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CHAPTER ONE
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Kaalus pushed his way through the crowd, keeping his head down and his arms held tightly to his sides. He used the borrowed body's knobby shoulders to nudge a pathway through the other spectators, and he used his own, sharper senses to pick out the cloying spice of each human's emotions. They carried on the wind, wafting from soul to soul. Fear, prickly and sour. Lust, thick and honeyed. Despair and anger and a nervous salt that painted the whole scene in an anxious palate.

His unsophisticated physical form smelled only the heavy odor of blood and death.

He wore rags, ratty fabric with strings that tickled the tops of his sandaled feet. The body he'd stolen had belonged to a plebe, one with less status than the average slave, and one he'd like to be rid of as soon as possible. As he climbed the amphitheater steps, he was jostled by elbows, trod on by sharper sandals, and once, kicked aside so that he flailed and fell into the lap of some already seated spectators.

For a moment, then, he'd hoped to feel a knife. One quick stab and he'd be free of this walking casket and able to pick his next host from those with less filth and better access. Instead he was shoved away, rolling between feet that continued to kick and swipe at him until he'd fallen two full levels lower on the stairs. Their shouts rained down on Kaalus, hard as their blows, but their fury tasted like heaven. He curled into a ball and lapped at their emotions as if they came from his mother's teat.

It sustained him, gave him strength beyond what the stupid body possessed. Their anger filled him with power, but it also darkened him, hollowed out his eyes and made him vulnerable. When he rose, he fixed his gaze on his feet, clinging to the stone wall while the fury digested, and the waves of satiation passed. So good. So very unlike his natural existence. 

He let go of the wall and merged back into the press of bodies. Kaalus followed their feelings, riding each eddy of emotion. They wanted to see the blood, wanted to escape their own misery by viewing the horrors in the arena. Not so unlike him, these people. They were hungry too.

The sun blazed above, adding discomfort and sweat to the scents. His body's skin dried and itched from the heat. He became sticky and the dirty clothing clung to him. 

The demon skimmed the crowd, easing up and down and working his way into an alcove sparsely populated enough that he could see the wide arena for himself. Three corpses already lay in the churned dirt. Flies swarmed them, and Kaalus felt his body's stomach clench at the stink of blood. A smell that didn't bother him, but also did little to assuage his constant hunger. 

They should have thought of that, of how they'd survive once the dark hellhound accepted their bargain and let them free upon the world. Kaalus had been a slave in Hell, but his hunger had never itched as it did among the living. His whole self ached with it, with a longing for the feelings he could never experience on his own. Each soul he touched taught him how empty he was. Each life he took brought only a moment's ecstasy and a lifetime's worth of things Kaalus could only experience from the outside.

Never fully understanding.

He dragged thin fingers along the stones, spawning blood and pain. The agony fed him for half a breath, a flash of real feelings, enough to hide the sinking of his eyes. The crowd howled around him, letting forth a surge of excitement so strong it drove Kaalus to his body's knees. Skin scraping against stone. A metallic, surface flavor. 

It flittered away too fast, and his human belly rumbled at his mind's hunger. He crawled forward, forcing his way between muscled calves wrapped in thong leather. A man had entered the arena, bearing the bulky muscles of a gladiator, oiled and gleaming and heavily tanned. He walked like a cock, head thrown back and strutting. The crowd's reaction washed over Kaalus, adoring, peppery, and shifting like sand. Did they want the man's death or his victory?

For all their delicious frenzy, he found humans confusing. They owned souls, something a demon would have killed for... had killed for. They felt so deeply, a rapid-fire chaos of emotion that filled him with longing and delight, even secondhand. Even as he resented that his kind had not been allowed that simple gift. And yet these spoiled beings were never happy for long.

The gladiator brandished his gladius. The blade caught fire from the sun, and the arena shrieked with the people's pleasure. It made Kaalus dizzy, pressed his forehead to the cool stone in the alcove's shadow. So much, so much and never enough. He'd left Hell hoping for something else. Something he couldn't put a name to. 

Something that didn't end in even deeper hunger. 

He sat on his heels and inched toward the lip. If he fell, would the impact kill him? Perhaps, if he climbed into the arena, he could die at the gladiator's hand, feed the crowd's bloodlust and horror and then slip like a whisper into the burly warrior's skin. After which he would only die again. Kaalus had no skill with a blade, and when a gate lifted at the end of the ring and a heavy, shag-pelted beast rushed the gladiator, decided he could live without experiencing dismemberment for now.

