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Chapter 1


The Delaney’s Kitchen

Central, Louisiana

Thursday, March 31st, 7:30 PM



“She looks like a purple Tinkledoo,” Jack whispered in my ear.

Standing behind me, my boyfriend’s hot breath fanned the back of my neck, sending shivers across my skin and down my spine. I always pulled my hair up into a ponytail on missions, but if just his nearness sets off my feminine hormones, then perhaps I should leave my hair down.

My lightweight clothes clung to my skin. I wore my standard fighting ensemble—black shirt and pants—but his closeness made underwear too much clothing. If he didn’t step back soon, my vow of celibacy would fly through the window like a butterfly on a breeze.

Jack wore his fighting outfit too, and the thought of the black shirt molded to his muscular chest sent another shot of desire into my blood. I was tempted to turn around and trace his broad jaw, run my fingers through his dirty-blond hair, and get lost in his baby-blue eyes. 

We have a job to do, I sternly reminded myself. Ignoring the invisible lust demon on my shoulder, I looked at Jack over my shoulder and wrinkled my nose.

“A what?” I asked, trying to figure out what he referenced.

“A Tinkledoo... Come on, Angelle, you know, that cartoon fairy chick.”

Laughter bubbled out of me. “You mean Tinkerbell.”

He waved his hand dismissively as a guttural grunt escaped his mouth, reminding me of a grouchy old bear. “Whatever her name is—that’s what she looks like.”

While I couldn’t see the being we hunted, my demon boyfriend had no problem seeing her. Although formerly a fallen angel, my heart, soul and body were now human. The Celestial Court had allowed me to have the ability to heal ten times faster than a normal human and great eyesight, but I can’t hear beings from other realms unless they have human DNA. Demons are able to possess humans because they have DNA that links them. Vampires were once human, and werewolves are half-human. Hence, I had no trouble seeing them. Normal humans, however, can’t see supernatural beings unless those creatures want to be seen.

“Don’t take your eyes off the gypsy angel,” I whispered.

The 9th Choir of Angels, the lowest of the Celestial Brigade, is comprised of four different types of angels: the Messies are the messenger angels, the Keepers are the guardian angels, the Counselors are the guiding angels, and the Gypsies are the nature angels. 

Back in pagan times, the gypsy clan had been nicknamed fairies. There was no way normal humans could’ve known their real name. Most of the time, celestial and fallen angels communicated with people on a different level: those little voices in the ear, instinct, and dreams. 

The tiny gypsies are supposed to help humans. Naturally, almost everything is subject to corruption. Which is typically when my team and I get called in to clean up situations that leak into the realm of Earth’s reality. In regards to the supernatural world, most humans either don’t have a clue or have blocked their sixth sense from allowing them to see.

“Let me get the little Tinkerbell,” Jack grunted. He started to step around me, but I held my arm out, stopping him.

Nervously, I scanned the kitchen before me. Bright lights emanated from a pair of antique rooster lanterns hanging from hooks in the ceiling. Empty take-out containers littered the island’s cream-colored countertop. Two wooden, peach-colored barstools rested next to the island. The cabinets of the French Country kitchen were painted olive, and the walls done in a coral. As it was night, darkness filled the kitchen’s one window. 

Under different circumstances, I’d have wanted to find out the name of the Delaney’s decorator or if it was the wife. I loved to fix up my rooms, which I figured was good since my house usually ended up as fighting ground zero. Demons adored picking fights on my territory. Fortunately, today we were on different grounds. I hoped to keep the damage to a minimum.

My fingers tightened around the butterfly net. The iron rim was poisonous to gypsies. Yet, items made of the metallic element filled the house.

Why is the creature still here? Would the butterfly net hold her? Rumor had it some gypsies were overcoming their allergic reactions to the cold metal. Perhaps she was one of them. Thankfully, the net had a backup spell.

“Tinkerbell? Tinkerbell? Oi’ll show ‘im a Tinkerbell.” The gypsy angel’s Irish, child-like brogue belied her age of one hundred and forty years.

Warning bells dinged in my head, and my muscles tensed for battle. Yet I did nothing. I couldn’t fight what I couldn’t see. 

