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        A kidnapped angel of death. A taunting challenge.

        A return to Hell.

        Jack faces his greatest fear.

      

        

      
        Temptations. Sabotage on the show’s set.

        An offer Jack can’t refuse.

        Talia fears losing her new husband to his old life.

      

        

      
        Confronting their fears, Jack and Talia go to war.

        Alongside Azrael, they assault the Gates of Hell.

        To save a redeemed angel in…The Celestial Couples Show

      

      

      
        
        As Lucifer’s dark vengeance takes shape, Jack, Talia and Azrael go to war to save Berith after Lucifer drags her off to Hell. Taunting Jack to come save her. Jack and Talia accept Lucifer’s challenge, forcing them to face old fears and Lucifer’s new first lieutenant as they prepare to storm Hell’s Gates alongside Azrael.

      

        

      
        Back on Earth, rumors fly about Jack as drugs appear on set, cast and crew convinced he’s returning to his old, egotistical persona. Talia fears she will lose him to his old life as Jack must choose between his old show—with all its vices and demons—and his current show that has become the victim of its own success.

      

        

      
        Talia and Jack must take back the Book of Secrets  and rescue Berith. Otherwise, Lucifer’s nefarious plan might cost humanity everything in…The Celestial Couples Show
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        Get Isabel’s Tears FREE for joining the Mailing List!

      

        

      
        Don’t miss another book by Lisa Silverthorne!

        Subscribe for news on my new book releases.

        No spam or wasting your valuable time.

        Only occasional book releases and special fiction promotions.
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      Jack Casey knew it was a dream. But behind the horrifying torrent of Hell images, Berith was warning him not to try and rescue her from Hell. And to stay far away.

      Either way, it made him recoil.

      Tossing and turning in the dark, unfamiliar set trailer bedroom, wearing only green boxer briefs, he tried to shove away the sweltering visceral heat, the stink of brimstone, and the constant roaring wail of damned souls that echoed above the ubiquitous snap of whips.

      He was drowning in a sea of red-eyed demons leering back at him.

      Flinching with every biting crack of the whip, he remembered the lash endlessly cutting into his flesh, shredding his clothes. Felt the deep, burning ache that never left his skin—or his heart—down there in Hell.

      “Talia!” he shouted, unsure if his call was out loud or just in the nightmare.

      Seas of those glowing red demon eyes surrounding him were seared into his memory, haunting him. Even now. They burned like embers through the shadows. In the dark, rocky crevices. Along the dim, ruddy gleam of steaming lava rivers that gave Hell’s cavernous depths a lurid neon glow, deepening the shadows—and his despair.

      Dense, suffocating heat pressed against his body, weighing him down, his clothes heavy and wet with sweat. Hanging in tatters. With every heated breath, his lungs ached, every inhale and exhale singeing his insides, and his heart broke at being so far away from Talia.

      “Talia!” His voice echoed through the caverns, lost again in the wail of souls.

      He shifted again in the bed, trying to escape the heat and the pain and the images. And that constant feeling of being watched, of being hunted and cornered, had persisted long after he’d escaped Lucifer’s domain. In Hell, his every movement had been on display, like the cage fights he’d endured.

      Sweat slicked his body as he struggled against the covers, breath huffing as he fought against the barrage of images that rushed at him like a bad acid trip. Like those flaked-out parties at Lare’s beach house. Dredging up out-of-focus, hazy memories of distorted figures tangling around him until he couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t focus. Couldn’t move.

      Everything tilted. Like when a bad trip spiraled into an overdose. Everything hurt. Slowing. Fading. Blacking out.

      He tried to shout again. Couldn’t.

      But in that nothingness, those crystal-clear memories flooded over him in waves of torture, pain, and anguish. The ones that he’d blocked out since escaping Hell. Stored and kept out of focus deep inside his head, right beside those distorted—and missing—beach house party memories. Those unnerving flashes of demons and horns after he’d woken up beside Rachel. Without his clothes.

      Sparks of things that he didn’t want to remember. Couldn’t face even then. All this time, he’d hoped that all of the memories would somehow disappear and he wouldn’t have to deal with them.

      Ever.

      Things he couldn’t give voice to, things he’d never even told Talia. Things he couldn’t tell her. Or himself. Much less face.

      Jack!

      The lyrical alto voice was sharp. Crystalline. Angelic. It was Berith!

      Desperate. Despairing. Determined.

      Jack!

      She shouted in his ear and her voice filled his entire being.

      Do NOT try and rescue me. It’s you that Lucifer wants—and I don’t know why. Stay away or he’ll consume you! Stay. Away. You can’t save me this time…it’s too late. Tell Azrael—that I love him. For eternity.

      Abruptly, Berith’s warm and kind mothering presence melted into a blistering wave of hatred and vengeance as he felt Lucifer wrest control from her.

      And takeover his dream.

      Sympathy for the Devil screeched through his head, electric guitars wild and distorted against the staccato beat of drums that pulsed through his bloodstream.

      His heart raced, breaths coming in gasps. His skin burned, temples pounding. Chills roiled across his body that shook in time to the drums and guitar riffs. And he thought his heart might explode.

      Hello, Jack! Welcome home. I’ve set up a brand-new rack in your honor. Can’t wait to beat the life out of you. And drench the ground with your blood. Every last drop. Until I consume your soul.

      You will be mine again, Jack. Soon. So very soon. Can’t wait for your arrival.

      Lucifer’s dark laughter spiraled around him, stirring up all of Hell’s memories that Jack had suppressed.

      Gut-wrenching images flooded his brain, blazing through him all at once like a California wildfire. Lucifer’s laughter intensified as everything went up in flames around Jack. Blistering. Searing. Suffocating.

      Oh, and Jack…those memories at the beach house…the horns—the bedroom…that was me.

      Lucifer’s malevolent laughter was caustic.

      Horrified, Jack recoiled. It was the realization he’d felt deep in his soul, but couldn’t bring himself to say out loud. Or ask.

      Those fleeting pictures of waking up naked in bed with Rachel and—he shuddered—those shadowy flashes of horns and demons… He felt the grim dread deep in his soul that it had been Lucifer.

      God, he felt sick all over.

      Smothering heat mixed with the cloying stink of sulfur and ozone. He was drowning in lava and demons. And screaming as he jerked up from the bed, queasy, drenched in sweat, and hurting all over.

      He grabbed the small grey trashcan near the bed and threw up in it, his stomach heaving only air. When the dry heaves subsided, he set down the trashcan and stared around the dark room, shades still down. He stared into the abyssal darkness until the room began to look almost familiar again.

      He was still at the studio. In his and Talia’s set trailer beside Studio 22 at Four Acre Studios in Burbank.

      In the pre-dawn greyness, the trailer’s modern bedroom took shape around him. Taupe, grey, and white with lacquered cabinets. His sweat-slicked skin was chilled, his mouth dry, his gut hurting.

