyes, and he stared back at me. His smirk did things to me. Honestly, I couldn’t say if his expression was one of anticipation or amusement, but it made my hormones flare way more than it should have. I scooted my foot closer to the circle. This was it. He’d either keep his word or tear us to shreds.

      “Oh, for Hecate’s sake, just do it.” Ember stomped forward and swiped her boot through the salt, breaking the perimeter and freeing the demon.

      Chaos blinked once, glanced at Ember and then me, and stormed forward. His shoulders slammed into ours as he pushed between us. They were rock-solid and sure to leave a mark.

      I stumbled, catching myself on the table before planting my feet and clutching his forearm. “Where do you think you’re going?”

      He huffed and set his skin ablaze right where I’d grabbed him. Flames licked up my arm, singing my sleeve, and I tightened my grip. The nerve of this guy!

      “You’re lucky I’m immune to fire, mister, or you’d have burned me.”

      He extinguished the flames. “I wouldn’t have done it otherwise. Release me.”

      “I did.”

      “My arm.” He glanced at my hand before returning his gaze to mine.

      Ember slid in front of the door in a wide stance, hands planted on her hips, her vim on the verge of going from simmer to boil.

      The sigil pulsed, spreading that relaxing warmth through my body again, but this time, I fought against it, tightening my grip even more. “Whatever you’re trying to accomplish when you do that, it won’t work. This is our realm. We are in charge.”

      He narrowed his eyes, but he reeled in his magic, allowing my pulse to return to its sprint. “I must find Mayhem.”

      “We will, okay? But we have to have a plan. We can’t go tearing through Massachusetts like a bunch of rogues, and you especially can’t go out into near-freezing temperatures barefoot and shirtless.” I let go of his arm, and Ember dropped her hands to her sides, curling them into fists.

      Chaos relaxed a smidge, the tendons in his neck, which had been as tight as guitar strings, loosening. “The cold doesn’t affect me.”

      “Maybe not, but it does affect everyone else in town.” Ember leaned one shoulder against the door jamb, crossing her legs at the ankles. I knew that stance. She might have appeared to let down her guard, but she could shift her weight to the crossed leg, spin, and kick in half a second flat.

      “Just.” I blew a hard breath, lifting my hands in a show of…I didn’t know what. Not surrender. Innocence, maybe? Frustration? Whatever it was, all the adrenaline that was keeping me upright drained out with my heavy exhale. My shoulders slumped, my entire body seeming to fill with lead. “Can we sit down and talk?”

      “The sooner we release my brother, the sooner we can collect our price.” He looked from Ember to me, and I tilted my head. “And find your sister and end the curse. We will all benefit from retrieving Mayhem’s skull.”

      My head spun, fatigue crashing into me like a cat-five hurricane. “You’re forgetting this body is mortal. Not to mention I’ve been carrying around a Prince of Hell for the past week.” I gripped the edge of the desk.

      Chaos’s expression softened, and the sigil on my arm heated. “You require rest.”

      “Whatever gave you that idea?” My lids grew heavy, and I swayed on my feet.

      “Come on. Let’s get you upstairs.” Ember moved to my side and wrapped her arm around my waist. We started for the steps, but Chaos came up behind me, sweeping his arm beneath my knees and scooping me into a cradle carry.

      “Don’t hurt her.” Ember stomped up the stairs behind us.

      “I have no desire to harm you or your sister, but even if I did…” He carried me past the kitchen and settled me onto the couch before straightening and facing Ember. “As long as Ash bears my mark, hurting her hurts me. Our lives are bound.”

      She studied him, her eyes calculating. “If she died…?”

      “I would immediately be drawn back to Hell. Our bond makes it so I can’t exist in this realm without her.”

      “And if I vanquished you?”

      I could barely keep up with their conversation, but when Chaos leaned down, running his fingers across my forehead to sweep the hair out of my face, my skin turned to gooseflesh.

      “If you vanquish me, she will die.” He said it matter-of-factly, as he tended to do, but his sorrowful expression said he didn’t like the idea in the slightest. Thank the goddess he cared, because I could not keep my eyes open another minute.

