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      Celina smiled as the chickadee inched toward her seat on the pine patio chair. Its tiny claws poked and scratched along her skin, its beak pecking away at the seeds in her hand. She stifled a laugh as its feathers tickled the side of her thumb.

      A raucous cawing in the distance startled her, and the small bird flew away. It didn’t go far with all the feeders she had in her massive backyard, but her shoulders slumped at the loss of contact. “Bye, little friend.”

      A black shape swooped from a tree, and Celina jumped as it collided with the plastic bird bath at the far end of her yard, toppling it over. She got to her feet and walked toward it, twisting her hands together.

      Please don’t be dead.

      Shaking her head, she bent down and lifted the heavy decoration, frowning at the crow lying on the grass. It spun back on its legs, and she gasped. “You’re alive?”

      Flapping noises from the forest’s edge caught her attention, and her eyes widened at the two dozen crows perched on trees bordering her yard. The one that had knocked down the birdbath flew back with its kind, and Celina shrugged as she turned toward her deck.

      “Might as well get more seeds,” she muttered as she climbed the steps.

      A high-pitched chirp sent goosebumps crawling up her skin, and she spun just as the crows dived at the chickadee she’d been feeding a few minutes ago. Their calls echoed around, black claws ripping away at the bird until she dashed down the deck, waving her arms.

      “Stop!”

      She crouched and tears blurred her vision as she stared at the dead creature, its wing folded at a strange angle, blood staining its little feathers. Clearing her throat, she straightened and took a deep breath.

      Circle of life. Sooner or later, everything dies.

      After refilling the water and adding more seeds to the feeders, she sat on the steps, focusing ahead. Her mind flashed back to when her parents’ cottage once stood where her house now did, a perfect place to grow up. She used to play in the trees, run around, go on make-believe adventures…but it always felt like something watched her between the branches.

      Her gaze moved to an empty spot in the yard. Without looking away, she felt on top of the glass table next to her, fingers fumbling for what she wanted. Grabbing a small piece of paper and a pen that lay next to the cordless phone, she glanced from the empty spot to the blank white sheet. Just lines at first, but eventually, she smiled at the little sketch of her backyard with a play structure, complete with a climbing wall, an upper clubhouse with a small lookout, and a slide now filling that gap.

      The sun lowered, and the forest behind her house fell silent. A small chill ran through her as she stood, but she focused her mind on dinner preparations to push the unease away. She put her sketch on the glass table, and moved to the garden hose, making sure it was tightly shut before going inside. A crunching sound mixed with the squeaking of the outside faucet and she glanced back.

      Nothing.

      Her pulse quickened as the light faded, and she strode to the table. She frowned as she grabbed the phone, her sketch nowhere to be found. “Where—?”

      Arms wrapped around her from behind and she screamed as the phone dropped from her hand, the battery flying out as it hit the wood. She spun, and something between a gasp and a laugh left her as she stared at her husband’s hazel eyes.

      “You scared me half to death.” Her gaze went to the bouquet of white roses he held, and she forgot about her frantic heartbeat. “What’s this? It isn’t Friday…”

      Thomas’ lips curled into a smile. “Do I need it to be a certain day of the week for me to bring you gifts?” He handed them to her, his eyes more golden than usual in the setting sun.

      “You’re home early. Did something happen?”

      “I wanted to see you,” he breathed, drawing her closer to him. “And we didn’t get the chance to celebrate your birthday last week properly.”

      Her cheeks warmed, and she grinned. “You mean we never left the bedroom.”

      “A good way to celebrate your twenty-fifth birthday,” he said with a wink. “Well, as part two of your birthday celebration, I’m taking you out to dinner and a movie.”

      His words circled around her mind a few times before she could believe they were real.

      “We’re going out?” she whispered.

      He nodded, but his expression became unreadable as he stared over her shoulder. She glanced back and shrugged at all the crows still perched in the trees. “Not sure what the hell is wrong with them today, but they’re acting weird. Maybe there’s something in the air.”

      Refusing to let anything dampen her spirits, she grabbed the phone and battery from the deck floor and squeezed them into her pockets to bring inside. “I’ll just go put the phone back—”

      She caught his gaze and stopped as he held out the sketch that she’d left on the glass table. Her stomach clenched as she focused on the piece of paper, averting her eyes from his.

      “A place for you to play during the day?” His tone was light, but she braced herself.

      Whenever they spoke of anything relating to children, his mood turned sour. It was no secret she wanted a baby; she’d dropped hints for a while before coming right out and asking him about it. But his answer had crushed her, and since that day, something like a wedge had slowly been pulling them apart.

      They’d been a couple for nine years and married for five, so why wasn’t he ready for kids?

      “I was just doodling.”

      “I think you forgot something…” He went to the table and sketched something on the paper.

      Assuming he’d erased her idea, her eyes widened at the swing set he’d added next to the climbing wall she drew. He walked past her and brushed a kiss on her head before going inside. She smiled ear to ear as she folded the paper and tucked it inside her back pocket.

      A child. Had Thomas finally decided it was time? Did she dare hope after all those years?

      “Must be something in the air,” she whispered.

      Once inside the house, she fiddled with the battery for a few minutes before slamming it back into the phone. “Phone’s fixed,” she called out.

      It rang, and she yelped at how loud it was. She’d forgotten to lower it from when she was outside. Picking it up again, she answered quickly so another ring wouldn’t blast through the house. “Hello?”

      Silence. Breathing.

      Thomas took the phone from her and brought it to his ear, his eyes narrowed at the telephone base. “Hello?” A voice murmured on the other side, and he glanced at her, his lips pressed together, before going into his office and closing the door.

      He often got calls from clients, and when he was home, she almost always let him answer. She hoped he wouldn’t change his mind about going out because of business.

      A few minutes passed, and he walked into the kitchen, running his fingers through his light-brown hair. “Sorry about that.”

      “If you’re busy tonight, it’s fine—”

      He cupped her face and kissed her. His free hand pressed on her lower back, drawing her against his body. The inside of her stomach fluttered as their lips parted, their breathing quickened by passion.

      “We’re going out no matter what,” he said, placing a kiss on the tip of her nose.

      She smiled, wishing time would freeze so they could stay like this forever. But the moment vanished when the phone rang again, and he clenched his jaw.

      “Let’s go.”