      Disoriented, he searched through the darkness for something he recognized. For Talia’s comfort that he needed more than ever at this moment. But he was alone in the queen-sized bed, wearing only boxer briefs, his blond hair drenched, and his face a mask of sweat.

      The grey and white comforter lay crumpled on the floor. Crisp white sheets smelling of sunlight were tangled around him as the world buzzed with a cacophony of noises that had become one dull roar he couldn’t separate into things. Until, at last, he realized that the buzzing rumble was his cell phone lying on the nightstand beside the bed.

      Vibrating. Screeching out Sympathy for the Devil.

      His blood turned to ice.

      “Jack!”

      Talia’s musical soprano voice cut through his turmoil. He realized that he was finally awake. His phone was really ringing.

      And it was Lucifer.

      The soft gold light of Talia’s halo warmed the room as she moved toward the bed.

      “Jack, don’t answer it,” she whispered.

      But he’d already grabbed the phone off the nightstand. With shaking hands, he answered the video call.

      Lucifer’s blond hair was a tangle of sunlit golden curls, blue eyes hypnotic against a white hoodie over a grey SanFran Confidential T-shirt, and faded jeans.

      “You bastard,” Jack growled, glaring at the screen, his voice scratchy and thin.

      Talia was beside him now, sitting on the side of the bed, hands kneading his bare shoulders. His skin had turned to gooseflesh and he had to fight to keep his teeth from chattering.

      “And it’s good to hear from you, too, Jack,” said Lucifer, smiling through his steepled fingers, sounding so smug. “Sleep well?”

      Lucifer’s laughter was thick. Dark. Mocking. Like his tone of voice, so precise and enthusiastic. Cheerful. British. But so damned arrogant with dark, dark undercurrents.

      “What do you want?” Jack demanded, his gaze steely as he tried to control his shaking and the panic rising inside him.

      At the revelation that his nightmares—and Berith’s warnings—had been real. Every. Single. Moment.

      “You really are grumpy in the mornings, Jack,” said Lucifer, his smile broadening into a grin as he leaned back in a white leather chair, hands behind his head. “Even grumpier than you were here—if that’s possible.” Lucifer clicked his tongue and abruptly leaned back toward the screen again, letting his arms fall into his lap. “What’s the matter, Jack? Have a bad dream? Show not going well? Run out of those horrid toaster pastries again? You really should stock up on those if it makes you that irritable.”

      “I said!” Jack shouted, “what do you want?”

      Jack felt Talia’s arms slide around him protectively. She had no idea how her touch was holding him together right now. He fought down his rising panic, trying to take deep, measured breaths and not show Lucifer how unnerved he felt at this moment.

      He stared down the King of Hell, challenge white-hot in his game face as he struggled to hold it in place.

      “No jokes, Jack?”

      The light-hearted glow in Lucifer’s tranquil blue eyes began to fade into a stormy, piercing stare as the smile slid from his face.

      “You know what I want. Jack.” Lucifer didn’t blink. “Tick tock. Tick. Tock. Berith’s time is fleeting. I didn’t think you were man enough to actually return to Hell. Afraid of my restored powers?”

      Jack glared at him. “I’ll match my seraphim powers with yours any day, Lucifer. Try me.”

      “Jack, don’t,” Talia whispered.

      That deadly twinkle lit Lucifer’s dangerous gaze.

      “Berith doesn’t have time to waste, Jack. Hoping that a coward like you will muster enough false courage to come save her. Perhaps a line or two of cocaine—that is your poison, isn’t it—will bolster your courage? Like it used to, Jack. Remember?” That vicious, charming smile returned. “At those beach house parties. I remember.” He chuckled. “And so do you now. Don’t you?”

      Jack swallowed the panicked gasp that tried to escape through his gritted teeth. He did his best to hold onto his game face that was already slipping, the horror of those memories sizzling through his brain now.

      “Don’t you worry, Luci,” he said, forcing a smile. “Party’s just getting started. And I wouldn’t miss it for all the flake in the world. Neither would Azrael and Talia. And hey—I’ll bring the tunes. Got an awesome demon-splattering playlist I can’t wait to play for you. Along with a shit-ton of murder marbles. Enough for everyone, I promise. So, dust off your dance floor, dude. I’ve got some new moves that are gonna rock your world, you colossal douchebag.”

      He reached down and cleared the connection. Hanging up on Lucifer for a change. Felt good.

      “Jack!” Talia cried. “What did you just do?”

      He collapsed onto the bed, shaking, the chills shuddering through him as his breaths came in gulping gasps.

      “About time I hung up on him for once.”

      His stomach lurched. He scrambled up from the bed and grabbed the trashcan again. Heaving into it. But only air came up.

      “Jack, what is it? What’s wrong?” Talia blinked in front of him, dropping down on her knees and putting her arms around his waist.

      His game face fled and he couldn’t stop his face from scrunching into an anguished frown. What would she think of him when she found out what really happened at Winter’s Revenge in Malibu? After he’d been blacked out on flake.

      The awakened memories made him sick all over and he gagged.

      Gently, she took the trashcan that he’d been white-knuckling and set it beside the nightstand. She held his hands, her luminous grey eyes lit with fear and worry.

      “Talia, I…I…”

      His mouth bobbed open, but he couldn’t pull it all into a coherent sentence. Or even twelve.

      Talia’s wings curved around him as she held him in her arms.

      “You’re shaking,” she said. “Tell me what’s wrong. It’s more than that phone call from Lucifer. You were having terrible dreams. What is it, Jack?”

      Every word hurt. “The beach house, Tal—” He stuttered through more gulping breaths, the shakes coming in tremors now.

      She held him closer, wings cradling him.

      “What about the beach house?” she asked in a soft voice.

      God, he didn’t want to say it out loud. Didn’t want to make it real instead of a shadowy figment of a flake-fueled hallucination. A what if. Just a distant but unlikely possibility. But if he was remembering those moments now, wouldn’t they already be appearing in his damned Book of Life and Death? Penned there by Pravuil. Affirming that they were real.

      He shuddered. And they were about Lucifer.

      “The memories,” he hissed, sucking in another quick breath. “They’re all coming back.”

      “The blacked-out things you couldn’t remember?” she asked in a patient voice.

      He nodded and her arms tightened around him.

      “Oh, God, Talia,” he moaned.

      She stroked his hair, the gold light of her halo merging with his. “Jack…what happened to you in that room?”

      “In the bed, Talia,” he said through gritted teeth, his voice so small and raw. “It was him.”

      For several long, aching moments, she didn’t say anything.

      “Lucifer!” he spat.

      She forced him to look at her, holding him steady. “Lucifer put that memory in your head just now.”

      He shook his head. “No, he was at the beach house. In that bedroom⁠—”

      “Jack, it was the dream,” she said, her voice rising. “He planted those images in your head through the dream. Using your hazy memories against you. It’s what he does.”