Normally, this kind of gypsy angel was a good helpmate for the homemaker. All she usually asked for in return was a meal and a warm bed. Mine lived in a tiny birdhouse hanging in a corner of the breakfast area. Unfortunately, there are times when celestial gypsies turn dark, which leads them to the path of becoming one of the fallen angels.

The air in front of me stirred as if a tiny tornado spun in the kitchen, and I followed it as it moved to the stove on my left. A cast iron statue of a country rooster rose in the air seemingly of its own accord and hovered over the burners.

My heart skipped a beat as I instinctively ducked and yelled, “Get down.”

The rooster hit Jack right between his eyes, and my demon boyfriend crumpled to the ground. His military knife clattered to the floor. I gasped and knelt to examine him. Blood oozed out of the gash in his forehead, but the wound closed instantly. There wouldn’t be any permanent damage, but he had been my only way to see her.

“Great, just great.” I stood and planted my feet apart. My shoulders tensed.

“That’ll learn his arse.” The air whirled around me, lifting pieces of my hair in its wake. “Got any more demons I can teach a lesson?”

Had I been able to see the lust demon on my shoulder, I would have tossed him to her and been glad. My natural desire for Jack was bad enough, and the lust demon’s influence on my libido was not necessary. From her comment, I took it to mean that she couldn’t see him, meaning that he hid from the celestial being. Guess his Diabolus arse wasn’t up to tangling with her.

“Why don’t you show yourself and fight me in a fair smack down?” I challenged. “Or maybe you’re not as tough as you portray yourself to be.”

“Why don’t you take a flying leap off the Niagara Falls? Oh wait. You were already tossed out of Heaven, so you’re not allowed there,” she cackled. “Fallen angel scum.”

Niagara Falls was one of the gateways to Heaven. My fingers itched to encircle her tiny neck. I was human now but refused to lower myself by pointing that out to the dark celestial being. I reached into my pocket and grabbed my last primrose cookie. I didn’t want to eat it, but the gypsy angel was due in Celestial Court tonight.

Primroses lead the way into the land of gypsies and allow humans to see them and other supernatural beings. However, the sight also comes with consequences, and the effects are never the same. The first time I ate a primrose, my body shrank from five foot three inches to two foot one inch, and my mouth had tasted like dried, bitter demon wings for days. I have since learned to bake the flower into a cookie. While they taste better, the side effects remain inconsistent. The last time, I had lost my sense of smell for a week.

Here’s to saving the homemaker’s life...

I popped the dime-sized morsel in my mouth and flavors exploded—cinnamon, vanilla and cherry. It quickly melted on my tongue, and the sweet scent of primrose filled my nasal passages. I wanted to close my eyes and savor the taste and smell, but the threat of a cast-iron rooster hitting my head kept me watchful.

“You’re just like a cow...eating all the time,” screeched the gypsy angel. “Eat eat eat. Why don’t you let me feed you some of the rooster yer boyfriend just ate?”

The air in front of me stretched and bent like clear silly putty just before the room’s colors shattered. Pieces of blue, red and green flew everywhere and blended like a kaleidoscope until they became silver. 

I waved my hand through the air but couldn’t grasp any of it. A tiny, purple blob appeared in the middle of the silver sea. It darted to the left, to the right, and up and down. I thought at first it was a star with ADHD, but my eyes fine-tuned the image into an infuriated, purple gypsy angel. 

Her red horns glittered, and her spiked tail twitched back and forth, reminding me of an angry cat. Her black leather pants were tucked into pirate-style boots that laced up the back. She wore a black leather jacket with elaborate stitching, gold buttons, and sleeves that flared out at the end. Black leather gloves with pretty bows completed the outfit and explained how she avoided the poison from the iron. As long as it didn’t touch her skin, she was safe.

Raising my left eyebrow, I simply stared at her. In what skewed version of James Matthew Barrie’s Peter Pan did Jack think the “Tinkledoo fairy” resembled this?

She crossed her arms and shook her head, making her short, brown hair flare out as if it was full of static electricity. A few strands were tinted blue, purple and black. “Plonker human. You should have kept yer big fat arse outta me bizness. Yer big bad demon boyfriend ain’t so tough now, is he? Yer arse is next, ye manky banjanxed angel!”

The little imp needed her mouth washed out. “I may be broken, but at least my mouth doesn’t resemble a toilet. You need a bar of soap, young lady.” I shook the empty net. “Why don’t you jump in here, and I’ll take you to the store?”