      Part of her wanted to ask about ignoring the call, but with the way he’d narrowed his eyes at the phone, she thought better of it.
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      Celina grinned in the darkness of the movie theater at the jump scare, wrapping her hands tighter around Thomas’ arm. He leaned in, near her ear. “Enjoying yourself?”

      She suppressed a giggle but gave a quick nod. He changed position, wrapping his arm around her shoulder, and she relaxed. Being herself around her husband was the best part about being married. She had Thomas. They had each other.

      As the credits rolled, they ambled out of the dark room, and she stretched her arms over her head. “That was awesome.”

      “Nothing like a good maiming,” he said with a chuckle.

      She laughed, but her smile faded as her gaze rested on a couple standing not too far ahead. The woman had her hand over her swollen belly, and her partner beamed at her. An emptiness filled Celina from the inside, starting at her chest and expanding until it swallowed her heart.

      Thomas squeezed her elbow and led her out of the cinema without commenting. The spring air was crisp, and without asking, he took his jacket off and wrapped it around her.

      “Thanks,” she said with a smile as they made their way to their car.

      His hazel eyes stood out in the dim lighting. “Seeing that pregnant woman upset you.” It wasn’t a question.

      She averted her gaze, but he stopped in his tracks, forcing her to stop too. With a sigh, she nodded. “Just a little.”

      “We’ll talk about children again soon,” he murmured, as though already deciding. “But not tonight.”

      She slipped her hand into her back pocket, sliding her finger over the piece of paper where they’d sketched a playground. “Promise?”

      “Promise,” he said.

      A group of people stood near the vehicle parked next to theirs, and Celina slowed her pace. One man was leaning against Thomas’ car, smoking a cigarette as he chatted with his friends.

      Her husband cleared his throat as they approached. “Excuse us, but we need to get to our car.”

      A few of them looked up for a second but went back to their business.

      Clenching her teeth, she strode to the passenger side and stopped in front of the man. “Not sure how I’m supposed to get in with you leaning against the door.”

      He blew the smoke into her face and grinned when she didn’t react. Holding her breath, she counted to ten inside her mind to keep from exploding on him.

      I’d like to ram that cigarette right into your eyeball, asshole.

      Thomas took her arm and pulled her back from them. “I’ve called parking security, so I’d leave if I were you.”

      “Yeah, whatever.” The man straightened and put out his cigarette on Thomas’ car door. “Must feel safe with a guy who calls for security pricks instead of dealing with his own fucking problems.”

      His friends laughed, and they strolled away, throwing jeers as they went.

      Thomas rubbed his light-brown hair, still staring in the bastards’ direction. “Sorry about that,” he mumbled.

      “Let’s just go home.”

      A bitter smile twisted his mouth. “All right,” he said, as though resigning himself to a horrible fate.

      She frowned, wondering if it had something to do with the phone call before they’d left, but she said nothing as they got into the car.
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      The headlights cut through early spring fog that hung like a curtain drawn over the country road. Inside the car, the silence between Celina and Thomas hung just as heavy.

      “Dinner and a movie was a great idea tonight. Thank you for bringing me out.” She placed her hand on his leg and smiled.

      He glanced sideways, his gaze locking on her. “I love when you smile like that. And I’m—”

      He slammed on the brakes, flinging her into the seatbelt with a gasp. A noise like branches hit the car’s roof as hundreds of crows dived at the vehicle, their black-feathered wings smashing against the windshield.

      As quickly as they appeared, the birds flew off. Then, silence.

      He grabbed her shoulder. “Are you okay?”

      Celina nodded as her pulse slowed, and they both stepped out of the car.

      Leaning forward, she checked the front bumper for blood or feathers, the headlights illuminating a small circle in the darkness. “We definitely hit some of them…”

      His eyes glazed as he glanced back. “What?”

      “Are you okay? You’ve been acting strange since we left the house.”

      He winked. “That’s because I am strange.”

      “Really? Another group of crows acting insane, flying out of nowhere and crashing into us like something out of Hitchcock, and you’re smiling and winking like it’s a beautiful day in the neighborhood.”

      He wrapped his arms around her waist. “A murder.”

      She arched an eyebrow.

      His smile widened. “It’s what a group of crows is called—a murder of crows.”

      She opened her mouth to reply, but he kissed her.

      Fine time to be romantic.

      When he withdrew, his smile was gone, but the gentleness in his hazel eyes remained. “I’m fine.”

      They got back into the car and exchanged no words for the rest of the drive. Only the tires crunching over the stones as they pulled into the driveway broke the silence. She frowned at the sight of all the motion-detector lights flooding their property. “Probably just deer or coyotes. I told you it was a bad idea to install those things.”

      “Stay in the car.” Thomas grabbed the keys from the ignition and stepped into the night.

      He rounded the house and disappeared from sight. She kept silent, twisting her hands in her lap as she waited for him to return and tell her it was all right to go in.

      She whipped her head toward movement in the dense woods edging their property. “Oh, stop being silly. It’s just an animal,” she mumbled.

      A shadowy figure moved in the trees, and she averted her gaze.

      Shut your eyes and look away, the shadow monster will not stay.

      She glanced back. The shadow had vanished.

      Unable to stand the silence in the car anymore, she stepped out. The damp, earthy smell reached her nostrils. The night air filled her ears with chirping crickets and the rustling leaves. “Thomas?” she called out, trying to control the irrational shaking in her voice.

      No answer.

      She marched to the front door, tired of waiting, but stopped when the lights went off and plunged her into darkness.

      Her hand pressed against the side of the house as she crept around the back. She took one hesitant step, then another, on shaking legs.

      One at a time.

      Lights flickered through the kitchen window, and her gaze fell on the shattered glass of the patio door. Inside the kitchen, a man spoke in a quiet, hesitant tone, while a woman argued, her voice hinting at hysterics. Celina pressed herself against the paneled sidewall to listen, her pulse throbbing inside her throat.

      “The letter said we’d get our son back if we kill you.” The man’s voice shook.

      Black spots filled her vision as the word kill repeated inside her mind like a broken record. Her heartbeat raced with every passing second her husband was inside with whoever had broken into their house, as though time had sped up. She couldn’t think fast enough to make sense of anything.

      Should I go in? No…I should get help. Thomas took the car keys. What the fuck am I supposed to do?

      Thomas’ voice sounded higher pitched than usual. “I don’t—”

      Footsteps echoed from the living room, and the woman shouted, “We don’t have a choice.”

      “Where’s the wife? The letter said he’s married.”

      Celina didn’t wait to find out if they’d come looking for her.