      Jack winced. “But how can I ever be sure?”

      The silence was deafening.

      “Rachel,” Talia said finally as she enfolded him in her arms again until he felt the beat of her angel heart against his chest, felt the warmth of her human soul enveloping him. Calming him. “Jack, Rachel knows what happened to you at those parties. She’ll tell you the truth.”

      He didn’t fully trust Rachel, even now, but maybe because he’d saved her, she’d tell him the truth.

      “What about my book?” he asked in a hoarse voice. “Is it in Pravuil’s book about me now? For every angel of death to read?”

      “Your Book of Life and Death?” she asked.

      He nodded against her midnight curls that smelled like roses and rainwater.

      “I’ll find out,” she said. “After you’ve had some more sleep.”

      He pulled away, shaking his head. “After those nightmares and Face-timing Lucifer, I’m not gonna sleep for a long time.”

      Talia picked up the comforter off the floor and draped it across the bed again. After untangling the sheets, she sat him down on the bed and crawled in beside him.

      “Let’s go back to bed, Mr. Casey,” she said, fingers tracing across his shoulders and down his chest.

      He let her pull him under the covers. Still shaking, he snuggled against her, his wings and body feeling weary. Heavy. Broken. And not knowing whether Lucifer had planted that memory in his head gnawed at him.

      Along with Berith’s warning.

      “Talia, Berith told me not to try and rescue her.”

      “When?” Talia asked.

      “She spoke to me in my dream, but Lucifer hijacked it.”

      Again, Talia was quiet for several moments.

      “You’re sure it was Berith?” Talia asked finally.

      He nodded against the silky black waves of her hair. “She told me that Lucifer was after me not her. And…” He sighed. “To tell Azrael she loved him. For eternity.”

      Talia pulled in a heavy breath. “Then it was a warning from her. To keep you away. To say goodbye to Azrael.”

      “Like it’s a big secret that Lucifer’s after me?” he replied. “Doesn’t matter. I’m going after her, Talia.”

      “We’re going after her, Mr. Casey,” Talia corrected him.

      He couldn’t hold back his grin. “Marrying you was the best decision I ever made, Mrs. Casey.”

      He kissed her, stroking her face as he laid his head against her shoulder.

      “Loving you was the best decision of my existence, Jack Casey,” she said, snuggling against him. “Now, sleep. We have to be on set early today.”

      Nodding, he tried to let go of the horrors that had sprung out of his nightmares and the dread and worry knotting his gut. He had to get to Berith fast. Before Lucifer extinguished her life force and returned his attention to hunting Jack again. But first, Jack needed to ask Rachel what really happened in the Breckinridge Suite.

      He had to know if Lucifer was lying. He had to.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Not long after the alarm rang and Jack climbed into the shower, the entire trailer filled with light. Not someone had turned on every light in the place kind of light. More like someone had poured light into every corner and crevice and painted the trailer, floor to ceiling, in warm, radiant light.

      That only an archangel gave off.

      Jack wrapped a grey towel around his waist and with damp hair, he padded barefoot into the bedroom in the wake of Archangel Azrael’s angelic light. He had his back to Jack, Talia standing in front of him. His wings were unfolded to their full wingspan, halo spinning with red-gold light. But Jack couldn’t hear what they were saying. Damned angel notes.

      Talia’s gaze abruptly shifted to him, causing Azrael to turn around.

      “Jack!” Azrael cried and grabbed him by the shoulders. “I came as soon as I heard!”

      “Heard what, archangel?” he asked, shaking his head.

      Azrael cast a forlorn look at Talia and then fixed Jack with his tough, unaffected archangel stare. But his massive, soot-colored wings drooped against his shoulders, silvery black hair unusually disheveled.

      The archangel couldn’t hide that he was hurting. Or how much he loved Berith.

      After enduring millennia without her, expecting it to be forever, she came back to him. Only to have that douche-canoe, Lucifer snatch her away from him again.

      Despite his marble exterior, pain radiated from every feature of the archangel’s face. Even the dude’s red-gold halo looked pale and washed out.

      “Berith contacted you,” said the archangel, her name aching on his lips.

      Jack smashed his eyes closed. Of course. The archangel hadn’t dropped in for a visit. Azrael wanted to know what he saw.

      “The dream—sorry.”

      “Jack, what did she say to you?” Azrael’s grip on his shoulders tightened. “Tell me…please.”

      “She was adamant, archangel,” he said, trying to make her message clear. “She said not to try and rescue her.”

      Even as he ramped up to tell his account, he felt his words stabbing the archangel in the heart. Azrael’s face pinched, mouth pressing into a tight line.

      “Why?” he asked.

      Jack bowed his head, hands on the towel around his waist.

      “She said it was me that Lucifer was really after.” Each word was an apology. “She said he’d consume me.” His heart twisted into a knot. “Azrael, she said I couldn’t save her this time.  That it’s too late now.”

      Azrael’s shoulders slumped, his charcoal grey eyes losing their radiance.

      “She said to tell you that she loved you, Azrael. For eternity.”

      That was the final blow that made the archangel’s knees buckle. He grabbed hold of the lacquered taupe dresser and eased himself onto a wooden chair beside it. He stared past Talia now, the pain etched into his face.

      “Then it’s over,” Azrael lamented and laid his hand against his forehead. “I’ve lost her again—this time for eternity. I’m too late to save her.”

      Jack understood that pain. He’d felt it when Erica Thomlin fired that gun and Talia stepped in front of him. He’d felt it again at the beach house when Lucifer dragged him off to Hell. And he’d felt it a third time when he had to wipe Talia’s memories to save her from Vassago, knowing she wouldn’t remember him—or that she loved him. Worst pain he’d ever felt and he hoped he never felt it again.

      He moved over to the wilted archangel and gripped Azrael’s forearm.

      “And that’s why we’re gonna ignore that warning and storm Hell’s Gates anyway.”

      Talia was beside him now, an arm around his waist, holding him close.

      Confused, Azrael frowned, shaking his head as he glanced from Talia to Jack. “What? But Berith said Lucifer planned to capture you, Jack.”

      Jack scoffed. “Like that’s a big revelation? It’s old news and I’m still going after Berith.”

      Azrael looked alarmed now. “Jack, no! I won’t risk your life and immortal soul by delivering you to Lucifer in Hell.”

      “It’s my risk, dude,” he said, a hand against his bare chest. “And I’m taking it no matter what you say. Berith deserved that chance at redemption. At love. I’m not gonna let Luci stomp all over it because he’s jelly that dad let Berith move back home and not him.”

      Azrael was smiling now.

      “Besides,” said Jack, moving out of the way as Azrael stood up, those huge soot-grey wings expanding again. “Berith’s the mom I never had. I’d do anything for her.” His voice got all tight and quiet. “And you, archangel.”

