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My love,

Thank you for loving me to Hell and back.

Yours.


 

 

 

“I love you as certain dark things are to be loved, in secret, between the shadow and the soul.”

~Pablo Neruda, 100 Love Sonnets~


 

 

WARNING

Religion is a huge part of this book, being that the main characters work in Hell. But with this book, you’ll also find a story of love, forgiveness, and redemption.

You’ll be glad you stuck it through.
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THEY DON’T KNOW me.

I’m different.

I am a master manipulator but that doesn’t make me evil.

It’s been eight years for me. Eight years since I skipped out of one realm and into another. Eight years since I did something so wrong that it got me pushed to the bottom half of the totem pole that is life.

But. They. Don’t. Know. Me.

I remember who I was before I became who I am today. I’m not supposed to know what I looked like, what I ate, where I lived, what I wore. But I do. Very clearly. I was very much the same as I am now. Fierce, strong, resilient—a survivor.

Even then, though, I connived everyone in an effort to protect myself and those around me who needed protecting. But it’s always been me—in this big, bad world—fighting battles alone.

Just me.

They now call me a Leviathan. A fucking monster.

And maybe I am.

I know one soul who believes that with every part of his being.

If only he knew the truth.

If only I could make him see that I’m more than the surface of lies I spin. That I’m more than someone out for their own gain. I wish he could see—know who I was before all of this. The person I desperately cling to, who is still inside me. The person I must protect.

I plan to one day hand him the key to the fortress that is my heart.

I just hope he doesn’t give up on Love and throw it all away…
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Six months after joining HEL Enterprises…

“HARDER, OMEGA!” VIV screams as I pound into her from behind.

This chick is all woman. Curvy hips. Full lips that can work magic on a cock—my cock in particular. Blond hair ripe for the pulling. She’s a sexual beast who still can’t keep up with my ongoing carnal needs, but she’s a champ for trying. I’ll definitely keep her around for a while longer.

I slap her white ass hard and smirk at the red handprint that immediately begins to color her flesh.

“I’m coming!” she cries out.

Grabbing a handful of blond hair, I yank her head back. “Not yet, baby.”

She whimpers, but she relaxes the walls of her pussy and lets go of the orgasm she so badly wanted to give in to. To reward her for obeying, I reach to her front and massage her clit as if I’ve been doing it my whole life.

“Please, Omega,” she begs as her sweaty body rocks against mine.

Curls of pleasure twist deep within me, causing me to groan. I guess I’ll I grant her wish.

“Now,” I bark and jerk her hair once again.

“Oh, God!” she moans as her body quakes, finally releasing her need for me.

The way her pussy squeezes my cock sends my orgasm pumping into her. I thrust a few more times and revel in the way my balls slap her bare pussy. This woman feels damn good. Almost as good as the one who will be here later.

When I slap her ass once more for good measure, she slides out of me and purrs over her shoulder, “You’re amazing.”

I laugh at her words as she crawls away from me and lies down on her back on the bed. With her blond, curly hair spread around her on the black, satin sheets, she looks every bit a Playboy model. Huge tits jiggle with each overexerted breath she takes, and her flat stomach begs to be licked.

“Don’t get too comfortable, Viv,” I grin. “Lacey is coming by in an hour. You know how she feels about threesomes. Time to skedaddle.”

Viv’s big, blue eyes widen impossibly more. “Omega, I thought you and I were something special. We fuck just about every day. I think that’s pretty incredible. Dare I say it’s love?” she teases.

I freeze at her words.

Love.

The vilest word in the English language. It also happens to be the name of the Devil’s favorite plaything—the woman who crushed my soul.

I hate love.

I hate Love.

Fury glides through my veins like a rush of heroin.

“Get the fuck out and don’t come back.”

“What?” she asks in shock as she sits up. Her lips form a pout, and if I weren’t so fucking pissed right now, I’d bite the bottom one.

“Don’t make me say it again, baby.”

She stares at me with hurt-filled eyes as I climb off the bed.

I shake my head at her and storm toward the bathroom. Over my shoulder, I snap, “Viv, when you leave, don’t come back. I’m tired of your skanky ass. You bore the hell out of me.”

A shocked gasp is the last thing I hear before I slam the door shut.
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“Someone has their panties in a wad!” Gabe taunts with a grin as I enter the bar and stride toward him.

I flip him off as I slide into the booth across from him. This is one of the things I love about HEL. We get to do whatever the fuck we want. There are no rules. Rules were made for breaking. As long as we do what’s good of the company, they reward us with whatever our hearts desire. And tonight, I desire a Jack and Coke shared with a friend.