      She darted to one side of the house where the hedges hid her from sight and peeked into the living room window. Silence surrounded her like an unnatural force, and her chest tightened.

      Tied to a chair in the middle of the living room, Thomas stared up at the intruders as sweat plastered his light-brown hair against his face. A man stood next to him, pointing a pistol at her husband’s face.

      She clamped her hands over her mouth, holding back a scream.

      Thomas’ eyes widened, and he struggled against his restraints. The cords of his neck stood out from the strain, and the wooden dining chair wobbled. “No! Please don’t kill her. She has nothing to do with this!”

      “Shut up!” The woman aimed her pistol at Thomas’ temple.

      The man put his hand on the woman’s arm, and she lowered the weapon back to her side. “I’ll… I’ll do it.”

      A flash of light and Celina’s eardrums ruptured into her skull. She choked down a cry at the sight of blood running down the side of Thomas’ head and backed away from the horrific scene.

      No…wake up. It’s a nightmare…oh, God, I can’t… Thomas!

      She stared back at her reflection through the window, and then at the murderers who’d turned in her direction…

      They’d heard her.

      Celina dashed for the woods, ignoring the shouts and the gunshots as she wove around the trees, tripping and crashing, unable to find her bearings in the dark. Her side burned as she raced along the path. She pressed on the throbbing wound and warm liquid soaked through her shirt. She brought her hand up to her face. A metallic tang tingled her nose.

      Blood.

      They shot her.

      She jumped at the sound of nearby shouting, her muscles tensing as her pulse throbbed faster.

      Her foot caught roots and she tumbled, rolling, grasping at the dirt to stop the motion until she crashed into a ravine. She gasped from the pain but forced her mouth shut when footsteps above her sent a rainfall of dirt on top of her. A bright light flashed from above, darting overhead from where she hid.

      “There’s blood on the path, so I must have gotten her.” The woman’s words came on a gasp as she wheezed.

      “If you shot her, she might die on her own out here,” he said. “Besides, we only needed to kill the man to get Simon back.”

      The sound of cracking twigs faded away, and Celina let out a shuddering breath. A heaviness settled in her limbs as she lay on the ground, her chest aching with every beat. Her brain scrambled to catch up, but she clenched her jaw and pressed against her wound.

      No. I need to go home. Help Thomas.

      A lump formed in her throat, but she swallowed hard and got to her feet. Her muscles trembled, but she pushed forward. Tears streamed down her cheeks, and the pain in her chest worsened with every step she took.

      She leaned against the black tree, her body cold and clammy. Even without a clear view of her surroundings, she knew where she was. The one place she’d avoided for so many years.

      The first place she’d seen the dark silhouette.

      Her shivers intensified and her teeth chattered. She had to get home. Call for help. Save Thomas.

      With no service this far out of the city, they’d never bothered with cell phones. Heat surged through her body. Why couldn’t Thomas have bothered to pay a little extra for outside service? She’d give him a piece of her mind when all this was over.

      The image of him tied to a chair, motionless, flashed into her mind, and she shook her head. “No. No. No.” Her mouth went dry, and she pressed her lips together to stop from throwing up.

      Thomas was dead.

      Let me die, too, then.

      She squeezed her eyes tight, trying to breathe through the pain. This wasn’t right. Wasn’t fair. Everything hurt so much. And why?

      Those bastards. They need to pay. I want them to feel this agony.

      “You are dying, human,” an amused male voice called down from the tree.

      Her head snapped toward the branches above her. A pair of red eyes glowed, staring at her. She tried to run but collapsed with her first step.

      Get a grip. Red eyes? Don’t let your imagination kill you faster.

      She clenched her teeth as she clawed her way to standing.

      A figure materialized in front of her, and she backed against the tree. He stood a good head taller than her five-foot-five. His eyes still glowed a fiery red. “Do you surrender, then? Did they win?” He taunted her with the last, and she gripped at the tree trunk, digging her fingers into the bark.

      Shut your eyes and look away, the shadow monster will not stay.

      But when she opened her eyelids, he was still there. Her heartbeat grew louder in her ears as she gaped at the figure, her logic contradicting what her eyes saw.

      “What will you do, human?”

      Her gaze darted around, desperate for a path she could use to run back to her house, and away from…whatever this was. Suffering from delirium and visualizing childhood monsters wouldn’t help her or Thomas.

      Blood rolling down the side of his head.

      Her knees quaked, threatening to take her down. She swallowed a few times, trying to keep the bile from rising too high. “Who are you?”

      The figure raised his hand, and a light appeared and floated around the tree. “Just a demon. But I could be more if you would like.”

      She blinked quickly, his words weaving around in her mind like a spider wrapping a juicy prey in its web. Shuffling back, she winced as pain shot through her wound, tensing all the muscles in her body.

      “What the hell does that mean?”

      “You want revenge for the wrong that has been done to you, no?”

      Her body tensed. “Revenge?”

      “For your murdered husband,” he said, putting pressure on every single word.

      Each one was like a new bullet wound through her gut, constricting her lungs and making it impossible to breathe.

      “I…want my husband.” The words barely came out as her throat tightened.

      He materialized again just inches in front of her, and she staggered back, gasping as she hit a tree trunk. Apart from the glowing red eyes, he looked human. His face was pale and his hair shined a deep black in the rays of moonlight peeking through the canopy of tree branches overhead. Her instincts screamed to run as fast as her legs would carry her to whatever safety she could find.

      But running in a circle wouldn’t help her; she’d be out of time before finding anything to keep him away.

      Unnatural darkness clung to him, pressing on her soul. Deep down, she knew she couldn’t escape him.

      “As he is now, I cannot bring him back. But with my help, you can make sure he is avenged.”

      Her muscles quivered, but she narrowed her eyes at him, fighting through the pain. “He’s not…” The lump in her throat threatened to strangle her.

      “He is not what, Celina?”

      “I don’t…believe in demons.”

      The light floated above them, revealing the malicious smile on his lips. “And yet, here I am, close enough to touch you…touching you.” He rested his hand against her cheek, and a shiver tingled down her spine.

      He felt real.

      His sharp fingernail traced along her skin. “His killers should suffer for what they have done to your husband and to you, no?”

      Fueled by his whispers of revenge, determination to survive powered through her. “I don’t want to die.” Even as she spoke the words, she examined the thought and came up with another.

      Why would I stay alive if Thomas is… dead?