His desperation to feel hadn't gone that far. Yet.

The monster rushed in for the kill. Its lumbering gait suggested a bear of some sort. The crowd's anxiety turned fearful, sticky and clinging long enough to be savored. Fear was a less fleeting flavor, one that lingered enough to provide a hint of satisfaction. He'd cataloged enough varieties in his days above the earth. He'd learned, as had his cousins, that there were many ways to die, many ways to kill, and that any one would feed him better than he'd ever dined in Hell. 

The short sword flashed down, slicing a gash in the monster's hide and sending the crowd into a fit of cheering. The elation skipped over the surface, mingled with the screaming fury of the beast. A different taste, and one that Kaalus preferred to leave alone. Animal emotions had a dull, crass quality. It was the juice of humanity that he hungered for. The whisper of things so close and yet always out of reach for the soulless. 

The battle in the arena concerned him less than the crowd. Those feelings, amplified by sheer volume, came closer to what he sought, the thing he ached for and couldn't name, that had driven him to bargain with the hellhound in the first place. And so he rode the swelling hearts like a tide, skimming and tasting, and looking for his next death, his next victim, all the while knowing it would never last.

Fear and triumph, lust and hunger. It washed through Kaalus and pushed him closer to the precipice. One tumble and he'd feel the bite of death, the deepest pain and then, as he took another host, the terror of a displaced soul slipping toward its next fate.

That would have to serve him. He'd as much as decided, leaning far out over the lower tier and considering which of the souls nearby he might evict. Kaalus sifted through their projected hearts, sniffed like the hound that had freed him, and then froze, stock still and rigid as the stone around him. 

What was that?

It came in a rush and sent him reeling backwards. He landed on his hands, sitting with head spinning while the new sensation, the overpowering intensity, pulsed through his borrowed body. He felt it. He felt... all of it, and it was like nothing he'd encountered in a million years of Hell. Nothing, in several lifetimes on solid ground. 

This feeling didn't ebb. It swelled and pulsed and trembled, but on it went, a constant river of something that wasn't lust exactly, nor joy, nor fear. It was all of them in one enduring package. His body curled as if to hold it nearer. His demon essence moaned in pleasure and pain together. This thing, by the fires, he had to have it. 

Kaalus knew it in a breath. This was the food he sought, the thing that drove him from one victim to another without pause. He'd been longing for it, looking for it, forever.

With effort, he uncoiled and sat, letting his physical form catch its breath. Then, Kaalus crawled forward on hands and knees, prostrate before the tide of emotion, the sensation that filtered beneath his skin, that tasted of honey and the bee's sting both. He shook with it, rocked from side to side and crept to the alcove lip again, this time intent on living, on breathing that delicious aroma through his skin, his eyes, the hole where a soul should live. 

The gladiator stood in the arena's center. One foot rested on the bear's torn corpse. His sword raised to catch the sunlight, but his gaze had fixed on the stands. His muscles gleamed, and his emotions ran like a stream straight for Kaalus. They flowed to a point above him, to someone seated in the higher tier, beyond the demon's vision. But that current was a flood, an earth-shaking torrent without ebb.

Kaalus sat back and let it fill him. His jaw fell open, salivating like the hound's, and his eyes sunk deeper into the borrowed skull. He couldn't contain it, couldn't hide his true nature with so much ecstasy to devour. Nor could he let it go. This drink, he had to taste and taste until it ran dry. 

If it ran dry. 

The demon leaned against the stones, devouring sensation, sinking into himself, and memorizing every detail of the gladiator who had satiated him for the first time in all of existence. Who was he? How had he come to such magic? Kaalus latched onto him without caring, clung like a tick, and drank.
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ANGEL HELD THE LEATHER in tight fingers and reached for her revolver with the other hand. Caesar growled, leaning into the leash and bristling from the base of his neck to his tail. They had one. Nothing but a demon would spawn that sort of reaction in the shepherd. The dog growled, pulled on the tether, and Angel drew her gun and reached to open the door.

The floodlight cast the parking lot into long slashes of shadow, and the late hour ensured the only sound was the distant rush of cars along the freeway. Still, if Caesar knew the demon was inside, then it was aware they were here as well. Angel turned the knob as gently as possible, but even as she pulled the door silently open, she knew they were in for a fight. 

Demons never played fair. 