“I go commando, remember?” I raise a cocky eyebrow at my only real friend here as he pushes my drink over to me. We met not long after I moved over to HEL. His suite is beside mine. We’ve been known to throw a couple of kickass parties.

“Don’t remind me. I’d like to forget that tanned ass of yours. But seriously, how is your ass that tan? Do you have a tanning bed in your room? I’ll tell Corson to order me one. I deserve it,” he smirks.

I fight the laughter that threatens to rip from me as I remember the night he got a glimpse of my ass. That night, I was balls-deep in a hot, black-skinned model visiting from Nairobi. The woman had shorter hair than I do, but she was a wild beast in bed. Gabe burst through the door thinking someone was getting murdered only to see my ass clench as I came all over her back.

“Your albino ass would burn,” I chuckle before I sip my liquor.

He scoffs at me. “Shut up, asshole, and stop calling me an albino.”

“Man, your skin’s as white as snow. Where are your seven dwarves?”

This time, he flips me off. I’m such a smartass and am having a good laugh at his expense when his eyes dart over to the door behind me. His widened eyes can only mean I won’t like what’s coming through that door.

“Uh oh,” he groans. “Viv just walked in.”

Before I texted him to meet me at the bar on the fifth floor of our building, I briefly explained to him about what she’d said. He knows how much I hate Love and what that word does to me. I could hardly stay hard for “Likes to Lick” Lacey because Love had infected my brain all because of that bimbo Viv. Lacey ended up sucking me off and then leaving shortly after. My head has been a mess ever since.

“Is she coming over here?” I question, staring into my glass.

“No, she’s walking over to a table of guys, but fuck, we need to leave,” he clips out.

The moment he utters his words, I know. I know exactly why we need to leave.

Lovenia.

I can feel her presence before I ever even see her. She’s magnetic like that, and I fucking hate that about her. From all the way over here, her seductive perfume twists and curls toward me through the air like wild tendrils of ivy. I’m enveloped in her scent, and I want to puke.

“Shit, she’s walking over here,” Gabe curses under his breath.

Gabe’s a good friend, and I’m pretty sure he’d do anything for me. I trust him even if he does look like a fucking vampire. His dark hair dips down in a widow’s peak on his forehead, and his eyebrows are perpetually furrowed as if he’s always scowling. He could pass for fucking Dracula, but the man is harmless. Loyal. And funny as hell.

“Why the fuck is she coming over here? Didn’t the bitch get the message? We’re over. If I recall, she’s the one who made that call six months ago,” I growl.

Gabe shakes his head sympathetically but turns on the sugary, fake charm when she reaches our table. “Sweet Love, so nice seeing you here. Where’s your boyfriend?”

She clicks her tongue in annoyance. “You mean your boss? Luc’s in his office. And he’s not my boyfriend. I just please him when he needs it.”

“Him and everyone else,” Gabe murmurs for only me to hear.

“What’s that, Edward?” she snaps.

I stifle a laugh at her vampire reference—not because it isn’t funny, but because she doesn’t deserve my laughter. She deserves nothing from me. I won’t even fucking look at her. I’m about to pass out from holding my breath so I don’t have to smell her intoxicating scent.

“Omega, Luc wants to see you,” Lovenia mutters. It’s the first time she’s spoken directly to me since she told me that she’d used me for her own personal gain and her tone is cautious. Her voice, like before, winds its way through my core and niggles at my heart.

I hate her voice.

“About what?” I grumble as I eyeball a piece of ice in my glass.

An exaggerated sigh rushes from her, but I ignore it and wait for her to continue. She doesn’t need me to look at her to tell me what he needs.

“Fine. Be a child. He wants to talk about your next assignment. In fact, he wants to talk to the both of us. Together.”

This time, I do look at her. Her perfectly manicured hand rests on her cocked hip—a hip I held on to many nights as I made love to her body. I hate that hip. Finally, I drag my gaze along the swell of her luscious tits in her fitted, red dress, all the way up to her brown eyes. One of her eyebrows is raised as she waits for an answer.

“No.”

Her nostrils flare angrily as she shrieks, “No is not an answer you’re allowed to give! You’ve been summoned. With me. Whether you like it or not. Now get your big ass out of that booth and follow me.”

I slam my drink down on the table and slide out of the booth. As I stand, I tower over her curvy frame. She lifts her chin in faux bravery and glares at me. I hate myself because I have the urge to taste those perfect lips of hers—those same lips that made promises her heart never kept.