      She stared down at the hand pressing over her wound, a sour taste building in her mouth as she focused on the blood. Her heart thudded, and her head spun.

      He’d tell me not to give up…to live.

      A sob escaped her, and uncontrollable tears streamed down her face. She squeezed her arms tighter around herself, desperate to increase her physical pain to numb the emotional one.

      The demon gripped her chin, holding her face steady between his fingers. He leaned closer, her breath quickened, and he slid his tongue up her cheek. She shrieked and pounded her fists against his chest, trying to push him away, but a stabbing pain in her side forced her to cease the struggle.

      He gripped her face tighter, forcing her to look at him. “Those are tears of anger. You want revenge, and I can help.”

      Her voice shook. “Why would you help me? What’s in it for you?”

      “Your life and your soul. But more importantly, you get to live long enough to seek vengeance against those who have wronged you.”

      She kept silent. With every word, blood ran between her fingers in spurts as though a dagger turned in the wound.

      “You have two choices.” He tilted his head and considered her with the fiery red eyes. “You can wait here, hoping help will arrive in time, or you can take my deal and live to get your revenge. All it will cost is your life and your soul.”

      She narrowed her eyes. “Oh, is that all?”

      “Your time is running out.”

      He was right. She grew weaker with every heartbeat. Her body shivered, and her vision blurred. “Why not just take my life and soul now?”

      “A demon cannot claim a good soul.”

      “So, after I kill those bastards, I won’t be a good person anymore?”

      I’ll be dragged to Hell for sin while Thomas goes to Heaven. We’d never be together again.

      “Your soul will belong to me.”

      She loosened the pressure on her wound, numbness flowing through her body. “I want to be with my husband.”

      “You would have to die a violent death with enough regret in your soul to go where he is now,” he hissed, his tone impatient.

      Her mind snapped, and her muscles stiffened. “What—?

      “I suppose you could say he is in a limbo of sorts. You would not reach him, dying like this.” His sly smile resembled a predator luring in his prey with empty promises.

      But what if he’s right? If Thomas is damned, why not join him in Hell to make sure those sons of bitches pay?

      “I don’t trust you.”

      He walked away but glanced over his shoulder. “I did not say you should.”

      Her vision darkened around the edges as though tunneling on the demon. A tingling sensation rushed through her body as her mind reeled with her situation. It wasn’t fair. Nothing about any of this was fair.

      Keeping pressure against her wound, she took a few shaky steps, reaching out toward him as her vision blurred. She grabbed his arm, and he turned.

      “Deal,” she whispered.

      His smile widened as he stared at her. He grabbed her and threw her on the ground. She screamed as though a second shot had been fired into her body. The burning…the white-hot licks of pain. Her mind screamed to understand and process the shock as she choked and swallowed the bile searing the back of her throat.

      He pushed her bloody shirt up and pressed his hand against her wound.

      He’s going to kill me. He’ll rip the bullet out with his fingers…then torture me. He’s real. Demons are real.

      Her skin scorched, and her screams echoed through the forest. The smell of heated flesh turned her stomach. She kicked and her arms flailed in her desperation to get away from him, but nothing worked.

      When the pain vanished, she opened her eyes. The demon loomed inches away from Celina’s face, his hands on either side of her.

      “Did you think making a deal with a demon would be painless?” He cocked his head as though confused by her stupidity.

      Your stupid deal didn’t mention pain, you condescending bastard.

      “Get off of me!” She put her hands against his chest and pushed, but he didn’t budge.

      He stood and put out his hand, but she ignored him and struggled up on her own. She wanted to stay strong and independent, but when she staggered, he picked her up in his arms.

      “I have healed your wound. However, you are still weak from loss of blood.”

      “Put me down right now!” She squirmed against his strong arms and the muscles clenching in his chest.

      “You are a feisty one.”

      “Fuck off.”

      “Oh, such naughty language.” He chuckled. “Consider it a rare compliment, dove.” He placed her down at the foot of the tree.

      Crouching in front of her, he smiled, his eyes the same evil glow as a moment earlier. He could end her life at any moment, and that grin left no doubt in her mind. The light floated down on the forest floor, shimmering off his pointed teeth.

      She trembled. Monsters weren’t supposed to be real.

      “All you are missing is the cape and basket for your grandmother.”

      She gaped. “What?”

      “I believe you are supposed to say, ‘My, what big teeth you have!’” he hinted with a grin.

      Celina opened and closed her mouth, unsure of how to respond.

      He surveyed her with an unnatural stillness. “What would you like to accomplish before I take your life?”

      Asking for her husband’s life lingered on the tip of her tongue, despite what the demon had said. Her mind fought against the agony in her heart, and all she wanted to do was beg the demon to take her life in exchange for Thomas’.

      Thomas would be in as much pain as I am now. I’d never do that to him.

      The gunshot sound echoed inside her ears, as though forever carved into her, and she curled her hands into fists.

      We wouldn’t be separated if it weren’t for those murdering scum.

      All her morals and values about the sanctity of life meant nothing as she thought of the two killers. Her voice caught as she cleared her throat. “They murdered my husband. I…you’re right. I want them to die.”

      Thoughts of torture instruments from the Spanish Inquisition flashed through her mind. She still remembered learning about those horrible devices from her time at the Lumen Church when her mother used to force her to attend. She wanted to find the ones who’d taken her one true love away and hurt them so they could feel the same pain ripping through her heart.

      “And will you kill all those involved? Or just the one who pulled the trigger?”

      “Trigger…? How did you know they shot him?”

      The words left a bad taste in her mouth, and she inhaled deeply through her nose.

      He said nothing for a few moments. “We can sense things…little things, details.”

      “That’s your explanation?” She didn’t bother hiding her impatience.

      “We can smell memories and see pieces inside our own minds.” He leaned in, and his voice turned darker. “Be cautious with the way you address me; I can inflict more pain than you have ever imagined, and it would give me great pleasure to do so.”

      “And you listen to me, demon.” She matched his tone. “If you hurt me, I’ll get myself killed by someone else before my soul gets tainted, and you’ll be left without a meal.”

      I’ll take control of what’s left of my life, you goddamned cocky bastard.

      His face broke into a real smile as he laughed. “You will be most interesting to work with.” He grabbed her by the neck, and though he didn’t tighten his grip, the threat was clear. “Oh, dove. Our time together will be sweet once your soul is truly mine.”

      Celina stared into his glowing, red eyes as his pupils retracted until they became vertical.

