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Chapter One

[image: image]




Kilian raised his semi-automatic weapon as shadows gathered in the corners of the empty office complex. In the glow of red emergency lights, each cubicle wall created a sharp edge of darkness where the witch might be hiding. Kilian tried listening for sounds of life—breathing, a heartbeat, a rustle of fabric as the witch reached for spell materials. Silence. The magic that clung to the air muffled even the sounds of the highway outside the long row of east-facing windows.

As a Judas vamp, Kilian carried a curse that included magical limitations, but he could still whisper a powerful countercurse into the too-still air. Most varieties of undead were little more than animals — the attack dogs of the supernatural world. Born of the last remaining drops of the sleeping Eris’s power, Eris vamps were chaos embodied. They had no ability to think beyond the moment. Most armies tried to employ supernatural soldiers, and not always by paying them enlistment bonuses, but few risked having Eris vamps near. At most, they would drop those monsters behind enemy lines and hope that panic and death followed. And Nkisi zombies were worse—they were mere puppets dancing on a witch’s string.

But Kilian was the far rarer Judas vamp. People joked that no one expected the Spanish Inquisition, but the sentiment was even truer of Judas vamps. The nature of a Judas vamp was tangled in betrayal, so his willingness to serve in the Army granted him an element of surprise in the field, especially against enemies like the witch he hunted. Her spells had taken down weres, but he had survived. So far. Kilian crouched low and fingered his silver talisman as he muttered his undoings into the empty air.

At the end of the corridor, the emergency flood light flickered, giving the illusion of lightning. The dull red letters of the EXIT sign tempted Kilian with escape. For one moment the sign became the stained glass at the cathedral where his sire's body rested, and Kilian wanted to cringe from the pain of standing even on the perimeter of such a holy place. Even though his existence was a sacrilege, he endured to watch his sire walk between the pews to his resting place.

That was the first hint this was a nightmare or hallucination, a cursed tangle of memory and fear, which explained how Kilian knew the mission’s end. He had never been cursed with foresight. But he still felt compelled to follow the script that he knew so well.

He glanced at his wrist computer to check the position of the rest of his team. Two dots blinked crimson. Dead. Kilian already knew that. He'd seen their bodies. Guilt wracked his soul. Those were his team. He was supposed to have their backs.

Kim had been disemboweled, her intestines spilled over the floor. Dario had been impaled on a pole that had been fixed to the bottom of the elevator shaft. Kilian had heard his weak cries fall silent before the light on the computer had switched from green to red. And Kilian had been helpless to stop death in either case. There was one more green, and Kilian was moving toward it as quickly as he could without exposing himself to the witch.

Barrett was a Fenris werewolf with incredible power and heightened emotional responses. He was not particularly smart, but despite being born of a line cursed by Loki’s son, he had a kindness in him that did not match the ferocity with which he went into battle. Kilian had to reach him before the witch did. Barrett's ferocity would be as useless as Dario’s stealth against a witch prepared for him. The weres in the team had not been prepared for this witch.

But Kilian knew how to bring death, and he would save the last of his team. He refused to be the only survivor, left behind with a broken soul.

Kilian inched forward into the junction between aisles. A curse hit him like a heat wave, and he spoke the words of unraveling, the Latin falling from his mouth faster. His own magic blunted the witch’s work, but the spell slowed Kilian's movements. Muscles pushed against air that had grown thick as mud. A shadow coalesced into a solid shape, and he pulled the trigger, but he couldn't move the muzzle of the gun fast enough to track the witch’s retreat.

Then she was there, her white hair blowing in a wind that didn’t exist. Her beauty had an ethereal quality that might’ve been a quirk of genetics or the result of the spell she’d used to steal youth from the children she hunted. She whispered a word, and in her hand, a sharpened pole shimmered into reality. Kilian spoke his words of undoing faster and louder, but she harpooned the pole at him. It went through his guts and pinned him to the wall like a bug in a museum’s etymology display.

“Are you the best they could send?” she asked with a derisive laugh. “And here I thought they would take me seriously after I killed the last team. They will learn, and you will carry my message.”

Kilian knew how her last message had been delivered. The team had been resurrected as meat puppets with forbidden runes etched in their skin before she transported them to the base. Their comrades had become soulless monsters who killed with the single-minded rage of a zombie. Bullets didn’t stop them because they were already dead. Coppersfield lost his arm without pausing his rampage. The horror continued until the Army witches cut the magical strings that animated the team.