      “Plan of attack.” I laid my head on a throw pillow and curled onto my side. “I’m going to take a nap. Ember, go buy Chaos some real clothes so he’ll blend in with the humans. We’ll figure the rest out when I wake up.”

      She gave me an are you crazy? look. “I’m not leaving you alone with a demon in the house.”

      “You heard him. Hurting me hurts him. Vanquishing him kills me. We’re at an impasse, sis. Please do this for us.”

      “Us? So you’re a unit now?”

      “Please.” Sleep begged to drag me under. “I’m safe.”

      “No harm will come to your sister.” He slipped off my shoes and covered me with a blanket.

      Going… Going…

      Ember huffed “Fine. But if you try anything…”

      “You’ll vanquish me to the deepest depths of Hell.”

      “Exactly.” She turned on her heel and headed toward the door.

      Chaos settled into the accent chair. “She will learn to trust me like you do.”

      “I don’t trust you…” And I was gone.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            CHAOS

          

        

      

    

    
      If I wasn’t immortal, I’d say this witch would be the death of me. She lay on the sofa, eyes closed, lips slightly parted, and all I could think about was how they might taste. How her body felt wrapped in my arms as I carried her up the stairs. How she commanded me as if she could actually control a Prince of Hell.

      I chuckled at the thought. Bad Demon, she had called me. If she only knew…

      Her sister, on the other hand, was a splinter in my side I’d gladly remove if not for her relation to Ash. Stubborn and strong-willed, she reminded me of Mayhem, always the reckless one. But I gave my word that no harm would come to her family or her coven, and as long as Ash bore my mark, I was incapable of breaking a promise to her.

      I should not have been incapable of causing her turmoil. If she were any other witch, I could use my sigil to scatter her thoughts, blank her memory, and drive her to madness. But her power countered mine, turning chaos into order. As she had stood outside the circle, debating with her sister on when to release me, I had tried. I’d sent a small amount of magic through the sigil, hoping it would be enough to spark her into action.

      Instead, it had done the opposite, calming her, helping her collect her thoughts rather than scattering them. I had never experienced such power from a witch. Not even Isabel.

      At the thought of the insolent woman who’d banished us, a growl rumbled in my chest, and Ash stirred, a small whimper escaping her lips. Her face pinched, and she tensed, something in her dream distressing her.

      I sent a pulse of magic through my mark. She inhaled deeply and let out a breath, her body relaxing, her sleep no longer disturbed.

      What would my brothers say of this phenomenon? Of the way she turned my magic on its head?

      That I should force her to remove my mark and kill her. She was dangerous to our kind. More dangerous than Isabel could have ever hoped to be.

      Kill her…

      Perhaps I would when this was through.

      Lucifer knew I wouldn’t make the same mistake twice. None of us would, which was why I needed to free my brothers, collect the debt owed to us, and return to Hell where we belonged.

      Consorting with witches always ended badly.

      Ember stomped up the stairs and returned to the living area with her arms full of crystals. She placed them on the floor, encircling the sofa where Ash lay. Closing her eyes, she tilted her head upward and whispered.

      I watched her for a moment before asking, “What are you doing?”

      She finished her whispered spell and touched Ash on the shoulder. “Setting up wards so no evil can get to her while she sleeps. Nothing that’s ever set foot across the veil can penetrate this.” One brow arched over her eye.

      “I won’t allow any harm to befall her.”

      She scoffed. “I’m protecting her from you.”

      That much I knew, but I found no sense in assuring her more. Ember didn’t trust me, nor I her. We would work together toward our common goal. Then I would decide what to do with these sisters.

      “Try to touch her.” She gestured at Ash.

      I remained still. “Why?”

      “So I can make sure it works. Try.”

      I crossed my arms. “You doubt your power?”

      She mirrored my posture. “No, I’m proving it to you. Do it.”

      I hated to comply and give her the impression I obeyed orders, but the sooner I was clothed, the sooner I could slip away. Leaning forward, I reached toward Ash’s head. My fingers met an invisible, solid surface. I pressed harder, sliding to the edge of my chair and pushing both palms against it. Ember smiled smugly.