Inside, the warehouse lay darker than the parking lot. The tall windows were blocked by shipping crates, which stacked in towers and made a maze of the concrete floor. The door creaked when it swung shut. Caesar growled, and from deep in the crates, a soft sniffling answered. Angel drew her weapon and hunched lower. She gave the leash enough slack to let the dog lead her. 

The shepherd ducked between the crates, scooting fast enough to force Angel into a jog. His nose lowered to the cement, but his hackles remained erect. Before they rounded the final stack, a voice joined the sniffles. High pitched and thin as a whistle, it wheezed each word with the grating tone she knew all too well. 

"If you release the dog, she dies."

Angel let Caesar drag her around the metal crate. She pulled him to a stop only by employing her full mass. He snarled and lunged, and the demon's voice screeched.

"Don't."

It stood in a space devoid of crates, a clear circle illuminated only by the sparking of a half dead fluorescent strip. Lacey Jones knelt in front of her lawyer, a long-time family friend according to the dossier. Today, he was a demon, possessed and sinking into the dark circles that grew around his eyes. His fist held the woman's red hair in a twisting grip and his back hunched, making his athletic frame look sickly and unnatural. The other hand waved a pistol toward his victim's head.

"I'll do it," he wheezed and lifted until Ms. Jones's knees raised from the floor.

"If you do it," Angel ignored the woman's whimper. She kept her eyes on the demon, on the twin black pits that said only one thing mattered, "then I'll damn sure let go of this leash."

"You won't kill her." It grinned, a tight-skinned flash of white teeth. "You let me go and she lives."

"Maybe," Angel shrugged and let her gun falter, dip away from the lawyer turned demon long enough to give the parasite a false sense of security. "Maybe I will, and maybe you can tell me what I want to know."

"What's that?" It hunched further, dragged the poor woman along in a wobbly sidestep. Its words stretched out, tasting its prey, Lacey Jones's fear. "What do you want?" 

She wanted every single one of them back in Hell where they belonged. 

"Tell me where Kaalus is." 

The demon jerked as if she'd slapped it. Its black eyes shifted, for a barest second looking human again. There was a flash of recognition in them, and just as quickly, a flood of fear. The lips moved, not quite forming the words that hissed from between them. "It's you."

"Where is he?" Angel brought her weapon up again, trained it on the stretched face. "Maybe I'll let you go."

"You won't." The demon whined, shifting from one foot to the other. It released Lacey Jones and lifted the pistol it held, turning, twisting it around. "You won't spare me, First One. Not for her or anyone else."

"Don't!" Angel took aim as the demon turned its weapon on itself. She fired twice before it got a round off, and her second shot bored through his forearm. He dropped the gun, and Lacey Jones bolted for a nearby crate.

"I'll tell you," the demon hissed. "Just kill me, let me die."

"I don't make deals with demons." Angel fed Caesar's leash through her fingers, letting her demon dog have two more feet of tether.

The demon screamed and grabbed its own throat, clawing at the skin with dull fingernails. Caesar's snarling drowned out the thing's whimpers. Angel took a step nearer, let the dog go another foot. If it managed to off itself before she let the shepherd loose, they'd only have to fight it again another day in another body. But if it knew where her personal demon was... 

"Where's Kaalus?" She took another step. This time, Caesar jerked hard enough she nearly lost her grip. He wanted to do his job, the job they were both here for. "Where!"

"He's coming." The demon laughed, a hysterical string of notes with no relation to one another. "He's coming for you."

"Not if I find him first." Angel dropped the lead. 

Caesar streaked into action, launching his 120 pounds straight into the demon's chest. They fell backwards, and for a second, Angel feared the damn thing would brain itself on impact. She held her breath as the dog shifted its full weight onto the once-man's chest. There. The legs still kicked. The demon twisted and thrashed, and Caesar lifted his muzzle to the heavens and let loose a howl that was both attack and reckoning. Power and vengeance all together. 

Angel closed the gap with clipping steps. She leaned over the dog and stared into the black pits that had once been a human's eyes. Caesar's howl came again, and again, and on the third sounding, she saw it. Black fog leaking from between the lips, oozing from the eyes and ears and sinking, sinking toward the ground and through solid concrete. Back to Hell. To return no more to this earth. 

The warehouse filled with the stamping of boots. Her team was on its way. Lacey Jones was safe, and one more parasite had been dealt with for good. Angel stood, stretching her back, and reached one hand for the soft fur on Caesar's head. Her fingers scruffed him gently, gave him a solid pat.

Not if I find him first. 