Kilian was not going to allow her to use his body that way. Her magical bindings loosened as he continued his undoing spell. Reality flickered, and his sire stood behind the witch. Silas’ thick, curled beard and olive skin shone despite their dark tones and the shadowed building. That wasn’t right. In life, his sire had an uncanny ability to fade into darkness. Besides, Silas was sleeping under an altar. He looked tired, and in his hand he held the wooden disc that had been buried with him when he’d decided he no longer had the strength to remain awake.

“It has been two thousand years,” Silas said in a rough voice that echoed the last conversation they’d had before Silas had retreated from the world. “I thought a new child, one with so much passion for life, would remind me of what it was like to be alive, but it’s too much. The world changes too fast.” His features twisted in dismay.

Reality flickered, and suddenly Kilian was kneeling at his sire's feet. “I don't know how to be a vampire. I need you, sire.”

“I don't know how to live in this world of yours. I barely learned how to use a phone that I speak into and suddenly the phone has numbers and then the phone has pictures, and now apparently people do not use the phone to talk at all. Now I am supposed to learn a language as confusing as Latin. More confusing. I understand Latin far more than I do the significance of sending pictures of pieces of fruit.”

“I can explain,” Kilian promised. If Silas could speak a dozen languages and command magics that fought dead flesh, then he could learn to text an eggplant emoji. Damn it, that was no reason to retreat to a sleep that sounded more like a coma.

“It’s too much,” Silas said. “It will be easier to sleep and awaken to a world that is so new that I can begin again.” Silas rested his palm against Kilian's cheek. “Child, you know your strength. You can learn the rest without me.”

Kilian grabbed Silas’s wrist. “No, I can't. I agreed to accept the curse of your line so that I would have you, not so that you could leave me.”

“I've given you three years.” Silas’s voice rumbled in warning. He had never hid the fact that he sired Kilian only for the fee the Army had promised him—money he could use for his sleep. The Army gained a valuable supernatural soldier, Silas earned money, and Kilian... life had given him few choices.

“In a lifetime of two thousand years, that is a blink,” Kilian argued.

Silas leaned closer and cupped Kilian's face in his hands, but his hands dripped with blood. That did not match the memory of that day, but then Kilian realized that the blood was his own from having been impaled by the witch’s pole. Discrete memories tangled the way they would in a dream, but the hard reality of the bloody pole was no dream. “It is a blink,” Silas agreed, his tone apologetic. “But it is all I have to give. I will sleep, and when I wake, I hope to see you.”

Silas’s form turned insubstantial and then blew away like smoke, leaving Kilian to stare into the face of the murderous witch.

She smiled and her teeth were sharp like a were-creature’s. She lifted a hand, no doubt to cast some spell, but Kilian finally ripped his will free of her magical bindings and fired a full clip. She screamed and stumbled backwards, clutching her chest as the blood flowed down her yellow shirt. Her breathing made a horrible sucking noise as the movement of her lungs pulled air through the bullet wounds with a slurp that left Kilian nauseated.

He grabbed the pole, slick with his own blood, and he ripped it out of the wall behind him. He didn’t dare remove it from his body or he would lose what blood he had left. A vampire's body was a delicately balanced thing. With enough blood, it could survive anything. Vampires had walked out of Hiroshima with their skin falling off in sheets.

But if they lost one drop more than they could afford, the curse that fueled their personal magic disintegrated and their bodies would turn to dust.

So Kilian left the pole where it was as he stood. He stumbled forward, blood dripping from his wound, and raised his weapon. “Under the authority of the United States of America and the Army’s paranormal unit, I charge you with misuse of magic.” The words were duty, and he enunciated each carefully, even when his instincts urged him to tear her flesh and drink her blood. He carried the vampire curse, but he would not become a slave to it.

The witch laughed, but the sound turned into a gurgle before she spat blood onto the tile floor. The crimson drops smeared when she fell onto her hands and knees, her fingers sliding through the blood spray.

“Witch’s blood,” she whispered. Kilian couldn't hear the words as much as he could read her lips. Witch’s blood — the most powerful magical element in the universe. She lifted her red hand and spread her fingers as she murmured words. Kilian opened fire and the spray of bullets slammed her back into the cubicle partition wall. A notice about not taking longer than fifteen minutes for break fluttered down and landed in the blood pooled beside her still body.