“Why don’t you jump into a pond of alligators,” she snapped as she darted at my face.

Clenching my teeth, I dug my heels into the floor and balled up my fists. My bangs fell over my eyes, but I refrained from lifting my hand to brush them aside. I refused to move a muscle even when she stopped two lengths of an eyelash in front of my face. Her tiny wings beat a million times a minute as she studied me. I remained immobile and focused on a spot behind her. She didn’t need to know I could see her.

The five inch gypsy raised her fist, and as casual as possible, I stepped back, twirling the net. “Where y’at, ya little brat?”

She swung at me, and just as calmly, I moved my head to the right, pretending to be looking for her. I squinted and ducked my head every time she tried to hit me. My feet stumbled over Jack, and I whirled back, trying to keep from landing on my butt. Unfortunately, when I whirled around, our worlds collided.

Her tiny fist tapped against my nose, and a loud crack filled the air. Pain shattered across my face, and the room tilted. My body slammed onto the floor next to Jack’s still-prone form.

***


Chapter 2


The Delaney’s Kitchen

Central, Louisiana

Thursday, March 31st, 7:45 PM



It takes longer to recover from getting the wind knocked out of you than you might think. The gypsy’s hit packed a lot of punch and landing on my back had stolen the wind from my lungs. I blinked several times, trying to gather my wits. The back of my head ached where it had slammed against the brick-layered floor. 

I inhaled quick gasps, trying to push air into my lungs. Something had a vise grip on them, and it took a few minutes for me to get my breathing under control. I sat up. “Erianna!”

A high-pitched caterwaul briefly filled the air. My eardrums pounded from the onslaught of otherworld sound, and my hands covered my ears. She shook her tiny fist at me. “You dare speak my name, mortal?”

Jack stirred on the ground with a slight grunt of pain. I battled the urge to tend to him. The gypsy angel demanded all of my attention, and I dragged myself to my feet, grabbing the net. Swinging it at Erianna, the darn thing slipped out of my hand and clattered to the floor.

She darted across the room and landed on the counter. Her boots tapped as she walked across the ceramic tile like she was a model on a runway. Pausing, she turned on her heel, crossed her arms, and smirked. “Nice try, human.”

I scooped the net up and held it like a tennis racket. “Where are you, Erianna?”

“Cut the crap. Oi know you can see me. Your hair’s turned a real pretty purple... Ya sorta look like me, dontcha? A huge FAT me.” She puffed out her cheeks and held her arms a few inches from her belly. She commenced to stomping around like a heavy-set person.

Her giggles tickled my funny bone, but I resisted the urge to bust out in laughter. Gypsy angel laughs are contagious and can cause humans to laugh themselves to death. I forced the smile off my face, but the corners of my mouth remained lifted in a silly smirk.

I am not fat.

I swung the net at her, only to watch it slip once more out of my grasp. My attempt to keep hold of it helped me lose my balance, and my forehead slammed into the counter. Stunned, I sank to my knees as my fingers swiped across my brow. Blood covered my hands.

A belly rumbled, and it wasn’t mine. I looked up for the source only to find Erianna hovering in front of my face. Another faint roar issued from her stomach, and I pictured a tiny leopard pawing at her insides. Her mouth fell open, revealing pointed teeth and a serpent’s tongue. She was close to falling from grace, and apparently, the scent of my blood had made her hungry.

“Stupid, clumsy human,” she purred. “Let me clean you up.”

Before I could protest, she attached herself to my forehead. Her wings blocked my view. Her raspy tongue dragged across my skin, and the venom from her saliva quickly entered my bloodstream. 

My eyelids grew heavy, and my limbs refused to work. A sigh of content escaped my lips as I eased my back against the floor. It was easier to give in and ride the wave of pleasure caused by the dark-gypsy angel’s venom. Seriously, who really cared about some stupid Tinkledoo anyway?

Very few mortals have ridden on a real, fluffy white cloud, and I’m not talking about a drug-induced one. The euphoric sensation is similar to floating on waves as they rush to the beach. At the moment, I rode that cloud. My eyes remained closed, so it was dark. I enjoyed the strange tranquility.