      I sat back. “Impressive. Why don’t you cast these around your entire town?”

      “It takes too much vim. I’m going to get your clothes now. If you try to break the ward, I’ll know, and I’ll be here faster than you can blink.”

      “I would expect nothing less.”

      She finally left, and I settled back into my chair and took in my surroundings. The structure in which they resided stood two stories high. We currently occupied the living area on the top floor, with a brown sofa where Ash lay, a smaller couch, and two dark green chairs. We had passed through a kitchen on the way to this room, and the scent of a plethora of herbs with magical qualities, along with some only used for cooking, filled the entire area.

      Across the room stood a large, flat device the witches called a T.V. Blackness coated the front now, but when they pushed buttons on a palm-sized device, moving images appeared like magic. The technology of this time astounded me. Motorized vehicles, electric lights, indoor plumbing… I’d spent my time inside Ash taking it all in, learning as much as I could about their ways, their use of language, how their coven worked.

      Aside from the ruptures in the veil and the monsters bleeding through, this seemed like a comfortable time to be alive.

      Ash’s eyes moved back and forth beneath her lids as I watched her sleep, and I longed to caress her soft skin, to run my fingers through her silken hair. Ember had done me a favor by casting this ward. I had to keep my distance from the blue-haired vixen, lest I succumb to the same fate as before.

      Soft footsteps whispered on the stairs, pausing at the entrance. Ember peeked around the door jamb as if trying to catch me misbehaving. She stepped through the threshold, her boots in one hand, two white paper bags with brown handles in the other.

      She dropped her shoes against the wall and strode into the living area, stopping in front of the couch and examining her sister. Seemingly satisfied Ash had not been disturbed, she turned to me and shoved the bags against my chest. “I got you boots and two sets of clothes. That’s all you’ll need.”

      “Is it?” I peered inside. A box occupied one of the bags, a mass of black fabric the other.

      She rested a hand on her hip. “We know what we’re doing now. As long as you don’t get in our way, we’ll get your brother’s skull and find the other guy in two days, tops. Then, you’re all leaving and never returning to Salem. If you do, I’ll put a bounty on your heads.”

      I chuckled. “I assumed you wanted us to break your family curse first.”

      “That’s a given.”

      I gazed at Ash, watching the gentle rise and fall of her chest. So much danger wrapped in so much beauty.

      “She’ll be out for hours, so I’m going to grab as much sleep as I can.” Ember disappeared into the hallway and returned with a blanket and pillow. “You’ll have to curl up on the loveseat tonight.”

      “I don’t require sleep yet.” I set the bags on the floor and remained in my chair.

      “But demons do sleep?” She dropped the bedding onto the small couch.

      “In this realm, our bodies require sleep, though not as much as yours. In our natural forms, in our realm, we do not.”

      “Good to know.” She shrugged as if she didn’t care, but I could see in her expression she had more questions. She chose not to ask them. “Come get me when she wakes up. I’m the first room on the left.”

      “No wards to protect yourself?”

      “Of course. I’m not an idiot. Just yell from the hall.” She flipped her hair over her shoulder as she turned and walked away.

      I waited, watching Ash sleep, until no more noise sounded from Ember’s room. With both witches settled into slumber, I dressed in the clothes she had given me and put on the boots, which surprisingly fit. I would retrieve my brother’s skull while they slept and be back before either of them woke.

      I rose, preparing to leave, but Ash stirred, drawing my attention to her delicate face.

      “Chaos…” The sleepy sound of my name on her lips made me shiver. “Chaos, don’t leave me.”

      “I’m here.” I returned to my chair. Was she dreaming? Was she coherent enough to recognize I was about to walk out the door?

      “Bad demon,” she mumbled. “Stay.”

      How could I leave now?
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      Sunlight streamed in through the window, coaxing me out of sleep. I squeezed my eyes shut tighter, hoping to catch a few more minutes of peace before I had to face the world…and the demon I could feel watching me intently. His low vibration reached down to my bones, making his presence impossible to ignore.

      “Your breathing has changed. We know you’re awake,” Ember said.