      I made a deal with a demon.

      A steep price to pay for her revenge.
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      Sunlight fell across Celina’s face, and her eyelids flickered against the brightness. The warmth of Thomas curled her lips into a smile, and she snuggled against him.

      But it couldn’t be Thomas. He was…

      No. He couldn’t be dead. It had just been a nightmare. She’d tell him about it, and he’d hold her, as he always did whenever she had bad dreams.

      The wind rustled through the trees, and a crow cawed. It all came rushing back to her.

      The demon. The deal. Thomas.

      Her eyes popped open, and she focused on the surrounding trees. Celina’s breath quickened, and her heart hammered against her chest. She withdrew from the body’s warmth with a jolt, backing away so fast she staggered as she stood.

      The demon sat against the black tree trunk. “Good morning.”

      She brought her hands to her head. “I thought I had a nightmare.” Her voice shook. The lump in her throat made it difficult to breathe.

      His eyes gleamed. “You are not wrong.”

      Celina ignored him, her shaking overwhelming her to the point that her muscles ached. She blinked back her tears, her chest tightening. “He can’t…he can’t be gone. This isn’t real…” She glanced at him and swallowed hard. “You…you’re real?

      “Either that or my existence has been a lie for millennia.”

      She could see him clearly now, in the sunlight. He wore black clothes except for a vest as red as his eyes. His irises were red even when they didn’t glow, and his jet-black hair fell past his shoulders, straight and shining. Her gaze lingered on his face for a moment longer than intended. She’d expected something more monstrous than the handsome features staring back at her. When their eyes met, she glanced away.

      He chuckled. “A demon’s charm.”

      She glared down at him. “You’re not a demon. That’s impossible.”

      “Then explain how your wound has healed.” He stood and took careful steps toward Celina as though afraid to frighten her. It didn’t matter how he approached; little webs of fear crept along her receptors at his nearness.

      “Maybe I healed during the night and I’m just—” When he materialized in front of her, she covered her gasp with a trembling hand.

      He caught her wrist in one hand and lifted the torn shirt over her abdomen with the other. “Explain this.”

      She studied her stomach. His long, black fingernails against her pale skin did not reassure her. A brand burnt into her flesh replaced the bullet hole. A pattern swirled over the puckered skin, but she couldn’t make it out.

      She filled her eyes with all of her hatred. “I never said you could brand me.”

      “It is my mark, part of the deal.”

      Yanking her shirt down, she covered herself. “Well, let’s get on with this deal then.” She walked away, but her pace slowed, and she soon stopped.

      “Not sure where to begin?” He gave a wry chuckle.

      She rubbed her arms. “If I go home…his body…” Her chin quivered, and she pressed her lips together.

      His hand squeezed her shoulder. When he leaned toward her ear, the hair on her neck stood on end.

      “Humans are such pitiful creatures at times,” he whispered, and then spun her around to face him. “Choosing revenge and pain instead of eternal, peaceful rest is the action of a determined mind. Do not show weakness now.”

      “Emotions aren’t weaknesses, but I guess a demon couldn’t understand.” Her words fell like hard stones, and she folded her arms.

      He let go of her, and she backed out of his reach. His touch alone drew all manner of dark thoughts to her mind—like wanting to cause unimaginable agony to the ones responsible for Thomas’ murder. They’d pay with their lives, but she wouldn’t sink to a demon’s level and butcher people. She refused to give him the satisfaction of thinking his thirst for death rubbed off on her that quickly.

      I won’t play your games.

      “Where should we begin then?” He ignored her last comment.

      She glanced toward her house as she took a few deep breaths. He was right; her grief wouldn’t be any help to her now. “I go to the house, call the police, and take it from there.” She made a list for herself so her mind would stay occupied.

      “Remember, you are suffering from blood loss. Walking too fast may cause you to faint, and though I can carry you around—”

      “You will not carry me. Do you understand? You won’t ever touch me again—”

      “Or what?” His voice no longer held any amusement, and a shadow had fallen over his eyes.

      He is the shadow.

      “I won’t threaten you since I don’t know what demons are afraid of, but I’m telling you not to. That’s all.” She continued to walk.

      “Me,” he called out.

      She stopped. His tone sounded factual, yet sad. When she turned around, he’d already caught up and then walked past her, keeping his expression hidden.

      “What?”

      “You said you were unsure what demons are afraid of.” He waved his hand indifferently. “They are afraid of me.”

      Celina stood rooted to the spot. What did he mean? She didn’t inquire further but would ask later; maybe after she dealt with the police.

      She hadn’t dealt with the police in nine years—since her parents died. Tears gathered behind her eyes again, but she blinked them away as she jogged to catch up with the demon.

      “What’s your name?”

      “My name is in the Demos language. You would not understand it.”

      “Okay, well, what am I supposed to call you then?”

      He gave her a sideways glance. “You may call me Mekaisto.”

      “And how did you know my name?”

      “Because I went inside your head to find out.”

      She picked up her pace. “Stay the hell out of my head from now on, Mekaisto.”

      “I cannot promise you that.”

      Her jaw clenched so tight, her head throbbed. She took deep breaths, mentally hoping her headache transferred over to him when invading her privacy.

      That’ll teach him.

      They reached her house. It looked different, empty. Her mind flashed on a picture of Thomas, limp, tied to the chair, and her muscles tensed. She focused on the shattered glass scattered across the porch. It was as though someone had scooped her insides, leaving her hollow. Making the deal was the right choice, even if it meant her life and her soul.

      I have a demon on my side this time, you sons of bitches.

      “I’m going inside to call the police.”

      “And how will you explain your bloody clothes? Perhaps explain your wound stopped bleeding thanks to a demon brand? It is invisible to other humans, though I do not think that will be what concerns them if you tell them the truth.”

      She hated his sarcasm, and even more that he had a point. “I’ll change before calling them and hide—”

      “They are professionals, they will find the clothes. Change your clothes, and come back outside with them,” he instructed.

      Celina wasn’t sure why she had to go outside again, but she didn’t want to hear another sarcastic answer. She tiptoed inside, avoiding the shattered patio glass, her gaze shifting side to side with each step she took. Her husband’s body was in the living room, but she shut her eyes and tried to ignore the smell of copper in the air.

      Despite all her efforts, her vision blurred, and she muffled her sobs through her hands. Her muddy sneakers left a trail on the hardwood floor as she crept to her bedroom, barely seeing through her tears.