But a purple bee slammed her rump against my nose, sending her stinger deep into me. Needle-like pain flared across my face, obliterating my recent euphoria. I hollered, and the bee slapped me with her wing.

“Open your eyes, ye plonker.”

I blinked, and Erianna took the place of the bee. Light flooded my senses, and I closed my eyes, finding relief in the dark. Let me sleep.

She slapped my cheek, and I cried out. The sound came out as a weak mew. Trying to retaliate didn’t work as my arms wouldn’t move.

“You’re nay human.”

Gee, what gave that away? Apparently, my blood, but my mouth refused to work.

Erianna crossed her arms, and her wings fluttered as she hovered over me. She licked her lips and peered into my eyes. “You’re nay witch... Nor vampire... What be ye?”

Suddenly, her purple face turned a light shade of green, and her wings stopped whirring. She doubled over and fell on my stomach.

I smirked. Gypsies can’t drink the blood of other angels. Technically I wasn’t one anymore, but my blood did not run along the same path as the normal human variety.

The time to snag her had arrived, and I wished molasses wasn’t running through my veins, making my limbs lethargic. Trying to lift my head made me dizzy. 

All I had to do was grab her. I wiggled my fingers, pleased something moved on command. After checking a few more body parts for mobility, I snuck in for the attack.

My hands closed around Erianna, and she shrieked. Her fangs pierced my flesh, and her fingernails raked down the top of my hands, drawing blood along their path. Sharp jolts of pain echoed through my limbs, but my determination to bring her to justice kept my grip on her as tight as an angel’s death grasp on a demon. Letting go was not an option.

“Jack.” The words cracked over my dry lips. “Jack?”

He laid beside me with his shoulder pressed to mine, but I couldn’t let go of the gypsy angel to shake him. How was I supposed to wake him if I couldn’t let go of her? 

The warmth of his arm disappeared, and he leaned over me. I could see the Sangre Demon behind his handsome face, even though he hadn’t gone into demon-mode. My eyes grew wide in a bit of irrational fear. Thank you, primrose cookie.

Sangre Demons are rare, and half-bloods are practically non-existent...except for Jack. He is the only half-blooded one I know. They have red skin, red eyes, and drink blood, but only full-bloods could control the element of fire in all its various forms—from campfires to fire bolts. So far, Jack had only shown the fang-side of his demon-hood.

“You okay?” he asked. A dark mass the size of a thread swam through the whiteness of his eyes. The black line hit the blueness before merging with the pupil.

I swallowed over the dryness in my mouth. “I will be as soon as you get her in the net.”

He licked his lips, no doubt from the sight of my blood. Though he dined on the red stuff, I was safe. He had his bad habit under control. 

Jack held the butterfly catcher up. The light from the overhead lights flickered in the silver rim of the net. “When I say now, you let her go.”

I nodded, and he covered my hands with the net. The warmth of his skin eased the ache from Erianna’s bite. I almost wished he’d wait.

“One... Two... NOW.”

I released her and pulled my hands away. Jack yanked the drawstring tight, effectively capturing the gypsy angel. Erianna shrieked, drowning out the sound of the running dishwasher. She gnawed on the net in a futile attempt to escape.

As Jack helped me up, my tongue felt thick as cotton and tasted like rotten cherries. “You’re gonna break a tooth, Erianna. You might as well give it up. You’re going back to the Celestial Court for trial.”

“No!” Her screech grated on my ears. “Blasted human. I’m a good gypsy angel. I’ve helped the lady of this house.”

“Yeah, you helped her have a good sleep that turned into a coma.” I couldn’t resist a deep, satisfying yawn, and, wanting to do it again, I shook my head and clamped my teeth down. “I need some coffee.”

Jack grabbed my hand. “We’ll grab some java on the way to the Human Society.”

“Won’t Chadwick be surprised? He didn’t think we’d catch the little gypsy angel.” Leaning close to the net, my eyes narrowed. “Or should I say dark-gypsy angel?”

Erianna snarled, spat and shrieked at me. “Stupid cow. I hope the blood demon drains ye dry.”

I waggled my index finger from side to side. “Tsk tsk. Curses won’t work when you’re in the net, Erianna.”