      Those charcoal eyes went from steely to watery. Azrael looked moved by his statement, but it was true. Azrael had done a lot for him. It was time he returned the favor.

      Talia pulled Jack into an embrace and he wrapped her in his arms.

      “So, we’re agreed?” Jack asked, glancing from Talia to Azrael. “We’re still gonna crash Luci’s party? With every uninvited guest we can muster.”

      Azrael nodded. “When you put it like that, Jack,” he said, holding out his arms. “How can I disagree?”

      “But Lucifer’s up to something, archangel,” he said, his tone darkening. “I don’t know what he’s after, but it’s more than petty vengeance against me.”

      Azrael’s brow furrowed and he cast an unsettled look at Talia.

      “Explain, Jack,” said the archangel.

      Jack shrugged. “We all know the dude relishes his petty vengeance, but this is much, much more than that. And I can’t figure out what he’s after. Or why he’s so focused on dragging my ass back to Hell. He says it’s because he wants to murder me personally, but I’m not buying it. Why have me, Berith, and the Book of Secrets? Doesn’t make sense. Besides, those three things don’t exactly go together.”

      “Jack’s right,” said Talia, slipping her arms across his bare chest, turning his skin to gooseflesh. “What’s the connection between Berith, Jack, and the Book of Secrets? We still need to figure that out.”

      Azrael shook his head, hands on his hips. “It doesn’t make much sense, does it? Especially when you toss in the rare transference power. Why all of those things? Why now? He’s locked in Hell even if his tether breaks because Abaddon still holds the key. The Book of Creation is out of his reach and he can’t awaken any of those powers in the Book of Secrets.”

      “I thought only the Maker could break the first seal on the Book of Creation,” said Talia.

      Azrael nodded. “That’s correct, Talia. If Lucifer had stayed the Light Bringer, God’s left hand, he may have had the power to destroy the Book of Creation and break the first seal. According to Pravuil anyway. But Lucifer lost that standing when he fell from Heaven.”

      A knock thrummed through the studio trailer.

      Startled, Jack glanced at the clock. It was after seven. First reminder that they had a set call in thirty minutes. He glanced down at the towel he was wearing. He hadn’t even dried his hair yet.

      “Dude, we’ve gotta go,” said Jack. “Herb’s expecting us on set at seven-thirty. First day of filming today.”

      “Go ahead and get dressed, Jack,” said Azrael, motioning him toward the bathroom. “And thank you.”

      Jack gave him a sharp nod and headed back into the bathroom.

      “Talia,” said Azrael, his attention returning to his right hand angel of death. “Pravuil needs you to return to Heaven right away. He said it was about the transference power. And if you see Kesien, tell him to return to Eolowen immediately. On my order.”

      “Kesien?” Talia replied in surprise. “He’s not training with the guard?”

      “He disappeared while on patrol. Muriel’s fuming and Deemah’s furious. I can’t protect him from Muriel’s wrath for long.”

      With a rush of air, Azrael blinked through the ceiling, wings whispering as the trailer went dark again.
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      Azrael would be furious at him for slipping away from his patrol duties. But right now, the archangel of death was down on Earth, shaken and preoccupied with Lucifer throwing down a challenge to Jack Casey. After taking Berith right off the steps of Eolowen and dragging her back to Hell alongside the Book of Secrets. Challenging Jack to come and get her.

      In Hell.

      With Azrael down on Earth, the archangel couldn’t deny him this unexpected mission. Besides, he couldn’t let this chance slip through his fingers, permission or not. He’d take this one on alone, without his squad—or Deemah—backing him up. It was too dangerous and he didn’t want to be responsible for extinguishing the light of one more angel of death.

      Muriel, acting commander of the guard in Azrael’s—and Talia’s—absence, probably knew that he had vanished from his patrol by now. Muriel would be furious at him for risking his life and abandoning his post.

      As would Deemah. She wanted to bring them all to justice. After all, they were her former guard, too. But it was too dangerous. This way, he could atone for his lapse in judgment that had led to dozens and dozens of death angels’ lights being extinguished by Samael and his guard.

      She would get her chance when he went after Samael, but Asmodeus was a dangerous, more immediate threat.

      He hadn’t planned to slip away from his patrol or defy the archangel. But when he saw Asmodeus, masked in shadows at the crossroads, Kesien knew that he had to follow the Hell prince. Find out what he was doing. Where he was going. And what he was after.

      Somehow, Kesien had to protect the other angels from this monster.

      No one would come looking for him yet, so he still had a little time. Muriel was too busy preparing the guard for the descent into Hell. And the assault on the Gates. No one, including the Maker’s Scribe, knew where Lucifer’s gauntlet would lead yet. Including his target: Jack Casey.

      And that made this whole situation terrifying. One thing was certain though: Asmodeus was handling Lucifer’s dark agenda. And Kesien had a chance to discover where the Hell prince was going.

      And who he was targeting.

      This might be Heaven’s only chance to discover Asmodeus’ mission. There was no time to report back and ask permission. Besides, his honor demanded that he follow Asmodeus—before he disappeared to wreak havoc in Lucifer’s name. He had to risk Azrael’s wrath and leave his patrol.

      And Asmodeus might lead him to that traitor, Samael and Kesien’s former squad mates: Lix, Pharzus, and Reptev.

      Once, Kesien would have given up his existence to protect Archangel Samael and his former squad.

      Now, he only wanted to bring them to justice. Angels that had trusted their new squad mates from Baladon, treated these rival angels of death as colleagues, as equals after Samael attacked Eolowen again and again. And then those death angels betrayed Azrael’s entire guard at Samael’s request. Joining Lucifer.

      Kesien felt the fury rise within him, sending his gold halo spinning faster as his anger flared. He balled his hands into fists, wings twitching, wanting to rage at Lucifer and Hell and Archangel Samael—every celestial being that had been part of this duplicitous act.

      Kesien’s upper lip curled into a snarl. And now Archangel Samael had released this banished demon monster from Purgatory and set him loose to do horrible things to humanity. A demon so vicious that Lucifer banished him.

      Asmodeus’ second favorite thing was the hunt and he wasn’t particular about his prey either—although he preferred humans. And weaker celestial beings—like Watchers. But the Hell prince had extinguished the lights of dozens and dozens of angels, too. He’d probably hunted too many demons, maybe some archdemons, or killed targets that Lucifer wanted alive.

      Because Asmodeus’ favorite thing was killing.

      Now, this monster was back doing Lucifer’s dirty work while indulging in hunting and killing along the way. Kesien feared what Asmodeus might do on Earth—especially to human, Jack Casey.

      Or to the redeemed angel of death, Berith.

      He knew how much Archangel Azrael loved Berith—the whole guard did—and how Jack Casey saw her as a mother figure. Kesien knew that both Azrael and Jack would stop at nothing to rescue her. Lucifer was counting on that.

      And so was Asmodeus.