      She picked up a shirt and sweater from the floor, and after she rummaged, grabbed a pair of pants from the chair in the corner of the room, and then put them on. Her gaze lingered on the clothes hamper where some of Thomas’ clothes waited to be put away, her heart shattering a little more.

      A white corner stuck out from her bloodied pants pocket, and she pulled out the playground sketch they’d drawn just a few hours ago. She couldn’t stop the back of her throat from burning, her fingers tightening against the paper. After a few calming breaths, she slipped it into the back pocket of the jeans she wore and returned to Mekaisto with her bloody clothes.

      She went down the steps of the deck to where he stood and thrust the clothes at him. “Here.”

      He took them and put them on the patio next to him. Without hesitation, he grabbed Celina and pushed her into the closest patch of damp earth. It hadn’t hurt, but the surprise silenced her as she concentrated on fighting all the curse words begging to spill out. It wouldn’t be in her best interest to let them escape.

      “You will tell them most of the truth and only change the bare minimum of what happened last night. You ran into the forest, but you slipped and fell on the ground,” his lips twitched, “many times. Your clothes must look like you are telling the truth.”

      “I don’t suppose you could have thrown my change of clothes without me in them?” she said through gritted teeth. “And besides, I could’ve changed while waiting for the police.”

      He stared down at her. “It needs to look like you fell with them. Besides, this way seemed more entertaining,” he grinned, “to me.”

      I hate him.

      “I’ll call them now.” She got to her feet and fixed her gaze on the broken patio door. “You shouldn’t be here.”

      Wings flapped next to her, brushing across her hair, and when she turned, Mekaisto had vanished along with her bloody clothes.
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      Celina stayed in the kitchen, as far away from the living room as possible. Part of her wanted to wrap her arms around Thomas’ body so no one could take him away. But most of all, she wanted him to wake up, wanted him back. That couldn’t happen, and the tightness in her chest continued to burn a hole inside her heart.

      A police car and ambulance arrived. Two officers stepped into the kitchen, and she flinched as the glass crunched under their heavy boots. Both took their notepads out, and her attention shifted from one to the other.

      She’d done nothing wrong but waiting until the next morning to report her husband’s murder would need one hell of a good explanation. Between the lump in her throat and her nerves bunched at being questioned by officers, she was surprised she could utter a single word.

      “Can you tell us what happened?” one officer asked. She glanced at his nametag: J. Blake. His light-brown hair had wisps of gray, his skin wrinkled around the corner of his eyes and mouth, but his eyes had a fire burning in them.

      She told them the truth, as Mekaisto had instructed, but when she neared the part about seeing Thomas tied up, her voice cracked.

      “Did you see their faces?”

      “No…it happened so fast.”

      Yeah, lying to the police is a fantastic idea.

      Celina wouldn’t let them get to the murderers first. Mekaisto promised her vengeance.

      “And what happened after that?”

      “They…the man shot my husband.” She brought her hand to her mouth, muffling a sob. A few breaths in and out, as the officers stayed silent, their pens hovering over their notepads until she continued. “I ran into the forest, and I guess I must’ve tripped and fallen because I only woke up this morning. I came back here and called 9-1-1.”

      “And the muddy footprints going to your bedroom?”

      “That’s where I called from since I didn’t want to use the phone in the living room.” She swallowed hard again.

      The officers glanced at each other, and the nervousness creeping through her heightened. She swallowed a more few times, her body trembling.

      Shit—they can see straight through my lie. Maybe they’ll think this is a normal reaction to what happened…

      A paramedic stepped into the kitchen, carrying a large emergency bag. “I’d like to look at her if you’re finished. I’ll get the clothes and bag them for evidence.” She didn’t wait for the officers to respond before putting her bag down and rummaging inside it.

      “We need to speak to the coroner,” the second officer said. He had smooth skin, not a wrinkle of worry or a gray hair from stress. He pressed his lips together as though trying not to puke.

      I don’t think he’s ever been around death before. Welcome to my world.

      The paramedic surveyed Celina. “We should take you to the hospital, get you checked—”

      “I’m fine.”

      “I’ll run a few tests, at least, make sure you’re healthy. All right?” She dug deeper into her emergency bag and let out a sigh as she shook her head. “I left the pressure cuff in the ambulance. I can do the check-up there instead, okay? But first, we can go to your bedroom so I can gather your clothes for evidence, and you can change.”

      Celina nodded as she trudged to her bedroom. After bagging her dirty clothes, the paramedic led her outside toward the ambulance. They passed next to the living room.

      She wouldn’t look. She couldn’t.

      Her eyes burned as she fought more tears.

      A body bag lay on her living room floor, the love of her life reduced to nothing more than an empty corpse.

      Her chest squeezed, and she pressed her hand against it. Part of her wanted to rip her own heart out to stop the pain. She called on the time he’d surprised her with an outing to a secluded lake with a picnic, trying to remember his smile. All her mind recalled was the terror in his face as the man raised his gun to his head one last time.

      No. Remember his smile, his voice.

      His limp body. Blood streaming down his face. She ran a hand over her face, trying to wipe away the horrifying memory.

      The paramedic opened the back doors of the ambulance with a thunk, and Celina jerked.

      When did we get outside…? Ugh, I’m losing my mind.

      The woman sat her on the back of the ambulance and took her blood pressure. A man from the criminal investigation team rushed over to them and took out a swab kit. He reached toward Celina, but she flinched back.

      The paramedic put her hand on Celina’s arm and gave a sympathetic smile. “They need to swab the inside of your cheek for DNA and the palms of both your hands for gunpowder.”

      Celina nodded, hoping her consent would make her appear less suspicious.

      Once the kit was packed up again, the man left without a single word, and Celina had just about had it. “Can I go now?”

      “Your blood pressure is low, Mrs. Leviet. I would like to take you to the hospital and—”

      “I don’t want to go.”

      Celina stood and backed away. She hated hospitals. The sound of footsteps nearby caught her attention, and as she turned around, the paramedic reached for her. Mekaisto grabbed the paramedic’s wrist.

      Celina’s eyes widened.

      What the hell is he doing?

      Thank God he didn’t appear the same as he had a few hours ago. His jet-black hair now ended below his ears, and his eyes had changed to a rich maroon.

      He released his hold on the paramedic and gave her an apologetic smile. “I’m sorry for grabbing you like that, but Celina had a trying night, and I think going to the hospital won’t do her any good if she doesn’t want to go.”