“Let me outta here, ye blasted human.” Her tail whipped about her like an angry cat’s. The tip raked against the silver mesh, and smoke rose in its wake. She was celestial, but enough of her had been taken over by the dark side to enable us to catch her. Nothing on the Earth realm could contain a truly pure Heavenly being.

“Nope, not gonna happen. You are in my custody now.” I faced my boyfriend. “Ready?”

“Let’s go.” Jack moved toward the door, only to freeze when a disheveled man in a white t-shirt blocked our path. 

The guy’s messed-up hair needed a comb, and the growth on his chin demanded a razor. Heck, forget the razor—time for a heavy-duty machete.

“What about my wife?” He sounded gruff and tired.

My heart went out to the guy. His blood-shot eyes bordered on crazy, most likely from the stress of worrying about her.

I stepped around Jack and laid my hand on the man’s arm. “She’ll be okay, Mr. Delaney. The gypsy angel can’t feed off her anymore, and I’m sure she’ll wake in a day or two.”

“I hope yer right,” he growled.

I handed him my card. “Call me if I’m not.”

The man stared at it, clearly dazed. Not many people have business cards that read: Angelle for Hire, No Demon Too Big or Too Small. Call 1-800-FixASol.

He ran his hand through his brown hair. “Would you at least take a look at her? I was thinking of calling EMS.”

My heart panged at the despondency in his voice. I nodded, and we followed him to the master bedroom. His petite wife lay fully dressed on top of the covers. Her hands remained folded over one another, and her long black hair lay spread about her. A brush lay beside her, which he quickly snatched up. He ducked his head, but not before I caught sight of his reddened cheeks. This rugged woodsman loved his wife.

I checked Mrs. Delaney over, placing my fingertips on the vein in her neck. Her heart beat slow and steady as a normal human’s should, unlike angel blood which beats twice as fast. My abilities didn’t require me to do that. I could hear her blood pulsing, but Mr. Delaney needed physical evidence that his darling was fine. 

“She’s got a pulse,” I whispered. “No need to call anybody.” 

His eyes remained fixed on her. A moment passed before he came to his senses. “Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

He led us to the door. I stepped onto the porch and faced him. “Just do me a favor, and don’t let your wife play with the supernatural anymore. It’s not safe for normal humans...even if you are related to Snow White.”

***


Chapter 3


Outside of the Delaney’s House

Central, Louisiana

Thursday, March 31st, 8:15 PM



Jack and I hurried to his truck, a new black Chevy Silverado 1500 extended cab with four-wheel drive. He had traded in his old one a few weeks ago. I kind of missed it, with its lingering scent of Polo cologne and cinnamon gum. Temptation urged me to dump a bottle of the cologne on the carpet, but he wouldn’t have appreciated that.

He opened the driver’s side door while I entered on the passenger side. An iron box about the size of a laptop rested on the seat between us. A purple gypsy angel was carved into the top, along with the word Erianna. The case contained her in such a fashion that she couldn’t use her powers to escape, and her name helped seal the containment spell.

I flipped up the latch and lifted the lid. Black velvet fabric lined the inside, and Jack tipped the butterfly net over so Erianna fell into the box. She rolled out and stayed curled into a ball. From the army-green tint of her cheeks, I could tell the silver netting had made her sick. Part of me despaired at the thought of the Diabolus taking so firm a hold of a soul.

Quickly shutting the lid, my fingers slid over the cold latch to lock it down. There were several pin-size holes in the box for ventilation, so she wouldn’t suffocate.

Jack tossed the net into the backseat and started the truck. “When does your new motorcycle arrive?”

A few months ago, my only mode of transportation had been torn in two by a couple of scorned vampires. After sending them to Hell, I had made a beeline to Harvey’s Angels and ordered a new low-rider, custom designed to my petite stature.

“In a few weeks, but then she’ll mostly be for joy riding since I have a car now, too.” I pulled the seat belt over me and clicked it into place as the truck rolled out of the driveway.

The truck’s headlights cut through the dark as we zoomed down Blackwater Road, and I gritted my teeth when Jack took the curves a tad too fast. The radio played one of my favorite songs from The Eagles, Hotel California, and I sang the words under my breath. “We haven’t had that spirit here since nineteen sixty-nine.”

“What?” Jack asked.