      Kesien felt guilty for leaving his patrol without a word, but this couldn’t wait. Asmodeus was too dangerous. And Kesien vowed to bring down this heinous Hell prince, one of Lucifer’s seven princes of Hell. Before he did irreparable damage. As Lucifer’s destroyer. Or as one of the Seven Travelers that would devastate the Earth when the seven seals were broken. But then, the Hell princes became Abaddon’s to battle. When he became the Maker’s Destroyer.

      At least only the Maker could break the first seal, according to the seraphim. Maybe that failsafe would keep this horrible darkness in Hell where it belonged?

      Flying low over the crossroads, Kesien blinked down the road to Hell, soot-grey wings spread wide. The skies darkened, scent of brimstone sharp as the air grew warmer despite the passing clouds that had massed into tall thunderheads. He soared across the storm grey skies. Toward the black abyss that was the entrance to Hell. Following Asmodeus.

      Kesien dimmed his halo and flew low over the thinning foliage and dying trees that dropped dry brown leaves. The dead leaves clattered across the road when the wind rose.

      Ahead, in the growing stormy darkness, Asmodeus, stocky and forbidding, stepped out of the shadows and boldly traveled the road to Hell now. Like he owned it. His shiny black bat wings were in furious motion, thump of wings like thunder. The seven-foot-tall Hell prince looked formidable with pale, dusty red skin and curled horns the color of flames that crowned his head. He craned his neck, looking around in every direction, his long, pointy face scrunched in annoyance.

      Was Asmodeus meeting someone here? Kesien gritted his teeth. Archangel Samael perhaps? To commit more treason against Heaven? Hunt humans—starting with Jack Casey?

      As Kesien edged closer, he saw the anger ignite in Asmodeus’ large dragon-like eyes that were the color of fire. His long, wavy hair the color of mustard seeds whipped against his face as the Hell prince kept glancing over his shoulder and to both sides.

      Kesien froze. Did Asmodeus sense his presence?

      Why would a Hell prince, one of the seven travelers, be looking over his shoulder? The Hell prince’s pace was brisk and his attention kept shifting behind him. Like something pursued him. Or he was afraid of something?

      What did this monster have to fear besides Lucifer?

      When Asmodeus turned away, looking toward the craggy rocks, Kesien landed behind a thick stand of dry brush. He blinked his way along the edge of the hazy road to Hell, keeping distance between him and Asmodeus.

      The wide path snaked down a rolling hillside toward craggy black rocks that broke through the supple earth like charred bones and gouged the blue-grey skies ahead. Thunder rumbled. Lightning flashed in bursts of electric purple as the brimstone scent sharpened, smell of ozone rising as the vegetation thinned out, the air already tainted with dust and ash.

      Asmodeus paused near the rocks, ducking underneath a shadowy outcrop. Just steps before the uneven, rocky trail led downward into a cavern. And deep into a pitch-black abyss that was pure darkness. Leading to the Gates of Hell.

      Kesien blinked closer, behind some scraggly yellow brush about forty feet from Asmodeus, shielding his presence from the Hell prince in the flashes of lightning.

      The Hell prince cast one last look over his shoulder and then held out his hand. Something began to shimmer in his meaty palm, turning into a ruddy sphere of images.

      Kesien crouched low behind the brush, wings flat against his back. Listening. Waiting. Not quite sure what Asmodeus was doing. And he desperately needed to know. For Berith and Jack. He sighed. For Azrael and Talia—Deemah and the guard.

      “Your lackey did his job,” Asmodeus said to the glowing sphere in his big hand. “I’m out, but I think one of those damned angels heard that idiot spouting off to you inside Purgatory. Why don’t you end that sorry excuse for a soldier now? Before he ruins anything else.”

      “Patience, Asmodeus,” said a familiar voice that made Kesien’s wingtips burn. “Everything to its season. Samael is loyal to a fault. He knows who is his master. And how slowly he’ll be taken apart if he betrays me. Unlike you, Asmodeus, who considers betrayal a sport like hunting and killing.”

      Lucifer!

      “For now, Samael still has his uses,” said Lucifer. “As slight as they may be.”

      “Like what? A footstool?”

      “Oh, no—that role is reserved for Jack Casey. Amongst others—if he’s lucky. After I get hold of him, there won’t be much left…even for a footstool.”

      Asmodeus grinned, a mouthful of pointy white teeth looking so unnatural in the dusky mist settling across the road. This Hell prince looked hungry. Ready to eviscerate poor Jack Casey. He feared for the tenacious young human that Talia loved so fervently. He’d done so much for the guard, the world, and Heaven. It made his heart ache.

      And Jack had no idea that this monstrosity was on the way to ambush him. Somehow, he had to warn Jack.

      “Well, I intend to slow him down and confuse the hell out of him,” said Asmodeus, his voice deep and a little raspy. “To get me past those damned seraphim powers. Long enough to immobilize him and drag him back to Hell—after a little fun.”

      “You’re not going down there for fun!” Lucifer’s voice was sharp, his anger rising. “I want you to put pressure on him. Lots of pressure! To return to Hell to save dear, precious Berith.”

      Lucifer glanced sideways and reached out toward something just beyond the image in Asmodeus’ hand. Kesien cringed. No, it was a someone.

      A muffled female voice rang out, but Kesien couldn’t hear her words. But it chilled him to his wingtips. Within those muted sounds, he heard the clear, anxious angel notes. Urging all angels of death to stay away. To keep Jack and Azrael away, too. Warning that when Lucifer set his deadly plan in motion, it could be the end of the Creation. Of Earth.

      Abruptly, the sounds went silent.

      “That’s right, you traitorous harlot,” said Lucifer in a precise and pleasant but lethal tone. Bright. Cheery. Deadly. “After what you’ve done…your existence is forfeit. When I get what I want, I will erase you from existence. Soon.” He laughed, the darkness pouring out. “Very, very soon. And I always get what I want.”

      Asmodeus grinned like he was enjoying Lucifer’s threats, feeding off them, but Kesien was surprised that Lucifer and Asmodeus had missed the surge of crystalline notes that Berith intoned in her highest soprano ranges. And held them, their intensity thrumming through the air like a warning siren.

      Had she disguised them somehow? Or had Lucifer’s fall and tenure in Hell shrank the range of angel notes he could hear?

      Regardless, Kesien worried about how Azrael would react when he heard Berith’s warning. Sound carried, much slower than light, but it was only a matter of time before the notes reached Eolowen.

      And Azrael.

      The archangel would be murderous. And desperate to rescue the angel of death that he had loved for millennia.

      “Asmodeus!” Lucifer shouted, glaring at him through the image that wavered in the demon prince’s heavy hand. “Lean on Jack Casey—as hard as you can. As long as you can. Kidnap him or his angel of death wife. Lure him down here any way you can. I don’t care how…just—get him down here!”