Kilian blinked, his mind empty of any thought as he stared at the crumpled form of the broken witch. He needed blood. He blinked against the darkness.

Silas reappeared. “You know what's happening,” he said. “A vampire who is near death will lose brain function. Will you go mad with bloodlust? Perhaps you will lose the part of your brain that directs action. You will slide to the floor and watch as your limbs turn to ash.” Silas’s words confused Kilian. He knew his sire was right, but he couldn’t comprehend what he was right about.

“Kilian!”

Kilian turned his head to see Barrett running towards him, his arms transformed into monstrously long werewolf limbs as he raced down the dark hall. Horror invaded Kilian’s soul.

* * *
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REALITY CRACKED AND a spiderweb of light flashed across Kilian's vision.

He was back in the commander's office. Commander Rudolf sat behind his desk with his customary scowl, his back stiff and a mission folder in front of him. For a second Kilian thought he was still locked in a memory, this time of the horrible debriefing after the mission. He remembered the commander’s quiet fury. Barrett’s shadow had haunted the corners that day, but now morning sun flooded the room and the commander’s guest stood next to the open window.

Kilian narrowed his eyes as he considered the older woman. Her graying hair was pulled into a ponytail at the base of her neck, and she had a gauntness that suggested either illness or overuse of magic. She had to be another witch. No one else could throw him into a memory like that. However, Kilian hadn’t been given permission to object to her invasion. He stood at parade rest and practiced a calming mantra. It wasn’t working.

“Commander, will you give us a moment?” The woman phrased it as a request, but Kilian had the feeling that she held rank.

That was confirmed when Rudolf didn’t protest. “Ma'am,” he offered. He didn’t look at Kilian as he walked out of his own office, leaving Kilian with this woman who had shown not only an ability to invade Kilian's mind, but also disturbing interest in his last mission.

“I apologize; that was abrupt,” she said.

Kilian narrowed his eyes. “Permission to speak freely?”

“Always. I find that requiring people to ask permission before sharing honesty is a dangerous habit. It allows one to assume subordinates agree when in reality they don't feel they have permission to tell a superior officer that he's an idiot.”

Kilian had no idea whether she was speaking specifically of that mission or not. The entire team had requested more magical resources. Maybe another commander would have authorized those expenses, but Commander Rudolph made no bones about his feelings towards those individuals who shared the curses of the gods. He respected those with blessings, like Dario who carried the blessing of Susanoo-no-Mikoto. When that powerful god could no longer carry all his power, his power spilled into the world, creating tengu like Dario. But those with darker origins had no place in the commander’s Army. Ironically, Kilian had seen very few practical differences between those two forms of paranormal power. When he’d been an eighteen-year-old recruit confident he could save the world if he could just earn a spot in the Special Forces, he’d thought a god blessing and a god curse were different, but he’d grown up. The commander never had.

Kilian rocked on the balls of his feet and then settled back into a proper parade rest. “What gives you the right to invade my memories?”

“The contract you signed with the Army,” she said mildly. “I required honest answers about your last mission, and that appeared the least intrusive way to get them. I find many soldiers would rather relive a memory than discuss it.” Her hard look dared him to disagree.

“Why are you so interested in my last mission?”

She moved to the commander’s desk, running her long fingers over the edge. “Perhaps I wish to understand the man so highly recommended for my unit.”

“Your unit?” At this point, Kilian would jump on any chance to get away from his current assignment. Most of the base had been uncomfortable when they’d learned that he was a vampire. His kind had a reputation for violence when they were young, which was likely why the Army had offered to facilitate his transition. However, after the loss of the rest of his unit, dark hallways and isolated training rooms had grown increasingly uncomfortable. Sooner or later some werewolf or arachne would want to test their strength against his. And he might not survive. “Are you recruiting for a unit or a mission?”

“Both.”

“Details?” Hope fluttered in Kilian’s chest.

She pursed her lips. “Exceptionally dangerous. The most pertinent detail is that the unit includes a case of possession.”

Damn. Demon possession was phenomenally rare. Once demons of any form were cast out of the plane of existence, they were locked behind a dimensional barrier. They could whisper secrets to the witches who summoned them, but possession required an individual from a specific bloodline to call on a specific demon with a specific ritual and sacrifice. It took a powerful and brilliant witch to tear the magical veil wide enough to allow that.