      Funny. I could feel Chaos in the room, but I somehow missed my sister’s energy. I was still recovering from the exorcism. I needed more sleep, but I doubted these two would allow it. We had things to do, beasties to fight, demons to summon—yikes—so I reluctantly opened my eyes.

      Chaos sat in one chair while Ember perched on the arm of the other. My demon was fully dressed now, thankfully, in boots, dark jeans, and a black shirt, and Ember wore her fireproof leather. She was ready to get this shit show on the road, but I could barely see straight.

      I pushed to sitting, and the room spun. My mouth tasted like burnt dirt, and a crick had formed in my neck from sleeping on a throw pillow. Rolling my head from side to side helped ease the sharp pain, but I’d need to stand under a hot shower set to pulse if I wanted to work this knot out before we left.

      “What time is it?” My vertebrae cracked, easing the tension a little more.

      “It’s ten.” Ember rose to her feet as if she were ready to head out immediately. Yeah, that wasn’t happening.

      I rubbed my neck. “A.M. or P.M.?”

      Chaos tilted his head. “Can you not see the daylight in the window? Have your eyes been affected?”

      I’d asked a stupid question. Yes, I could see the daylight, but… “Affected by what?”

      “Blindness is a common side effect of exorcisms.” He spoke in a matter-of-fact tone that said he expected me to know this already.

      “I’m not blind.” I tried to run my fingers through my hair, but they got stuck in a massive tangle. “You could have warned me there’d be side effects before we performed it.”

      “Would it have changed your mind?”

      I attempted to work the tangle out, but I made it worse. “No.”

      “I assumed a witch of your power and intelligence would know the possible consequences.” He remained seated, calm as could be, while Ember paced in front of the television.

      “We don’t deal with demons much in Salem. At least, we didn’t until Cinder…”

      He corrected me. “I believe your parents were the first to summon one of my kind.”

      “It doesn’t matter. I’m going to shower.” I stood, bracing myself for the world to tip on its side, but it remained steady. Nice. I turned toward the hall, and the doorbell rang.

      Ember tugged her phone from her pocket and frowned at the screen. “No messages. Did someone text you?”

      “My phone is downstairs.”

      “Hey, Ash. You up there?” Shade’s voice sounded from below, and I closed my eyes. I could not deal with his bullshit right now.

      “Ember?” His boots fell heavily on the steps before he pounded on the door. Typical of Shade to assume he’d be let in if he showed up unannounced.

      I caught a glimpse of Chaos glowering at the entrance, so I rested my hand on his shoulder. He relaxed, but his posture said he was on high alert, no doubt ready to wreak havoc on my mortal enemy if he so much as looked at me wrong.

      I couldn’t lie. Having my own personal bodyguard was pretty cool.

      Shade pounded on the door again, and Ember rolled her eyes. “Take Chaos to the back of the house so I can see what he wants.”

      “Come on.” I jerked my head toward the hall.

      Chaos hesitated, cutting his gaze between the door and me. “I can solve your Shade problem.”

      “I know you can, but you won’t.” I grabbed his arm, solid, rock-hard muscle, and guided him to the hall.

      We stopped at Ember’s room, and I motioned for him to go inside while I stood in the hall so I could hear the exchange. Several pairs of shoes shuffled in. Fabulous. My nemesis had brought reinforcements.

      “Where’s Ash? We need sigils.” I could practically hear Shade’s lip curling. He hated depending on me as much as I hated tolerating him.

      “She’s lying down,” Ember said. “Some advance notice would have been nice.”

      “I texted her.” Miles was with him, of course.

      “I tried calling.” Ginger too. Fantastic.

      “I’m not sure she’s up to it,” Ember said. “What’s going on?”

      “It feels weird in here,” Ginger said. “The energy in your house is…off.”

      “It’s probably Ash,” Ember said. “She’s got a stomach bug, and it’s messing with her vim.”

      “No, it’s something else,” Miles said, and footsteps moved closer to the hall. “It’s low.”

      “I feel it too.” Shade this time, though I wouldn’t be surprised if he was just going along, trying to start trouble.