      “Relax, my king,” said Asmodeus with a sharp exhale. “Jack Casey won’t know what hit him. I can handle that little shit, even with seraphim powers. My cherubim shapeshifting skills are the best you’ve ever witnessed. Casey will show up in Hell. I’ll make sure of it.”

      Lucifer’s laughter was piercing as it echoed above the crash of thunder. “Can’t wait for that moment, Asmodeus. Or the one where I kill him again. A pleasure I’ve been denied all these months.”

      Asmodeus glanced around the road, looking behind him and ahead as the road curved sharply to the left. The burly demon laid a hand against his bare, scaly chest.

      “Maybe this will finally prove to you that I’m still fighting for Hell? And finally put me back on your good side again, my king.”

      “Instead of fighting for yourself—or against the other six princes?” Lucifer quipped in a playful tone, but Kesien felt the promise of retaliation beneath it. “Narcissism becomes you, Asmodeus—but only to the point that it doesn’t interfere with my plans. We shall soon see where your loyalties lie, won’t we? And whether this task will earn back your princely crown.” Lucifer paused a moment. “By the way, did you encounter my archdemoness lieutenant along the roads? Zanth?”

      “No, my king,” said Asmodeus, shaking his head. “She hasn’t been seen or felt outside of Purgatory.”

      “Dammit!” Lucifer shouted. “Jack Casey’s going to burn for destroying my new first lieutenant. I’ll make certain he regrets that move every single day when I get him back down here.” He laughed again, the deep, cruel laugh making Kesien’s skin crawl. “Which shall be soon. Very, very soon.”

      Asmodeus sighed and glanced at the road to Hell’s sharp curve and the downward slope into the the subterranean tunnel’s inky blackness.

      “I’ve got cherubim-level powers and I can shapeshift. I will outmatch his seraphim powers, Lucifer—or outlast them. He won’t know what hit him, I promise.”

      “One way or another,” Lucifer said with a growl, “I will have that smart-mouthed, betraying, winged rat back in my hands. Alive. You’d best make sure it’s sooner rather than later, Asmodeus. And that he’s alive. Or you will pay a price, too. A very heavy one. That’s the only reason I’ve agreed to release you from your banishment.”

      Asmodeus glared at the images writhing in his hand. “Me? Why me? I just joined this fight.”

      Lucifer nodded. “Yes. Just like Samael and his guard. After they’ve outlived their usefulness. Like that stupid squad of death angels that he brought with him. They will all wind up on the rack or in the cage—sooner or later. Fail me and you will join them, Hell prince no longer. Now, get down to Earth and handle this, Asmodeus—or I’ll return you to Purgatory to rot amongst the idiot human souls.”

      “Relax, I’m on my way. With one of Samael’s squads helping me. Reptev, Pharzus, and Lix.”

      Reptev? Pharzus and Lix?

      Kesien ignited in rage, his eyes guttering with white flames. His former squad mates were helping this monster hunt down Jack!

      Kesien clenched his hands into fists, the fury trembling through him, wing feathers shaking. It would be the last betrayal they’d ever enact in Lucifer’s name. Or Samael’s.

      He’d see to that.

      A smile curved across Asmodeus’ dusty red, sandpapery face. “Can’t wait to kill Jack Casey.”

      “You’ll do nothing of the sort!” Lucifer’s voice was sharp and feral, surprising Kesien. “That kill is mine! Besides…I need him here and you know it. In Hell. Alive, like we discussed. Kill him and I extinguish you from all existence. Don’t fuck with me, Asmodeus. I am not in the mood.”

      Asmodeus swallowed a breath, as he dropped his arms against his sides. He stared at the shimmery image floating in his palm in silence for a moment as if trying to compose himself. Lucifer’s threats had finally sunk into his thick demon skull. He pulled in a bath and lifted the sphere again.

      “I’ll bring him to Hell like you asked, Lucifer,” he said in a quiet voice.  “You have my word.”

      “Excellent,” said Lucifer who pointed at Asmodeus. “Your existence depends on it, Asmodeus.”

      The image floating in the Hell prince’s fleshy palm disappeared in a puff of smoke. Grumbling, the demon prince turned away from the path leading to Hell. He growled, bat wings stretching wide, and took to the air, flying across the jagged, black rocks.

      Kesien groaned. Toward Earth.

      Was his former squad really down there waiting for Asmodeus, so they could go after Jack?

      Kesien wasn’t strong enough to attack a Hell prince alone, as much as he longed to plunge his Eternean sword into this demon’s chest and watch him turn to vapor, his essence disintegrated by Holy force. Only the seraphim and Abaddon were powerful enough to take this monster down.

      And hopefully, that short list included Talia and Jack Casey. He would gladly help end this monster’s existence for all time.

      Somehow, he had to get to Earth and warn Jack and Talia before Asmodeus arrived. He needed to warn Azrael and the guard. And Talia needed to know that Asmodeus was on his way to drag the love of her life back to Hell.

      With the remnants of his traitorous former guard safely in Hell, Kesien couldn’t pursue them yet. But apparently, his former squad was a different story. He would hunt Archangel Samael another day.

      But it looked like he would finally get his chance at Lix, Reptev, and Pharzus.
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      “Cut!” Herb, the show’s director, stood up from his chair behind the cameras and the dude’s face was as red as the stripes in his dress shirt. “Rachel! I said unscripted. Not whatever you feel like doing! Stick to the script or we’ll be here all night.”

      Set coordinators, Steve Kosinski and Jennifer Collins shrank back, shielding the new script supervisor as Herb stormed onto the set of The Divine Newlyweds Show, shouting, arms flailing. His blue dress pants were as wrinkled as his forehead, black dress shoes ticking across the concrete terrace.

      The set was a sunny summer terrace just past the studio buildings that stood on the edge of a pond and some woods owned by Four Acre Studios. The terrace set had been arranged with two oversized, yellow outdoor couches. Two white wicker end tables sat on either side of each couch and a cobalt blue and butter yellow rug covered most of the pocked concrete.

      Between the couches stood an oversized teak coffee table arranged with appetizers and drinks. A big pitcher of frozen strawberry margaritas sat in the table’s center and eight frosted margarita glasses were scattered around it. The script called for each of them to pick up and hold a glass throughout most of the scene. And then toast each other at the end.

      In charcoal grey dress pants, Doc Martens, a silky blue-grey dress shirt, and no tie, Jack sat with Talia and the show’s other three couples on one of the two couches, the one facing the pond. And he tried to hold in his frustration. Rachel was unhinged, forcing take after take. They’d been out in the July sun for hours and he was totally over this scene—even before the first take. It was the worst script (if he could even call it a script) he’d ever read. Full stop.

      The poor crew had replaced the frosty glasses a dozen times or more now. Jennifer looked frazzled, white-knuckling her clipboard after the latest replacement and looking overheated in black leggings and a black tunic. Steve Kosinski’s dark brown hair was half out of its ponytail as he glanced from script to set to Rachel. Dude probably had whiplash by now.