Besides, people generally avoided cursing themselves, which is why it was so ironic that Kilian had chosen a Judas vampire as his introduction to paranormal powers. Perhaps that was why this woman wanted him. Perhaps she hoped that one individual stupid enough to volunteer for a curse could relate to another.

“Mission goals?”

“Please, sit.” She waved toward the guest chair before settling into the commander's seat and folding her hands in her lap. She had a stillness he associated with supernatural powers — as if movement required conscious effort. Powerful witches sometimes developed a sort of disassociation with their own bodies. He settled into the chair opposite her and waited.

“You would be both protection and guard.”

“Is the possessed individual working for you or a captive?” Those were different missions, and Kilian only had interest in one of them. He had joined the military to make the world a better place. True, his rare success had been outshone by his flood of failures, but he had no interest in being a guard.

“Both.”

That made no sense. While a demon could be bribed or magically constrained to assist, either through a spell or through the threat of banishment, a demon would require neither protection nor a guard. At most, the Army needed someone to hold an object sacred to his associated god so he could be banished back across the barrier if he misbehaved.

“Can you explain?”

“Your primary purpose is to protect him. He is exceptionally powerful and any number of organizations or governments would love to gain control of him.” Her lips tightened into a harsh line, and Kilian had the feeling she was thinking of one organization or government, or perhaps even one specific attempt they had made to gain control of their asset.

“Does that mean he's working for you?”

“Mostly.” She paused before adding, “Usually.”

“Meaning?”

She leaned back and studied Kilian. He had the impression that she was trying to decide if he was worth the information, and her judgment made his fingers twitch. He hated the feeling that others were studying him and found him wanting. After a long silence, she said, “The possession ritual was corrupted. The demon gained only partial possession, and he missed the summoning witch to land in the victim who currently works for us.” She grimaced. “The demon tolerates us while he plots to find a way to kill us all and bathe in our blood.”

“Oh.” Kilian could not think of a more appropriate response. He had no idea how a demon ritual even could go wrong. Either the dimensional lock was released or not. How could a demon come through the veil and then land in a person who had not invited demon possession? Kilian had grown up in a home that avoided all things supernatural, but he had, like most children denied the right to learn about the magical minority, snuck books out of the library, reading stories by flashlight under their covers. Even those who clung to their mundane souls like a stereotypical housewife clutching her pearls knew something of the power that flowed around them. It was hard to avoid when at least half the movies each year featured beautiful supernaturals with uncanny power, even if they were rare in real life. And this matched nothing Kilian had ever heard of.

“Are you suggesting I would have to guard the host against the demon that shares the host's body?” How was that even possible?

She grimaced. “I am suggesting that this is an operation that requires some delicacy. I hoped you would be able to provide that.”

“Ma'am, my last mission did not end particularly well. Delicate is not the first word most people would use to describe me.” It wasn’t the second or third word either. As much as Kilian wanted away from this unit, he didn’t want to jump into one that was an even poorer fit.

She nodded. “I do understand you had a somewhat difficult time recently.”

Somewhat difficult. Kilian wanted to laugh at her choice of adjectives. That was like saying that the witch he had pumped full of hundreds of bullets was somewhat dead. Both required an interesting use of the word somewhat.

“That mission is one reason why I'm interested in recruiting you. Your anti-magic spells are quite impressive. More people would've died had the witch repeated her stunt of teleporting zombie versions of your team back into the base. I'm sure that people around here have thanked you for avoiding that outcome.” She gave him a sharp look that made it very clear she understood how much he had not been thanked. If she hoped to make him feel unwelcome, she was wasting her efforts. Kilian already knew that the other soldiers wanted him gone. At this point, Kilian felt lucky to have avoided any major curses. Coming back without his team for the second time in his career had solidified the suspicions others already held.

“I'm not interested in being thanked.” And he wasn’t going to be manipulated by someone who thought a few sweet words would make him malleable.

She pursed her lips. “The question is, what do you want? Judas vamps are not generally known for public service, and yet here you are. It's an interesting choice of careers.”

“I was in the Army before I became a Judas vamp.”

She nodded. “You were a decorated Ranger. Your record would have earned you a place in another supernatural tradition. The Army employs a number of were-creatures, both from blessed and cursed lines.”