I waved my hand and pointed to the radio. Raising my voice, I continued singing along with Don Henley. This station played a lot of my favorite music, and as Jack’s voice joined mine, I wondered what it would be like to work at WH2H, Baton Rouge’s oldest radio station—literally. The building dated back to the early 1900s, and the call letters indicated the owner was of the supernatural community: West of Heaven 2 Hell. I’d met the were-beast once, and the true meaning was West of Heaven, Straight 2 Hell.

We turned right onto Hooper Road, a well-lit four-lane highway. Traffic was minimal, and the intersection lights were in our favor. The truck coasted over Plank Road, and, seconds later, we zipped down I-10.

Downtown Baton Rouge at night was very different from the daytime hustle and bustle. For the most part, the streets rolled up at the close of business. Several bars and restaurants remained open. Vagabonds roamed the street in greater numbers than during the day, when most spent their time in various churches and organizations.

Jack parked his truck on North Boulevard, near the Human Society building. “Think we need to feed the meter?”

I shook my head. “The meter cops quit patrolling at 6 PM.”

The box on my lap jerked as Erianna started fighting again. The effects of the silver were either wearing off or her spunk was strong enough to overcome. I patted the lid. “Calm down. You’re almost home.”

“Plonker human,” she shouted. “A pox on all yer offspring. May a thousand—”

Picking up the box, I shook it. She screeched, and I rattled it again. “Don’t make me drop you on the ground, Erianna. Now be quiet.”

While I undid my seatbelt, Jack got out of the truck, sprinted around the front of it and opened the passenger door for me. The streetlight glowed against his face, and his eyes held me momentarily captive. He leaned close, and the warmth of his breath heated my lips. The scent of cinnamon wafted to my nose, and his lips smacked as he chewed on a piece of gum. “I will crack that barrier.”

I placed a hand on his chest to keep him back. The thick muscles in his torso felt nice against my fingers. “Not tonight, Romeo. I’m doing my best to get back into Heaven.”

My eyes focused dreamily on his luscious mouth. Temptation constantly worked against my plan, though. It would be so easy to lose sight of my goal and dive right back into being a fallen soul.

Jack refused to budge. “Did it hurt?”

“Did what hurt?”

“When you fell from Heaven.” His lips curved up into a half-smile.

Truth was—it did. A tad of the physical part had been painful. The scars on my back twinged at the memory of my wings being ripped from my back, but the emotional scars dug deep. It had taken many moons for those to surface, as I had pushed the loss of Heaven deep under a smoldering flame of lust. But eventually, even lust fades, and without love, the relationship burns to ash.

I rolled my eyes, ignoring the warmth the words ignited in my heart. “Lamest line ever.”

Jack leaned down, caught my lips in his and rolled his velvet tongue over mine in sensuous play. The world vanished as he pulled me into his spell. Sweet angels, his kiss tasted heavenly. The taste of cinnamon exploded in my mouth, chasing the heat down into my blood. 

All too soon, he released me, and I crashed back into my body. Shaking my head, I held out my hand. He took it and helped me onto the sidewalk. Streetlights bathed the sidewalks and chased the shadows back into the alley.

Holding the box to my chest, I came face-to-face with a scraggly, homeless man. His ragged clothing hung loosely on his paper-thin body. A salt-and-pepper beard covered his weathered face, and deep lines creased his brow. Despite the misery reflected in the depths of his brown eyes, they seemed youthful and at odds with his aged appearance. Something seemed familiar about him.

He took his newsboy cap off and twisted it between his thin, calloused hands. On top of his left hand was a tattoo of a beast with two heads: one of a dragon, the other a wolf. “Pardon me, ma’am. Didn’t mean to—” 

Squinting, he glanced around before focusing back on me. His bourbon breath fanned my face. “You know yer skin is purple?”

Snatching my arm with his left hand, he scraped his dirty fingernails down my outer arm. Fire bit into me where his nail had touched, and I yelped and pulled out of his grasp. Jack snarled behind me and stepped in between the man and myself.

“Time to move on, buddy.” My boyfriend towered over the man’s stooped form.

The man raised his hands and backed up a few steps. “No need for all that now. I’ll be on my way.”

As the vagabond scurried in the opposite direction, Jack took my elbow and ushered me toward the building. “Let’s get inside before he gathers his courage and comes back. Thirst can outweigh fear.”