She sighed and picked up her leash again. "Good dog." 
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CHAPTER TWO
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Kaalus followed the woman to a narrow alley. He shuffled, twenty paces behind her and still within range of that overpowering flavor.

The gladiator had vanished into the arena's belly, and Kaalus had been kicked and threatened when he'd tried to enter. He'd hovered outside instead, sniffing and riding the euphoria that filled him even now with a taste he could not imagine living without. Now the other half of the source led him into the city's shadows, and Kaalus went in her wake like a bee riding the scent of its favorite flower.

She'd come to the sub-level entrance after Kaalus had suffered his beating. She'd approached the same vicious guards, and instead of turning her away, they'd stood aside and allowed her passage. Her stola was made from fine cloth, her dark hair wound in coils of silver wire, and her aura pulsed with the same flood of intensity as the gladiator's had.

Kaalus waited in the dirt for her to emerge, and when she did, the feelings cloaking her were so dense, so ecstatic, that he nearly lost consciousness. He shuffled through the dust her sandals churned, enraptured. His skin stretched tight and the eye sockets where his true nature was hardest to mask became twin pits in his borrowed face. No way to hide it now that the hunt was in full fervor. When the woman turned into alleys usually avoided by a citizen of her status, Kaalus purred inside his frenzied mind.

He tailed her at a greater distance then, certain he would not, could not, lose her. The scent would tie them together as surely as it held her to her gladiator, even across half a city.

The demon hunkered inside the mouth of the alley, adopting a beggar's pose. His head hung forward, but with a twist of the neck, he marked which door she stopped at. His ears picked out the clinking of coins being exchanged. Low voices and the door closed again. The alley was vacant. 

Kaalus waited. He hugged his rags to his bones and let the faint sensations wafting off the woman lend him patience. He could still feel her, and he knew without understanding why that the gladiator would come. Before the firm slap of sandals announced the arrival, Kaalus felt the wash of emotion that sparked like furious lightning between the two.

He trembled with it, and when the huge man passed him, Kaalus had to dig trenches in his calves with dirty fingernails to keep himself from leaping at the man. He waited, hugging his burning legs and rocking from side to side, while the gladiator knocked on the door. When it had shut them both inside, the demon inhaled and rose with more strength than his human body had ever possessed. He drove it now without concern for its durability. The limbs snapped to attention and joints crackled. Kaalus marched the shell he had no more use for to the room where his quarry waited. 

At the door, he paused long enough to feel for them. Together, ten times as potent as on their own, infinitely more delectable. Kaalus rapped hard enough to split the skin on his knuckles. He sucked in a breath that sent his body into a coughing fit. The demon tamped it off, closed the airway and let the burning in his lungs give him strength. 

Close enough. Almost ready. 

When the door opened, he pounced, flinging his feeble, half-starved body at the keeper of what he assumed was a brothel. He'd have a knife, either way. No one answered the door in an alley like this without being armed. Pain in his side proved his theory correct. A hot agony lanced through the nerves and brain of his host, but Kaalus was already on the move, only experiencing the pain as a distant satiation of his baser hunger for sensation.

He slipped free of the physical as the body fell like a stone, inanimate, bleeding from a gash that should have taken many more minutes to kill. Then again, it had been dead from the moment a demon evicted its previous owner.

Kaalus forgot it. He floated free and stretched his existence like a cat which had long slept in the sun. Like this, none could see him save for another demon or one of the hounds he'd sworn to leave unmolested. Like this he was invulnerable, powerful. But as much as he desired to remain himself, the need to feed drove him to seek another host. 

This time, there was no question where he'd go. 

The gladiator's tide of emotional reaction still hung in the air. Out of his physical prison, Kaalus found it even more easily. It filled the dim interior of the hovel brothel, winding through the hallways and between rooms that stank of lesser pleasures. The demon swam up the current of feeling. He passed through clay walls and over occupants in various stages of copulation without sampling the thick lust, fear, and shame in the air. 

He'd had enough of all of these for his long lifetime. Instead, he fixated on the gladiator and his mate, shot like an arrow into the midst of their tryst, and hovered above the pallet where they sat together. Their emotions spun him in a dizzying circle, an updraft of raw union. They hadn't even removed their clothing, and the power of it burned at Kaalus's edges. 

He needed it. More than that, he needed to be it. 

The instinct went as deep as creation. The soulless craved experience, and this, as far as Kaalus could tell, was the fountainhead of all experience. He struggled against the onslaught. The sudden filling of his emptiness that left him drunk and disoriented, but it pressed him nearer as well, and he found the woman's mind, the sweet thickness of her soul, and pushed.