Kilian had considered the possibility, but were-curses were most likely to take with someone who had a genetic tie to the cursed line. Without that, the odds of surviving a bite dropped dramatically. And blessings were rare and much more difficult to transmit. “My family are Christians going back eight hundred years. I don't think you'll find a worshiper of Artemis, Leto, Loki or Zeus anywhere in the family tree.” Instead, Kilian had an abundance of Christianity in his line, which was why he had chosen to inherit a curse passed down from the three thieves who had stumbled across Judas Iscariot’s hanged body and decided to steal the god-power still within him as one of Christ’s disciples.

“So a Christian family means you chose a Judas vamp? I was under the impression that Christians were more disapproving of Judas vamps than non-Christians.”

“They are,” Kilian agreed. His parents had completely cut him off when they learned what he had done. Judas’s curse bloomed in guilt, and Kilian had possessed the raw material to survive the turning. Despite his flaws, and he could number them as effectively as anyone, he still believed he could play a role in holding back the darkness. The old gods slept, but the power that leaked into the world through their lines threatened the vast majority of people who only wished to live quiet lives. Kilian had escaped small town America as soon as he could, but he wanted others to have the right to choose a life sheltered from the horrors he had endured. “Is my background in some way relevant to the mission?”

“Possibly. I think you'll find that Stephen can be rather manipulative, especially when the demon is most present. I was told that you are pragmatic and accepting of your nature, both the strengths and the weaknesses. That will make it easier for you to guard against the demon.”

“The demon already has a host, what could it want from me?” Kilian should run like hell from this mission. He might’ve been a vamp, but that wouldn’t give him any advantage over a demon. Besides, the witch who’d summoned it would control the monster, and Kilian had developed a significant antipathy for witches.

“The demon has a host, but not the host who summoned it. That is one reason why the demon is more dangerous than most. It is only partially bound to Stephen. In some ways that gives Stephen more power, but in many ways, the demon is far more powerful than a simple case of possession. It is not bound to the host body.” Kilian finally understood what she was saying. Those who hoped to host a demon would carve protective runes into their skin. But if this host was an innocent bystander to a demonic ritual, he would not have those protections.

“Are you suggesting that he is containing the demon through simple force of will?”

The woman nodded. “Stephen is a unique young man. So far he has not only contained the demon, but also directed it. It would be your job to give him any tools necessary to help him continue that fight.”

“Define ‘tools’.”

She leaned forward and pinned Kilian with a dark gaze. “Stephen needs a friend. He is slipping away from humanity, and the demon is winning. Last month the demon slipped free and cursed his father during a visit. We managed to strip the curse before too much damage was done to the man, but Stephen is refusing to see him again, and that last link to humanity is fading.”

“Do you think I can be some witch’s connection to humanity when I'm not human?” Kilian was a soldier — a warrior. He was incompetence embodied as a friend. More to the point, he had no idea how to guard or befriend a demon. In vampire terms, he was little more than an infant, and his lack of control had proved that too many times.

The woman opened the file in front of her and pulled out an eight-by-ten picture, sliding it across the desk. Kilian glanced down, expecting the black eyes of a demon-infested soul, but instead he saw dark hair and faint freckles, intense eyes and pale skin, a crooked smile and a small scar under his right eye where, as a child, he had run into the coffee table while chasing the new puppy. Stephen. Little Stevie Nguyen. Damn.
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Chapter Two
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Kilian touched the picture of Stephen Nguyen. His strong cheekbones and dark hair hinted at something non-European, but no one would guess he had a Vietnamese grandmother. His hair curled, the texture almost identical to his mother’s, but his amber eyes commanded attention. They had an intensity that had been startling, even when he’d been a child.

Stephen was part of a life Kilian had given up when he’d joined the Army — a life he’d severed completely when he’d chosen to become supernatural. Kilian had been probably ten or twelve years old when four-year-old Stevie had hit that coffee table when Kilian had been babysitting. Stevie had been running between the kitchen and living room after the three-month-old lab puppy his parents had hoped would wear him out. He’d come around the corner, slipped on a toy and run into the corner of the coffee table.

Stephen had promptly fallen back on his butt and screamed. At the time, Kilian had been terrified that he’d allowed the kid to maim himself. Looking back, he had not been old enough to babysit Stevie. The kid was a menace with ten times more energy than any child should have. Most adults wouldn't have been able to handle Stevie, so at ten or twelve, Kilian had been out of his depth.