Stepping forward until my chest brushes against hers, I look down into her mocha-colored eyes. She smells so goddamned good. Before I do something stupid, I press a finger against her breastbone and push her away from me. Her eyes widen, but she quickly schools away her surprise.

“You, Love”—I point in her face—“don’t have the luxury of telling me what to do anymore. Your lying ass can follow me to go see Luc, not the other way around. And please, don’t talk to me unless you absolutely must, because you fucking disgust me.”

With that, I briefly meet the nod of approval from Gabe before stalking away from her. The click of her heels following behind me lets me know she understands the rules.

God, I hate her.
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GOD, HE HATES me.

Well, too fucking bad. He can get over it, because Luc needs to “discuss” some things with the both of us. As I click down the black, marble-floored hallway toward the elevator in an effort to keep up with Omega, I attempt to push away some of the unease in my gut.

“Discussions” with Luc are always tricky and riddled with deception. I’m worried on Omega’s behalf that he wants the both of us there. So far, I’ve managed to keep Omega off the radar by distracting Luc, if you will, but it would seem he’s now ready to play puppet master.

And I’m sickened by the very idea of it.

Betraying Omega was one of the hardest decisions of my life. Unfortunately for Omega, his timing was off. I have an agenda I cannot be deterred from. If only we could have met sooner. Or later. Just not when we did, when I needed to stay focused.

I’ve always been extremely disciplined when it comes to focus. All I have to do is set my mind on my goal and everything else along the way blurs into the background. When my eyes first landed on Omega’s dark curls, for once, my focus was interrupted.

Omega had a captivating pull that distracted me, even if only for a moment. But he was still a distraction, which means only one thing.

He’s dangerous.

He’s a threat to everything.

“Are we meeting in his office?” Omega questions without looking at me once we step inside the elevator. He stands as far away from me as he can, his hand poised to mash a button.

“Yeah,” I acknowledge in a whisper.

That’s another thing that has me worried. I’m not sure Omega has ever been in Luc’s office. Luc doesn’t trust many people, so very few have seen where he works.

Omega pushes the button to the basement and then folds his thick arms over his chest. Since he’s staring at the numbers on the panel and ignoring me, I take the awkward moment to greedily drink him up.

Damn, he smells good. After having spent some intimate time with him six months ago, I know that it’s his natural scent. He doesn’t smell like he fell into a bath of cologne like most men do. The way he smells is earthy combined with his own unique musk. And the way he smells after sex is downright addicting. His body produces some hormone or endorphin that mixes with his scent and makes him mouthwateringly delicious. It’s like he’s some magical creature with spell-casting powers—and I’m not immune to them.

The ride down is a long, hot one. I know this from experience, as I come down here often. We’ll be trapped—together—for a bit longer. My heart does a flop of excitement from knowing that he has to be in close proximity whether he likes it or not while we’re in this sweat box of an elevator.

“When we get there, try to ignore the screams. And it will only piss him off if you ask about it,” I tell him in a firm tone despite the waver in my voice.

He glares at me with furrowed eyebrows. He doesn’t want to speak to me, but questions are dancing behind his chocolate-colored eyes. Those eyes used to dance with something that could make my knees go weak in an instant. Of course, I don’t see that look anymore, and I’m not too proud to admit that I miss it.

“What screams?” he asks gruffly. The deep timbre in his voice sends a shiver down my legs even though sweat is beading at the small of my back.

“Them,” I tell him, keeping my features cool and emotionless. “The damned.”

Those screams still haunt me if I think about them too hard. But Omega doesn’t need to feel my anxiety. I need him to keep being the badass he is if he has any hope for surviving under Luc’s reign.

“Also, Luc will bait you. He’ll try to piss you off. Just ignore it, please,” I sigh.

He watches my mouth as I say the words but then angrily looks away from me as if my lips are the Devil—and not the man we’re about to go see. “Why are you telling me all this? You don’t care, Lovenia.”

A deep ache in my chest rattles me. I’ll never get tired of him calling me by name. I still remember the way it felt to have him owning my body while he whispered it over and over again as if I were all he ever wanted to worship in this life.

Clearing my head from those distracting thoughts, I give it a shake. “I don’t know. I’m just trying to keep you calm. You’re kind of a hothead at times,” I say in attempt to keep things light.

He physically flinches at the smile in my voice. I shudder at the pain I caused him.

Suddenly, his head snaps to mine and he stalks over to me in two short strides. His thick chest is just a hair from brushing against my breasts. After taking a deep breath, I exhale so that they just barely touch.

“I don’t need your help. Do you understand me? I don’t need anything from you ever again,” he snarls at me.