      Everyone held a newly frosted glass in their fist, the script calling for them to look tense as they awaited phone calls about dream houses.

      That was the scene setup anyway. And the script blocking. Jack hated it. It felt contrived and felt about as tense as ordering a pizza.

      Besides, fans of the show wouldn’t give a damn about this scene unless the couples interacted somehow. Competing. Not sitting around, waiting for phone calls.

      Talia, dressed in an ice blue minidress and grey flats, sat with Jack beside Armand and Izzy Gianni on one couch. Gianni wore black pants, a tan shirt, and a black tie, and Izzy had on a short coral dress and green heels. Talia’s short dress showed off her long legs and beautiful body, but she was stuck sitting on a couch, her gorgeous figure hidden.

      On the other couch facing the camera, Mark Banks and his wife, Morgan, sat beside Eric Saunders and Rachel Daniels. Banks wore tan pants and a chambray shirt and Morgan wore a bright blue dress. Rachel wore one of those tight-fitting pink lace dresses that hugged her body and tall pink heels with those damned red soles. Eric wore an ivory suit, grey shirt, and pink tie.

      Everyone looked primed and ready to brawl. And Rachel looked like a wind-up toy about to launch into orbit.

      There was some drama primed and waiting to happen.

      Jack knew that Rachel was about to cause another scene. Like she had all day. It had already been fifteen minutes since her last drama, so she was overdue. At least it would give him a reason to break some glass and let off some steam. Lucifer’s call and the remnants of those nightmares were still fresh in his head.

      Herb called for them to hold places as the oversized teak coffee table was restaged—again—with another pitcher of frozen strawberry margaritas. A new charcuterie board replaced the previous one, one that would have even impressed Chef Alain Ducasse.

      One of the production assistants set down a fresh stack of black and white China plates rimmed with gold and removed the used ones.

      Okay, mixing margaritas with charcuterie felt a little weird, but he didn’t judge. He was more of a nacho’s kind of dude anyway. Regardless, he wanted to guzzle that whole pitcher, but it was just a prop. Probably slushies from the 7-Eleven and leftover cold cuts from craft services.

      This whole train wreck had been staged beside the manmade pond framed with trucked-in willow trees that stood on the edge of the studio’s back lots. Giant fans created a gentle breeze through the willow trees to create a lazy summer feel. But it was late afternoon of a long, tense day of painful script reads followed by filming the first couple’s interviews. Completely made up. Describing their non-existent struggles to find their dream homes. Now, they were filming a supposedly tension-filled scene during the golden hour to capture that fragile, ethereal light that made everything look…well, divine. Celestial. Four couples waiting to hear whether they’d gotten their dream houses or not.

      The reality was nobody had bought anything. Their dream houses would be staged like everything else about this season. And Jack hated it. This season was already feeling like the tired old reality shows that he despised. And had never wanted to be part of—kind of like right now.

      And it really made him miss SanFran Confidential. He was an actor, not a prop and that’s what this season (and Lucifer) made him feel like—a prop.

      The July air smelled like eucalyptus and Rachel’s too many damned flowers and too much freakin’ spice perfume. Things were looking up though. The scene was becoming tense…he sighed…because no one knew what Rachel would do next.

      And that list was quickly expanding to anything and everything.

      Herb bellowed again across the outdoor scene, Phil and Rhonda shifting camera angles, but Jack couldn’t hear him over the latest fights that had broken out on set. They’d all been friends before this season started filming. What happened? But he knew the answer to that.

      Rachel Daniels.

      “Roll it again,” Herb said, sounding annoyed.

      “Queue it up and roll, Phil,” said Steve, standing behind the cameras as Rhonda shifted around the terrace, camera balanced on her right shoulder.

      “Rolling another take,” Phil replied. “Sound’s rolling.”

      “Marking scene one, take 31,” Steve said to the camera, clapping the slate.

      “Action, people,” Herb announced.

      For the thirty-first time, the prop phone in Jack’s hand rang. He pressed it to his ear, struggling to muster excitement over his and Talia’s make-believe dream house after thirty-one takes, Rachel’s antics, no breaks—and hours in the July sun.

      Rachel rushed at him, smiling like a kid that had robbed an ice cream truck as she threw her arms around his neck, her mouth an inch from his. She smelled like spearmint and pain. Drenched in that hideous, over-the-top L’Ange perfume.

      “Congratulations, Jack!” she cried and then kissed him in the mouth.

      Eric Saunders rushed at him, outdoor furniture squeaking across the rug and concrete. The bodybuilding financial planner shoved his way past Gianni and Talia who were on their feet now. To hell with the blocking. And the script.

      Eric tried to take a poke at him, swinging for the fences. All because Rachel kissed him. She kissed him.

      Jack didn’t want ANY part of her despite her alleged change of heart. If she still had one. He just wanted her to answer one question for him and then he’d keep his distance for the rest of time.

      “Cut!” Herb shouted again. “CUT!”

      A collective groan rose from the crew as Steve’s ponytail completely fell out of its holder and Jennifer threw down her clipboard in exasperation.

      Talia was on Jack’s right, putting herself between him and Eric. Ready to smite this dude—or maybe someone else? Jack couldn’t tell by the fury flaming in those grey angel of death eyes that scowled past Eric at Rachel. She stood on Jack’s left. With her arms locked around his neck.

      “Dude, what’s with you?” Jack shouted at Eric, still standing on his mark beside the outdoor sofa, prop cell phone clutched in his hand. “I didn’t start this.”

      Jealousy blazed in Eric’s eyes.

      “Back off, Casey!” Eric shouted, pointing at him. “That’s my fiancée! You had your chance and she dumped you like rotten fruit.”

      Jack quickly untangled Rachel’s arms from his neck and extracted himself from her unscripted embrace. Rachel was grinning, looking unconcerned about the huge fight she’d started. After thirty-one takes. Thirty-one!

      By kissing him. Right in the mouth.

      During another unscripted moment between the four couples supposedly enjoying drinks and deepening their friendships. With more spontaneity and sunshine that the network wanted Herb to push at viewers. But there was nothing spontaneous about this season and anything unscripted came from Rachel’s increasingly erratic behavior. Besides, there were only three friendships. And right now, Jack was even questioning that.

      Except for Gianni and Izzy. That one was unquestionable.

      Unlike this lousy scene that was about as tense and captivating as a public service announcement for STIs.

      But like a pro, Rachel took her cue and ran it into the ground as she tried to steal the whole scene. Again. The moment Jack’s prop phone rang, she flung herself at him, kissing him, congratulating him. Setting Eric off—at him not her. The four of them had been seated on these two damned sofas for hours. Until Rachel finally turned the scene into a bar brawl, blocking marks forgotten, tempers flaring.