He had texted Stevie's parents before scooping Stevie up and running him into the bathroom. There had been so much blood. Stevie’s parents had come running back from their dinner date, and Kilian remembered Stevie's dad rolling his eyes while reassuring Kilian that they didn’t blame him for Stevie's accident. Meanwhile, Stevie's mother had been pressing a washcloth to her child’s face, red smeared across her dress from Stevie grabbing her.

Never again had Kilian babysat the terror, although growing up in a small town, they’d known each other well despite the six- or seven-year difference in ages. Little Stevie had haunted the park when Kilian was in his early teens and hoped to impress some girl with daring leaps off the swings. The summer before Kilian had left home to join the Army, he’d been the only full-time lifeguard at the city pool, and Stevie had lived in the water. He must have been about twelve back then, and Kilian had expected his grand career of saving lives would start by having to pull Stevie off the bottom of the pool. He never had. He’d had to grab the kid to keep him from running on the decking more than every other kid combined that summer, but Stevie had never even stubbed a toe.

“You said the demon cursed his father. Is Nathaniel okay?” Kilian asked.

“He is. He aged a few years before we could stop the curse, but he’ll recover. He would like to visit his son, but Stephen insists that we have to keep his father away. We are disinclined to contradict Stephen's wishes.”

“And Sarah?” Kilian remembered Stevie's mom. She always baked the best brownies, but every time she made cookies, they turned out like hockey pucks. Her real skill, though, was in keeping up with Stevie. Even during the worst of his ADHD-fueled mania, Sarah had been a woman perpetually on the verge of laughter.

“It did not end as well with Stephen’s mother,” the woman said with a sigh.

Kilian winced. She had been Stevie’s rock, so that must have hit him hard. Stevie didn’t have any family outside his parents, and he’d been far closer to his mom. His father’s use of any holiday as an excuse to drink had contributed to that. So if Stephen had even inadvertently caused his mother’s death, he would have a hard time forgiving himself. Kilian wanted to push for details, but if he was going to see Stevie again, he didn’t want to have that truth hanging between them. It would make Kilian too uncomfortable to know the gruesome details of Sarah’s death. Besides, there was a more significant tactical concern.

“And the demon summoner?”

“Gone,” the woman said, her tone vindictive. “She was not much of a witch — little more than a mundane who chanted under the moon. She stole the raw power required to complete the ritual and then lost control of it. Unfortunately, that means that we are left with almost no information on the demon itself. The demon destroyed the ritual before we could study it. Heaven save us from hedge witches.” She spat the last two words in disgust.

Kilian’s time in the Army had been focused on people making morally questionable decisions, so he wasn’t surprised that someone had been that stupid in pursuit of power. The general population was between ninety and ninety-five percent mundane, but the small percentage with paranormal powers proved the old adage that absolute power corrupts absolutely. Before becoming a vamp, he’d worked hard to qualify for the Army paranormal unit, so he had seen more than his share of human stupidity.

He had seen witches tapping into cursed objects that twisted their flesh into near-demonic forms. He had seen werewolves who never bothered to control their basic instincts and who ran mad on the full moon. He had seen druids twist bargains to trap the unwary, and mermaids drag children to their deaths in the ocean. Kilian no longer questioned the depth of the human capacity for evil, and those with supernatural powers were still human in every way that counted.

“So Stephen is alone.” Kilian didn’t know the man Stevie had become, but he felt bad for the boy he had been.

“And now you see the problem. We are quite literally at Stephen’s mercy to keep the demon contained, and he needs more emotional support than we can provide. At the same time, we need someone to act as a last line of defense against the demon. While it has been a hundred years since a demon has managed to free itself of its master in this realm, I'm sure you have heard the stories of what an unbound demon is capable of.”

“I had assumed those were stories. No creature is gifted with unlimited power.” Kilian knew that firsthand. He had gained strength and a healing ability that surpassed even those of the were-creatures, but every time someone blessed him after he sneezed, the pain was a knife in the gut. He trained to avoid flinching even as words sacred to Judas’s God set his nerves on fire. When three thieves had stolen Judas’s Christ-given power, they had inherited Judas’s guilt and his aversion to any reminder of the god he’d betrayed.
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