“Spoken by a master.” I held tightly to Erianna’s box as I stepped over cracks in the sidewalk.

“Not yet, but I will be.” His deep voice exuded confidence, not to mention a sexiness which swept over my ear as if he’d been whispering in it. How I managed to keep walking without my knees giving out was beyond me.

Jack had been going to the Human Society—a paranormal group of entities that protects humans—for help in adjusting to his new life style. Sangre Demons are much like vampires as both species require human blood, so Jack had joined Vampires Anonymous. While they can eat normal food, the Human Society members’ blood intake comes from animals.

The entrance had an arched doorway, trimmed in white. A gaslight hung on each side, and the flames danced erratically inside them. Scrolled ironwork covered the glass doors, and a fancy chandelier glowed in the foyer. Jack pressed the intercom buzzer to the right of the door and smiled into the surveillance camera mounted above it. “Hey, Abi.”

The lock clicked, and the door swung open an inch. I knew the quick access to the building was because of Jack’s presence, not mine. Even though I’d been a member of THS for thirty years, I got the third degree from the receptionist when I came alone. She didn’t like me. Oh well. Too bad for her.

We entered the building, and the door clicked shut behind us. The entrance hallway led to an antique elevator painted in white and gold. Jack slid both the exterior and interior doors open. Once we were inside the cab, he closed them and pushed the lever on the gold cranking device. The elevator shook and began to ascend.

“We could have taken the stairs,” I mumbled.

Jack’s hand remained on the lever. His mouth turned up into a boyish grin, making my insides melt. “Where’s the fun in that?”

Setting the dark-gypsy-angel box on the floor, I grabbed his hand, forcing him to let go of the lever. The elevator jolted to a stop as it operated on the old-fashioned deadman controls. That meant no human hand pushing it, no movement.

I cradled his hand in mine and looked up into his eyes. The heat from his earlier kiss still swam in my blood stream, and, when my gaze met his, I had trouble remembering anything.

“Thanks for helping with this job,” I said. His thumb lightly rubbed the top of my fingers.

“You’re welcome.” The words rumbled in his throat. “Even though I ended up being more of a liability...”

Shrugging, I studied our entwined hands. His masculine fingers all but concealed my dainty digits. “Well, even though I’m not officially a bounty hunter, lately the job feels like I’m in training...thanks to Chadwick. The other targets were easy, but as I can’t see gypsies, I’m glad you are my partner. Anyway, thanks again. I owe you a steak.”

“Nah,” he whispered. “All I want is this.”

His free hand grasped my chin and forced me to look up as he pressed his lips to mine. The heat of his mouth filled my own, and my eyes closed languidly.

“Oh, get a room,” whined the gypsy angel from inside the box.

Reluctantly, I pushed away from him, trying to stamp down the ardor coursing through my veins, and I kicked the imp’s temporary prison. Well, it was really just a nudge, but I instantly felt like I had kicked a puppy, though clearly Erianna was not sweet like a cuddly dog. Gently picking up the box, I now battled guilt for being a bad jailor.

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have kicked you,” I said.

“Dern right ye shouldn’t have,” she screeched. “Oh my bones ache from all this jostling. Just ye wait. This is police brutality.”

Rolling my eyes, I crooked my upper lip in aggravation. “I’m not a cop.”

“Well, it’s abuse,” the imp grumbled. “And my rights are being violated.”

“How do you figure that?” Jack snapped. “You knocked me out with a cast-iron rooster. I should sue you.”

The box quit shaking in my hands as she stopped to think about his threat. “But I’m a princess.”

“Ha. That’s ridiculous,” I said.

“Well, I should be,” she said under her breath.

Smiling, Jack resumed his duty as the elevator operator. He stared at me while the elevator lifted us to our destination. The arduous fire in his eyes told me that keeping the lust between us at bay would prove challenging. Fend it off I would, however, as I was determined to obey my parole angel. Giving in to Jack’s seduction and partaking in pre-marital sex with him would seal my fate. I’d never stand a chance at making it back into Heaven. 

***


Chapter 4


The Human Society Headquarters

Baton Rouge, Louisiana

Thursday, March 31st, 9:00 PM



The antique elevator creaked and moaned as it took us to the second floor, and Jack pulled open the manual doors. Before us lay the receptionist room. The remodeled area had the latest office design with a reddish-orange couch placed into the wall. Opposite was a modern receptionist’s desk where Abi sat. 