If she fought him, it was only a flash, a surprised reflex that Kaalus brushed aside as easily as a gnat. Her soul resisted with a brief tension, but the demon tore it free and cast it on the wind. A human soul required a host to flourish, and as he slid catlike into the woman's shell, he felt her death, tasted it, and considered that sweetness an appetizer for the next course. He turned her head, blinked her eyes, and reached for the gladiator with both his essence and the dead woman's hands. 

And it was all wrong. 

No sooner than he'd settled into the woman's body, the glorious sensation evaporated. Kaalus twitched her stolen fingers, and the gladiator frowned down at him. It was gone, gone and dead and he'd bungled everything. The brawny man touched him and frowned all the deeper. He recoiled from Kaalus, blinking, shaking his head and his body in a series of fierce shudders.

The demon sighed. He'd ruined it, and yet he could still taste it in memory, still find it again, he supposed. If he looked hard enough, if he waited long enough. If Kaalus was anything at all, he was patient. He smiled in the face of the gladiator's confusion, and he reached for the slender dagger tucked into the woman's belt. One strike, slick as a whetstone and fast as an adder, and he drew the blade and ran it, deep and clean, across his stolen throat.

#
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"GET THE BODY SORTED out before PD shows up." Angel scuffed her shoe against the concrete and ran her fingers through the fur on Caesar's neck. "And explain to her what comes next."

The team leaped into action, and Angel had to stifle a snap of irritation. She'd never meant to be part of a group mission, let alone lead one, but Max had taken over headquarters after Winston retired, and the shithead had given her command of his team whether she wanted it or not. 

Frank and Viv were new enough to the program, and close enough to friends, that she felt comfortable around them. Well, as comfortable as she ever felt around a human being. But Duncan and Alyssa were Max's. They knew the drills and they knew what a leader was supposed to act like. Every time they glanced in her direction, she imagined them comparing her to the program head. And she imagined herself coming up short every time. 

At the moment, they tended to the victim of the latest attack. She'd be shaken for a long time, but Lacey Jones's twin soul still lived. He'd be arriving with Viv and Frank any second. They'd gotten lucky. 

Angel closed her eyes. As always happened after contact with a demon, she heard another voice pleading, a voice that clawed at her insides. Please, baby. Don't do it. Her fingers curled into knots. Caesar whined. It's still me, baby. It's me. 

A metal door slammed, jarring her out of the vision. Across the warehouse, Frank Adams held the door open for his soulmate. Angel turned her back to them. She'd given her orders, and the team could handle wrap-up without her. She tugged Caesar’s leash, marched back to the rear door, and escaped as quietly as she'd first entered.

The crisp air brought relief, made her shiver until her teeth rattled and reminded her that life was hard and not every story ended with the demon bleeding out on a concrete floor. Reminded her that no matter how the bastard wearing her love's body had pleaded, it hadn't been Rachel. It hadn't been her twin she'd shot. 

Caesar sat on her foot, leaned his full weight against her leg and whined again. 

"I'm all right, boy."

The shepherd stretched his nose up, butted her with his narrow head and gave her a look that said quite clearly, "Like hell you are."

Before she could sink to arguing with her dog, the cell strapped to her hip brattled. Angel un-holstered it as smoothly as she'd drawn her gun and answered. "What do you want?"

"Is that the way you answer the phone?" Maxwell's deep voice drove the cell away from her ear. 

"Damn right it is. And the answer's no regardless."

"I need your report." His tone shifted, turned stony enough to tell her that he'd pulled authority only to change the subject. 

Angel humored him. "We got it."

"Thank god."

"Team is dealing with the details. Local PD shouldn't be a problem."

"Maybe. You're not in Corduroy, Angel."

"I know where the hell I am, Max. And we know how to build a damn story."

"I know you do." He softened, and she heard his sigh, imagined him rubbing the center of his forehead in frustration. "I need you to come up for..."

"No."

Maxwell growled loud enough that Caesar's ears perked. "I need you."

"I'm not going anywhere near that thing, Max. Not unless you're gonna let me send it back where it came from." The crazy decision to hold a demon at headquarters would end in tragedy, and nothing he was going to say next could convince her otherwise. "It's a stupid ass plan, and it hasn't netted you anything."

"Not yet."

"Well I'm not playing with it for you."

"I don't want you to." 

It was a damn lie and they both knew it. 