      He really wished those margaritas staging the table were real. Because a trip to Margaritaville was the only thing that would save this first episode of The Divine Newlyweds Show. Which was looking more mundane than divine right now.

      “Let him go!” Talia shouted, shouldering Eric backward and pushing Rachel away from Jack. “Now! That’s my husband you’re messing with.” Her grey eyes sparked with fury, arms crossed, and Jack worried that white Holy fire would appear in her eyes at any moment. “He chose me not you. Now, back off!”

      Jack smiled. He loved it when Talia’s angel of death side surfaced. She was throwing Eric Saunders’ words right back at him.

      But the arguing and shouting continued. Standing beside the table dressed with prop drinks, Gianni and Banks argued about neighborhoods alongside Izzy and Morgan.

      “Mark! It’s Brentwood or nothing!” Morgan demanded with a firm nod, brown hair in motion. “I’m not living in any of those overcrowded neighborhoods or commuting an hour and a half each way.”

      Morgan and Banks should spend the night at his place and she wouldn’t be so picky afterward.

      “I said cut already!” Herb yelled from somewhere behind the sofa, out of camera range, but none of his actors was listening anymore.

      Izzy’s mouth fell open. Looking shocked, she stared at Gianni who was trying to diffuse the situation, but anger sparked in Izzy’s warm brown eyes as she pointed at Morgan.

      “I had no idea that you were such a snob, Morgan,” Izzy replied. “There are plenty of wonderful neighborhoods across Los Angeles. But they’re spendy, too. If you’d get off your high horse and give them a chance.”

      “Yeah,” Jack replied with a smirk. “Like the Fashion District or South Park. Great amenities—including all the weed and demons you can handle. And no need to call the cops because they’re always there. It’s your chance to star in your very own crime drama.”

      No one was listening to him though.

      “I’m a snob?” Morgan shouted, hands on her hips as she scowled at Izzy. “I’m a snob! Says Mr. and Mrs. Paradise Cove Bluffs! Unlike you and Armand, Mark and I don’t have millions to throw at a mansion.”

      “Come on, Izzy, that’s unfair,” Banks replied, brushing his spiky brown hair out of his eyes. “Morgan’s no snob.”

      Izzy crossed her arms, scowling at Morgan. “She is if she says it’s Brentwood or nothing! And for the record, we’re looking at Pacific Palisades, not Paradise Cove Bluff. And it’s most likely out of our price range.”

      “Relax your tabloid reporter reflexes, Izzy,” Banks replied, an edge in his voice. “None of this is decided yet.”

      “Tabloid reporter?” Gianni replied, bristling, Cary Grant-brown eyes narrowing as he glared at Banks. “Insults? At my wife? This needs to stop, Mark. Now.”

      “Morgan just wants a little more room and we can get that in Brentwood,” Banks replied. “That’s all.”

      Izzy rolled her eyes at Banks. “In Brentwood? Without millions to throw at a mansion? Good luck with that, Morgan. All you’ll get is a room for that price. A small one.”

      The whole set devolved into heated arguments as Eric came at Jack again, swinging for the bleachers.

      The muscled financial planner shoved the yellow outdoor sofa farther across the concrete as he swung his fist, almost clocking Jack in the mouth. But Jack caught his arm and held it in mid-swing.

      His wings twitched at his back and he fought down the urge to fly out of this chaos. With one of those strawberry margaritas melting in the summer heat. Dammit, a real one! With enough tequila to knock him out—so he wouldn’t have to listen to any more of this fighting.

      “Dude, seriously?” Jack replied, holding Eric’s fist back. “She kissed me, remember? I was answering my phone. According to the script.”

      “You were flirting with her!” Eric bellowed, coming at him again, fist swinging for the lights. “I saw it!”

      Jack ducked and pushed him backward. “Then you’d better get your eyes checked, dude,” he replied and held out his left hand, letting the sun glint off his wedding ring. “Happily married to the love of my life. No other woman’s been on my radar since I met Talia, so chill already.”

      Why did Eric think he was flirting with Rachel? He hadn’t so much as blinked at her, much less spoken to her. They didn’t even have any lines together during this scene. What was with Eric all of a sudden? And the others? All of this arguing and fighting was so out of character and he didn’t understand it.

      At least Eric’s loud accusations had quieted the other fights on set while everyone else turned to stare at him and Eric. And Herb, red-faced, still standing out of camera range at the edge of the terrace.

      “I’ll chill when you stop flirting with my woman, Casey,” Eric said with a growl, his usually calm demeanor uncharacteristically angry and insecure.

      His woman?

      “That caveman for fiancée, Saunders?” Jack asked.

      Eric lunged at him again and he side-stepped the attack. The dude came at him again, but Phil the cameraman stepped between them, Steve Kosinski behind him, his brown hair bunched around his shoulders.

      “For the last time!” Jack yelled, feeling the heat rise at his temples. “I’m not flirting with Rachel Daniels. It’d be a cold day in Hell when that happens and last I checked, Lucifer still hadn’t bought a parka.”

      Eric’s eyes sizzled with rage. “So, she’s not good enough for you now? Is that it, Casey? Now that SanFran Confidential’s back courting you? Now that you’re about to become the highest paid actor on television?”

      Jack’s eyes narrowed and he held in a sigh. They’d all seen him talking on the phone to Evan Bellows yesterday. In front of his studio trailer. Moments before the world fell apart and Lucifer grabbed Berith. Challenging him to come down to Hell and take her back again.

      He remembered the horrible devastation burning in Archangel Azrael’s eyes at the terrible news. Jack hadn’t been able to get Berith out of his thoughts, fearing what Lucifer had already done to the selfless angel of death who had redeemed herself in the eyes of Heaven. And betrayed Lucifer alongside him when they both escaped from Hell.

      Lucifer wanted retribution and he’d gone to great lengths to get it. Regardless of what that vindictive bastard had planned, Jack was going in after her. As soon as the guard was ready to bitch-slap Luci on his home turf. Azrael insisted on time to prepare the guard before Jack and Talia went back to Eolowen to train for this fight.

      Returning to Hell terrified him and he hadn’t slept well since the news broke about Berith. He’d already been struggling with the aftermath of seeing his dad in Purgatory—and now Berith was Lucifer’s prisoner.

      As if that wasn’t enough, Rachel was flirting with him again.

      He had no idea what she was after either. But she was definitely after something. Was she trying to make Eric Saunders jealous enough to propose to her? Or was she after something more insidious? Was she back with Lare Dumont? Or worse…back with Lucifer? And back in the stealing souls business. He had no clue, but he had no interest in Rachel Daniels. Or anyone but Talia.

      “Again, Eric,” Jack said with a snarl, holding Eric’s tawny muscled arm away from his face. “Happily married to Talia Smith and happily contracted to The Divine Newlyweds Show.”

      Finally, Eric’s anger dissipated when Gianni moved between them, standing beside Phil. Looking concerned. At last, Eric stepped back from Jack.
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