      Ember strode into the living room, and I peeked out to find her positioned between the other witches and the hallway door. “What do you need the sigils for? I assume, since you didn’t bother to call me, it’s something small.”

      “Two more gnomes spotted across the street from the first,” Miles said.

      “We didn’t bother you since you’re supposed to be researching where all these rifts are coming from,” Shade said. “You are planning to call a meeting soon, aren’t you?”

      Ember scoffed. “Of course. I’ve been taking care of Ash, but I’m working on it.”

      “What is that odd vibration?” Miles moved toward the hall, Ember widened her stance, and I slipped out of view.

      “I told you it’s Ash. Her vim is messed up right now.”

      “They sense me,” Chaos whispered behind me.

      “Whatever gave you that idea?” I joined him in Ember’s bedroom.

      “Their reactions make it obvious.” He reached above my head, resting his hand against the doorjamb and leaning forward to listen.

      His close proximity made my stomach flutter, so I ducked and moved away. “We need to work on your grasp of sarcasm, but first we need to get them out of our house.”

      “With pleasure.” A pulse of energy permeated from Chaos’s body. A second later, all three visitors began talking at once. They used their normal voices at first, but it didn’t take long before they were shouting over each other, sounding more and more like total…

      “Chaos!” I backhanded him on the shoulder. “That is not what I meant. Stop it.”

      He reeled in his magic and shrugged. “Be more specific.”

      “I will get them out of here. You. Stay. Put.” I poked my finger into his chest with the last three words, which earned me another mischievous grin.

      Hecate on a hambone. What was I going to do with this demon?

      First things first, I brushed a lock of blue tangles out of my face and strode into the living room. Shade, Miles, and Ginger stood there staring at Ember, a look of confusion clouding their eyes. Thankfully, it seemed people didn’t remember exactly what happened when Chaos messed with their minds.

      Ember gave me the side eye, knowing full well what had gone down, and I patted her shoulder. “I’m much better now. Gnomes, you said? So defense against venom and tougher skin? Those are easy.”

      I motioned for them to follow me and headed down the stairs. They shuffled across the floor, still confused as all get out, but I played it cool. Not cool, though, were the remnants of the exorcism still visible in my studio. The salt ring, still intact except for the spot Ember swiped her foot through, took up most of the floor. Was it too much to ask for her to clean this up while I slept it off?

      Apparently so. I was the neat freak, not her.

      The witches caught up with me, but I stopped them in the library. “Wait here a second. I got sick in my studio, and Ember didn’t clean it up.”

      Shade curled his lip. “Make it fast.”

      “Do you want some help?” Ginger asked.

      I shook my head. “It’s kinda embarrassing. I’ll only be a minute.”

      I closed the door between the rooms, grabbed a handheld vacuum, and sucked up the salt. The candles, which had burned out when Chaos reformed, sat at the five points of the former pentagram, so I swept them into my arms and stuffed them into a storage case. I spun around, checking for any more signs of light witches behaving badly, and grabbed the exorcism book before adding it to the case with the candles.

      After a quick spray of air freshener to mask the fact I had not just cleaned up vomit, I opened the door and gestured for them to come inside. “All done. Who’s first? Ginger?”

      Her brows drew together in sympathy. “Are you up to doing three? I’m sure the guys can handle it. Want me to sit this one out?”

      I waved a hand dismissively. “Nah. They need all the help they can get.”

      Both guys bristled, but they didn’t say anything. I wasn’t surprised. Chaos’s playtime in their minds still had them off their game. They really did need all the help they could get.

      I expected Ember to make her way down to reassure them they had not in fact sensed demon energy, but she never showed. I guess she trusted Chaos even less than I thought. His little display earlier didn’t help.

      Ginger sat like a champ, barely flinching when I reached the tender part inside her elbow. Shade ground his teeth, a whimper escaping his mouth at the sensitive spot. I suppose I could admit I pressed a tiny bit harder on his tattoo, but I couldn’t resist him looking like a wuss in front of his man crush.