"I need Caesar for breeding." 

"Sure you do."

"One of Alex's pups is in heat. The bitch Ayden's been working with."

Angel cursed under her breath, loud enough for Max to hear and know he'd gotten to her. Alex's last litter was a source of pride for all of them, and she'd known Winston meant to breed Caesar in this generation, but she also knew Maxwell was using that fact against her. And it stunk. 

"Is she standing yet?"

"Should be this week."

"Dog'll go into another heat, Max. It's not the end of the world."

"Ayden would like to see you, too."

Damn him. Damn them both and damn herself for giving a shit. She knew better than to attach to people. Now she had liabilities. Chinks that Max was too good at exploiting. 

"I'll think about it."

"Let me know when you decide, and I'll send the plane." He hung up before she could argue, before she could point out that she might decide not to come. 

"Bastard." Angel kicked at the asphalt and turned her head to the stars. Caesar leaned into her, thumping his tail as if to agree with Maxwell. "Well, of course you'd want to go." 

In the distance, the first wailing of police sirens called out their approach. Time to handle business first. Time to hand over the scene to the mundane authorities and get her crew out and away before there was time for questions. They'd done good here. 

Angel tightened Caesar's lead and headed back to the door, to her team, knowing Max would win. She'd get her ass up to headquarters, and eventually, she'd have to face their stupid demon. Not hers, but one that they'd let live, let linger when any dog in the place could have sent it packing. 

She'd taken care of one more tonight, and that was enough. Tonight, Lacey Jones and her twin soul would sleep easily, safely. It meant something. 

Even if Angel hadn't slept easily in years. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER THREE
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They'd met in college. Angel had been guarded, not fully out of the closet and in the process of defining herself. Rachel, on the other hand, always knew exactly who she wanted to be. She'd walked into Angel's life on a drizzly, overcast Saturday, walked into the campus library with her hair stuffed haphazardly into a scrunchie and her arms full of textbooks. 

And the air had danced like lightning striking. 

"I already know you, Angel. I've always known you."

"I almost remember." 

Soft fingers tracing circles across her shoulders, running along her arms and twining together with her own. Lightning, a dance of sparks and trembling energy.

"I remember how this feels."

The courtship had taken seconds, bolstered by that sense of familiarity, the overpowering feeling of fate. They belonged together. The lightning proved it. 

When Rachel's brother moved from upstate, they'd opened their home to him. When Rachel found him bleeding out in their bathtub, Angel had been right beside her. And when the lightning died, she'd believed it was grief, believed it might come back at any moment, believed anything except the truth. Not until it was staring her in the face with empty, hollowed out eye sockets. 

It's still me, baby. Please.

The fingers reaching for her were no longer Rachel's. They curved like claws, somehow stretched and knobby beneath Rachel's skin. The eyes had been like holes, like pits that might swallow everything. That had swallowed it. The gun in Angel’s hands was solid, heavy and cool as ice. 

Please. It's me.

She'd closed her eyes when she fired. It was a stupid, dangerous thing to do. Not seeing the bullet hit hadn't made Rachel any less dead. It hadn't muffled the sound, the soft impact and the sudden intake of breath that sounded, only at that moment, exactly like Rachel had. 

But it hadn't been Rachel. It hadn't been. Rachel had died with her brother's suicide. She'd died when the demon left his corpse and stole her body. 

A waterfall of silky hair, falling in slow motion. A sickening crack as the skull hit the floor. An unnatural angle of the neck, a pool of blood around Rachel's favorite sweatshirt. And the eyes had shifted back, damn them. Afterwards, it had been Rachel's eyes that stared up at her, lifeless.

Where had the pits gone?

In memory, Angel stared down at her lover's body and knew she'd done the right thing. In dreams, the eyes blinked and cried from their corners. Why'd you do it, baby. Why'd you hurt me?

The accusations came from all sides, an echoing voice that broadcast from the nightmare's farthest corners. It hissed like the demon, but it whispered in Rachel's voice. What if I was still in there? 

In the dream, the gunshot fired again and again even though it had only taken one bullet. The report sounded, over and over, and the voice accused her from the darkness. What if?

Angel sat bolt upright.

The couch creaked, and a tinkle of glass answered her movement. She fished with one hand for the bottle, wrapped her fingers around the neck and then lifted the thing to the light and jiggled it as if she could shake more booze out of the empty. 

"Caesar!" Angel half growled the call, cleared her throat and managed to summon the dog on the second try.
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