      “And you are?” the paramedic asked while she rubbed her wrist.

      “Ah, I’m sorry.” He bowed but kept his eyes fixed on her. “I’m Kai, an old friend of Celina’s.”

      The paramedic stared toward Celina, one eyebrow arched.

      She cleared her throat, hoping her voice wouldn’t shake. “I called him after calling the police. I was scared of being alone after everything.” Celina glanced at Mekaisto. “Told him to come later, though.”

      Hope they buy this story.

      “Well, since you won’t be alone, I won’t force you to the hospital.” She turned toward Mekaisto. “But if she shows any signs of weakness, you bring her in straight away,” she insisted, “no matter how much she refuses.”

      “Not to worry. I can be very persuasive.” One corner of his mouth curled upward, and he slanted a glance at the paramedic—a truly devilish smile if Celina had ever seen one.

      The other paramedics came out of the house with the gurney carrying the body bag, and she tensed.

      “I’m sorry for your loss, Mrs. Leviet,” the paramedic offered.

      Celina nodded and bit her tongue to stop herself from crying. Getting shot had been less painful than this. Part of her wished the murdering bastards hadn’t missed, killing her, and she gritted her teeth.

      No. I’ll watch them suffer. I’ll make it slow and enjoy it. For you, Thomas.

      “Yes, he was a good man,” Mekaisto said, with a small nod.

      She glanced up at him, and her fist curled to curb her violent impulse to beat him hard.

      The police officers walked outside the house as the ambulance pulled out of the driveway. “Excuse me, Mrs. Leviet?” Officer Blake walked toward Celina as his partner returned to their car.

      Please no more questions, I can’t take this anymore.

      “You’re an acquaintance of Mrs. Leviet?” Blake flipped the pages of his notebook as he regarded the demon.

      “I am.”

      He arched an eyebrow. “And what are you doing here?”

      Celina told the same lie she had told the paramedic and, by the officer’s frown, he didn’t buy it. Still, Blake nodded but narrowed his eyes at Mekaisto before he glanced at Celina again. “You’ll need to make other arrangements for accommodations in the meantime.”

      “I’ll help her gather a few things and take her to a hotel until other arrangements can be made. I’ll call as soon as we have the room number and hotel name,” he added.

      “You’ll understand that as we investigate, it would be better for you not to leave town.” His gaze rested on Mekaisto as he added, “Both of you.” He handed Celina his card, then hurried to his police car and the vehicle pulled away.

      Once she was sure they couldn’t be overheard, she glared at him. “Don’t you ever talk about my husband like you knew him,” she ordered as her fists trembled.

      He smirked and walked to the house.

      This had been her dream house. She’d described it to Thomas long before they married, and he built it as a wedding present for her. When she stared at the white siding with dark-green framing, it tore open the emptiness inside her heart instead of bringing her the joy it once did.

      One month after their wedding, Thomas had driven her out here, blindfolded, for a surprise. “Where have you brought me?” she’d asked as he’d taken her elbow in his hand and helped her out of the car.

      Celina inhaled the fresh country air, the sun warming her face as she waved her hands around. Thomas came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. “I thought it was time for you to see your wedding present.”

      Her hands darted to her blindfold, but he held them down, making her giggle. “I want to see.”

      He pulled at the knot behind her head, taking his time. She blinked a few times in the sudden glare of sunlight, and then brought her hands to her open mouth, her eyes widening.

      The two-story house stood where her parents’ cottage had once been. Her heart fluttered. The forest behind the house was as thick and green as it had been before they had to sell the property due to near bankruptcy. She thought of the dark silhouette from her childhood but pushed it out of her mind.

      Childhood imagination, that’s all.

      “I hope it looks like you’d imagined.” He watched her, still as a statue, waiting for her answer.

      Celina turned to Thomas, her eyes wet and a smile on her lips. She threw her arms around his neck, laughing as he spun her around a few times. “It’s perfect.” She stared into his hazel eyes. “Thomas… Thank you so much for this, I—”

      He kissed her, cutting her sentence short, but she didn’t care. His hands caressed her back while her own hands traveled down his chest until she reached his belt. He withdrew a little and smiled. “Come into the house, I want to show you everything.”

      Even the inside looked as she’d described it to him. From the yellow kitchen with white frames and old-style countertops, to the tan walls of the living room with pine wood baseboards.

      “How did you afford all this?”

      He closed the front door behind them. “My company picked up new contracts. You won’t have to work anymore, Celina. I’ll take care of you.”

      When she reached to open one of the many doors in the hallway, his hand squeezed her shoulder. “This is the study—for my work. I know it’s selfish of me to ask, but would you mind if this stays a room just for me?”

      He’d always been the type not to share everything, so she nodded. “Your man cave?”

      “Exactly.”

      When they entered the master bedroom, Celina gaped. The large, queen-size bed even had her favorite dark-red bedspread, and he’d bought matching thick curtains for the window that took up most of one wall.

      “I thought we agreed to no presents! I didn’t get you anything.”

      Thomas closed the door, and once he reached the window, drew the curtains, plunging the room into darkness. They wrapped their arms around each other, and Celina’s grip tightened on his back when he slid his hand under her skirt to reach her panties.

      “You are my present, Celina.” He’d slipped his fingers beneath the fabric and teased her.

      She’d swayed against him. “I love you.”

      “I love you, too.”

      Their best days together had been when they moved in and fashioned the house as their own. Losing the love of her life buried all those happy memories. Her surroundings seemed to vanish, leaving her as she really was. Alone. He was her family, her friend, her everything. And now, she had nothing.

      Why did he have to die?

      Celina took a breath before going back into her house where she found Mekaisto in her bedroom, staring out the window.

      Seeing him stand where Thomas had stood so often pissed her off. This was an intimate place, and he was already pushing her personal boundaries too far.

      He glanced at her.

      She slammed the door, not caring to have the criminal investigation team overhead her. “You have no right to be in here. I just finished telling a bunch of strangers what happened last night, and you’re in here like you own the place. What the hell is wrong with you?”

      “It amuses me when humans hold my kind to their moral standards.”

      Son of a bitch.

      She couldn’t argue or fight, not after being so emotionally exhausted. Her jaw clenched at his confident action of showing up in front of everyone even if he looked more human now. He had put her on the spot; forced her to lie about who he was and why he was there so soon after her husband’s murder.