      Miles went utterly still as I applied his sigil, almost as if he’d checked out of his body so he wouldn’t feel the pain. I went even heavier on the tender spot to see if I could get a reaction out of him. He sucked a breath through his teeth and opened his eyes.

      “You’ll have to give a lecture on how to do that.” I wiped the excess ink off his arm. “Some witches can’t handle the pain.”

      No, I did not make a face at Shade, thank you very much. My statement wasn’t a jab at him for once. We really did have a few in the coven who’d rather go in unaided than sit for a sigil.

      “I don’t feel the low vibration anymore, do you?” Miles rested his hand on Ginger’s back.

      She closed her eyes and breathed deeply before shaking her head. “It must’ve been residual from when Ash was sick. She’s not putting off that vibe now.”

      “Yeah, it was one hell of a bug. I’m glad I got it all out.” I picked up my Zippo and flicked it open. “Ready to light these babies up?”

      They held their arms toward me, and I touched the flame to each, making them glow bright red before they faded to cool blue.

      “Have fun gnome hunting.” I forced a smile.

      “I’ll see you tomorrow morning.” Ginger waved and followed the guys out the back.

      I let out a huge exhale and slumped. The shop was closed on Mondays, but she’d be here bright and early tomorrow to open it. We had to get Chaos out before she returned. Who knew a kitchen witch would be so good at sensing demons?

      I put my sigil gear away and headed back upstairs. Ember and Chaos sat in the places they were in when I woke this morning, and the tension in the room was so thick I felt like I was walking through mud.

      “I told you we should have vanquished him.” Ember stood and returned to pacing in front of the T.V. “It’s too dangerous having him here. We almost got caught.”

      “You’re right about that.” I plopped onto the couch, exhausted from doing those simple sigils, and Chaos cut a steely gaze toward me.

      I closed my eyes and pinched the bridge of my nose. “Not the vanquishing part. I don’t have a death wish.” I opened one eye to find his posture returning to normal, so I closed it again, relaxing.

      “The female witch sensed me. I’m unsure about the males.”

      “Oh, Miles definitely did, but not until Ginger pointed it out.” I opened my eyes. “They’ll know what you are the second they see you.”

      “Which is why we should have⁠—”

      “You’d be dead if you tried.” Chaos pinned his gaze on her, and she was lucky looks couldn’t actually kill.

      I let out a dramatic sigh. “C’mon, guys. We’ve been over this. We all need each other, so you two need to give up your grudges and learn to work together. I don’t have the energy to play referee on top of everything else we have to do.”

      Her nostrils flared, but she gave me a tiny nod. Chaos spread his hands, conceding. Praise the goddess.

      “You shouldn’t have done those sigils.” Ember returned to her chair. “Your body and vim have been taxed enough.”

      “If I hadn’t, they’d be even more suspicious. Anyway, I had to do something after…” I glowered at the demon.

      He waved a hand flippantly. “You said you wanted them gone. I obeyed.”

      “But they didn’t leave, did they?”

      He huffed. “They would have eventually.”

      “After they tore our house apart like Shade did my library?” I cocked my head.

      Ember’s mouth dropped open. “He’s messed with Shade before?”

      “And he won’t do it again.” I arched a brow at him.

      He grunted. “Not unless it’s necessary.”

      “And I get to determine when that is. Got it?” I held up my arm, reminding him of the sigil.

      He glowered again, and damn it if he didn’t look sexy doing it. “As you wish.”

      “Finally, we’re getting somewhere,” Ember said. “We have to find a way to hide Chaos. Get him out of town without the others noticing what he is. Then we can meet up with him later to look for the skull.”

      If he set foot outside anywhere near Ginger, she’d sense him. Who knew what other witches in the coven had that ability? It was too risky.

      “You’re in your own body now,” I said. “Can’t you portal to places?”

      “Demons’ abilities are limited in this realm. I could only portal back to Hell, which would kill you. I don’t recommend it.”

      “He knows how to drive,” Ember said. “We’ll give him the keys to mom’s car.”

      “And you trust him to wait for us and not run off to do his own thing?”

      Her expression grew sullen. “No. What are we going to do with him then?”

      I grinned. “I have an idea.”
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