The redhead batted her long lashes at Jack, and her lips curled up into a sexy smile. “Hi, Tiger.”

He put his arm around me and pulled me close. The woodsy scent of his aftershave tickled my nose. “Hey, Abi. Is Chadwick in?”

She lifted her fake reading glasses that hung around her neck and squinted through them. Her pale-blue eyes glared at me. “Do I know you?”

I held back a deep sigh. Her stupidity was an act. Vampires had superb memories. “For the millionth time, my name is Angelle.”

“Oh...” She straightened the collar on her steel-gray business suit before pressing a button on the phone. “Mr. Sparksdale, Jack and...Anal-gel are here.”

I glared at her but bit my tongue. Shifting the gypsy-angel box to one hand, my free hand clasped Jack’s hand. I refused to correct her on my name.

“Send them in,” a voice echoed from the speaker phone.

Jack led me around her desk. “Thanks, Abi.”

“Yeah,” I echoed, letting sarcasm drip from my tongue. “Thanks, Crabi.”

I cringed at the petty lameness of calling her names. She always brought out the worst in me.

Her words followed us through the doors. “Later, Smurfette.”

A cackle came from the unusually quiet box, and I shook it to shut the little gypsy angel up. Jack pushed open the office door. 

Chadwick sat behind an oak desk with various designs carved into it such as Irish crosses and the Holy Grail. His pale skin and pitch-black hair reminded me of the classic vampire tale, and sometimes I wondered if he had connections to the famed Mina and her Count.

The head of the Human Society wore a white tuxedo shirt with several buttons undone and revealed a bit of his chest. His tie hung loosely around his neck, and not a piece of his raven-black hair was out of place. Either he had just come from an event or was about to go to one.

With a cell phone pressed to his ear, Chadwick waved us in. We took a seat in the two cushiony, leather chairs in front of the desk. A spring-flower arrangement adorned the wooden coffee table between us. 

“Mum, would you please calm down?” Chadwick’s English accent glided over the room. “I promise I shall come for a holiday soon.”

A mother... Gee, wonder what that must be like.

As the first-born angel, I had only a father—The Father, actually. I regretted every day choosing to follow Nate down the rabbit hole to Hell. Not only had I lost Heaven, but I’d lost my father. I missed his words of wisdom and the pure joy of being in his calming presence. He loved laughing, and I recalled how his rich baritone chuckles filled the celestial palace’s rooms.

I stole a glance at Jack. His mother and father were dead because of vampires, and he would have died but for a hunter named Dusty. Unfortunately, vampires had killed Dusty too, albeit a different group than Jack’s parents.

Chadwick set the phone on the hook and shrugged. “Mothers... What can I say?”

“Be grateful you have one left to talk to,” Jack said. He made a gulping sound in his throat, which was a nervous tick. As a human, he had grown up with Tourette syndrome, and, even though becoming a demon had cured him, making the noise had become a habit.

“Too true, mate,” Chadwick replied.

“When are you going to replace that rickety elevator? You’ve updated everything else in this dilapidated building.” I crossed my legs, clasping my hands over my knee. The box remained nestled in my lap.

“I like the link to my past.” He pointed. “For me?”

I stood, skirted the coffee table and set the container on the desk. “One angry dark-gypsy angel for your enjoyment.”

“Dark?”

Lifting my shoulders, I gave him my best what-can-I-say face. “Guess your source was wrong.”

He frowned. “I’ll have to check into that. I can’t have the Dispatch Department giving out erroneous information. That could be disastrous.”

Chadwick pulled the box close and absently traced the gypsy-angel figure etched into the lid. He kept his eyes on me and smirked. “I like what you’ve done with your hair.”

“Compliments of the primrose.” I rubbed my arm, which now had flesh-colored spots all over it. The spell was wearing off fast because of my super-healing ability.

He pointed at my forehead. “Looks like she gave you a run for your money.”

My fingers touched the bump where earlier my skin had cracked open from the counter. “Nothing I wasn’t expecting.” Retaking my seat, my fingers caressed the chair’s thick leather fabric.

Chadwick glanced between my wound and Jack. “How’s your rehab going?”
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