      “So, what the hell was all that back there?” she demanded but kept her voice low. “Old friend? Kai?”

      Why am I instigating a demon? Nerves?

      “It’s easier to say than my full name.”

      “So, I can call you Kai?”

      He studied her for a few seconds before turning back to the window. “We are old friends, no?”

      “Cut the crap. We’re not old friends. We’re not even current friends.”

      He moved toward Celina, his eyes lightening to the red color she’d seen first. “You are playing a dangerous game with me, dove.”

      She flinched but held her ground as her heart raced. “Stop calling me that, I’m not—”

      When he took her face in his hands and forced her to stare at him, her muscles stiffened. “I will call you whatever I please.” His grip tightened a little. “Stop provoking me, or I will be forced to correct your behavior.” He let her go, but she stayed rooted to the spot.

      She tried to control her trembling. “Correct?”

      “Yes. I am creative, and my methods are not pleasant.” He added with a cruel smile, “Not for you.”

      While she stared at him, the horrible reality that nothing would stop him if he decided to hurt her crashed over Celina like being cornered by a wild animal. “I’ll be right back. Just…bathroom.” She darted from the room.

      Once the door shut behind her, she locked it. Then she paced. The mistake of making a deal with a demon twisted a knot in her stomach. With her life slipping away, she had no other choice.

      No. She still wanted the revenge Kai had offered. But at what price?

      Her instincts screamed to escape, to get away from the demon.

      Her head spun, and she was hit with a dizzy spell so strong that she gripped the sink to steady herself. She focused on the drain, breathing in and out.

      What the hell was that about?

      She slid her hand over where she’d been shot and frowned. Because she’d had to change her clothes so fast, she hadn’t taken time to inspect the brand over her wound. She lifted the edge of her shirt and studied herself in the mirror. A wave of disbelief washed over as though the world around her melted away, leaving her numb as she examined the open-winged crow in the middle of a circle of thorns. She pushed her top back down, staggering away from the mirror. She gasped as though someone had plunged her head underwater, everything becoming too real.

      Trying to calm herself, she closed her eyes tight against the drowning sensation. She pictured Thomas holding her and could almost feel him.

      I’ll stay strong for you.

      She left the bathroom and headed to the kitchen. The criminal investigation team was outside, and some tension left her shoulders. A few dishes lay on the counter, so she put them away, her mind numbing. It was pointless since she wouldn’t be living here anymore, but the act of doing something familiar let her mind relax for a few seconds.

      I’m leaving this place. Thomas won’t be with me anymore.

      He’d been stressed after he’d got that phone call and she was too late to find out what had bothered him. She’d never be able to help him deal with whatever it was.

      “What are you doing?” Kai asked.

      She cleared her throat to make sure her voice wouldn’t crack too much. “Putting my dishes away.”

      Kai’s arms wrapped around her from behind and she squeezed the plate in her hand, holding her breath. Somehow, affection from him was worse than if he held a knife to her throat.

      His hand rested on her chest. “Strange how love is all inside a human’s mind, and yet your heart is the organ aching.”

      She tore herself away from him. “I wouldn’t expect a demon to understand.”

      “What makes you think I—”

      “Look, I don’t want to talk about it with you. I’ve suffered enough.” The plate in her hand shook, and her fingers cramped as she tried to hold it steady.

      “No, you have not suffered enough. You’d have chosen to die if you knew what’s coming.”

      “Don’t talk as if you know how I feel, you fucking demon.” Her tears cooled the heated flush of her rage, and she hurled the plate at him.

      Kai lifted his hand and the crockery shattered into fine dust at his feet. His eyes locked onto hers, and without a word, he grabbed her wrist and dragged her outside.

      “What are you doing? Where are you taking me?” Her voice rose higher as she tried tugging away from him.

      He stopped near the edge of the woods and faced her, his glowing eyes silencing her questions. His hand rose and black smoke seeped from the ground, sticking to everything it touched. Kai pulled her against him and clicked his fingers.

      The smoke seeped into the surface of all that it covered, and her eyes widened. The plants and flowers withered and died, everything turned ashen as though burned. He went back to the house and she followed, glancing back at the destroyed area of the forest. Though no words were exchanged, she knew he had shown her what he could do as a warning. He wouldn’t just threaten her next time she attacked him.

      Going back to the master bedroom, she grabbed a bag out of her closet to pack. Thomas’ clothes hung in front of her, and a lump in her throat constricted her breathing. She swallowed hard, trying to make it go away. Grabbing hold of a sleeve, she waited for Thomas to come up behind her to get ready for work. But no one was in the house except for her, and the demon.

      I won’t let my emotions get in the way anymore. Kai will get that revenge.

      “Once we get to the hotel,” Kai spoke, making her jump and turn. He leaned against the doorframe of the bedroom. “You’ll get some rest, and we’ll start in the morning.”

      I’ll never get used to him peeking inside my mind.

      “Good.”

      “You’ll have to write an obituary announcing your husband’s death.” His cruel smile drew an urge to attack him again, but she turned away.

      “My husband didn’t have a family apart from me. His parents were abusive, and he left the moment he turned sixteen. As for friends…he always had difficulty being social.” She pushed aside the clothes she’d just hung yesterday, never to be worn again.

      A light-blue shirt came into view. He’d worn it at a get-together she talked him into going to with her. He’d said something odd about her strange habit of keeping so many friends—or something like that—and flashed a winsome grin her way.

      “So, your husband and I are not so different.”

      Her spine stiffened at the amusement in Kai’s voice. “What?”

      “I read your train of thought.”

      “You’re nothing like him. Thomas was kind, considerate, and made me feel safe.”

      “Are you saying I’m cruel, merciless, and make you feel vulnerable?”

      “Yes.”

      “I think you’d hurt my feelings,” he leaned in closer, his smile widening, “if I had any.”

      “I rest my case.”

      Celina left by the back door, not wanting to go inside the living room. She could never go back in there, never. Once outside, she walked around the house toward her car. Kai stood next to the driver’s door and held his hand out.

      She arched an eyebrow. “What?”

      “You are in no condition to drive, dove.”

      She glanced from his hand to his eyes but didn’t argue and handed him the car keys. “Demons can drive?”

      “Like humans, not all of us can.”

      She entered the passenger side and buckled her seatbelt. “Why do you call me dove?”

      “Doves represent purity and innocence. And no matter how tainted your soul will get by the time you achieve your revenge, it will always be pure and innocent compared to mine.”
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Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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