I should be scared or pissed that he’s being an asshole and trying to intimidate me by his size. But I’m not. The only thing I feel at the moment is heat—and not because of where we’re headed.

When he doesn’t move away, I study him. His eyes are furious, and fury is rippling from him with each ragged breath. That’s one of the things that drew me to Omega. He’s so passionate—whether it’s loving or hating, he puts all he has into it.

“Omega,” I whisper, a satisfied shiver overtaking me when his eyes drop to my lips again. These lips spent a fair amount of time learning every inch of his body. He knows how dangerously addictive my lips are.

“Don’t speak to me unless you have to,” he huffs. Then he turns to step away from me.

Instinctively, I grab his massive bicep to keep him from going too far. He eyes my red-polished nails digging into his shirt as if they’re talons of a monster. I guess he’s not too far off.

Before I can say another word, he peels my hand away from him. My hand tingles as if it’s been zapped by the electricity that is always him and I gasp. I’m thankful to be granted a reprieve from our exchange when the elevator pings at our arrival and they doors part open.

“And don’t ever touch me again,” he growls before storming out of the elevator and far away from me.

I exhale in frustration, hopefully loud enough for him to hear, and follow him out. He doesn’t know where he’s going, and if he opens the wrong door…

“No!” I shriek when I see him about to blast through one of them. “Do not open that door. Come on.”

His jaw clenches, but he slowly removes his hand from the knob. Down in the basement, things can be dangerous. Instead of giving him a reason why he can’t open the doors here, I stride past him, flicking my hair over my shoulder. His growl only serves to make my knees wobbly, but thankfully, I regain my composure before I make it to Luc’s door.

Knocking briskly, I swallow the fear that seizes me every time I come here. To my delight, this time I’m not alone. And while that is both a curse and a blessing—because I’m with Omega—I still draw strength from having him with me. Something about him makes me feel protected.

When he flanks himself beside me, my safety is further insured. Something inside me cracks from my knowing that, even though he hates me, he’ll stand next to me in the face of evil. And I know without a shadow of a doubt he will still defend me to his death if it came to it because that is who Omega is and always will be. Loving, protective, and good. That should thrill me, but it scares the hell out of me, considering what we’re about to encounter.

A buzz indicates that Luc has granted our entrance. Turning the warm, metal knob, I push forward into his office.

God, it’s always so fucking hot in here. His office really fucks with my hair.

Omega is right on my heels as we enter the luxurious space. Though it may feel and look beautiful, I know the truth. I refrain from wincing because I know it’s coming.

Luc’s “music.”

My God, it’s awful.

Sinister.

Evil.

“Lovenia, darling! Omega, my son,” Luc says from behind his desk with a jovial wave.

It’s so much more difficult to turn the Lovenia charm on when Omega’s around because I feel like an actress in a play. I have to though. Everything rides on the fact that I can be charming for Luc.

Everything.

“Please, follow me into the lounge.” Luc smiles as he stands from his desk—a desk I’m eager to get my hands on. His sleek, black Mac is turned just so that I can’t see the screen. I’m dying to know what he works on all day. But I’ll figure that out at another time—when I’m alone.

As we follow Luc, I’m surprised when Omega’s palm brushes against the small of my back to guide me.

He dips his head down to my ear and whispers, “Is that coming from speakers?”

I nod curtly and throw a nervous glance at Luc. Thankfully, he’s still striding down the corridor, seemingly uninterested in our conversation.

“Where is it coming from?” he hisses.

I try not to shiver from the way his hot breath tickles my hair as he speaks. “Remember the door you almost went into?”

He nods. “Yeah.”

“There.”

His eyebrows bunch together in a furious scowl. “He listens to them scream in agony? That’s his fucking ‘music’?”

Luc turns right and disappears into the lounge.

So I halt and put a finger on Omega’s chest. “Stop. Right now. Whatever you’re about to blow up about, don’t. He’s our boss and he’s far too powerful for you to start criticizing his musical preferences. Please, just bite that tongue of yours until we get out of here. Promise me, Omega.”

He clenches he jaw and presses his lips into a firm line. Fortunately, he nods before stalking after Luc.

God, this is going to suck.
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GOD, THIS IS going to suck.

When I turn the corner to step into the lounge, my eyes widen at the beautiful space. I’m momentarily distracted from the fucking screaming and moaning of the damned as I skim the room and enjoy the immaculate and ornate décor. The room is all black, but it’s elegantly done. Most of the furniture pieces are vintage and not from this era. However, they’re well maintained. A gargantuan fireplace looms on the wall farthest from me, and I stare at it, incredulous.

Fire.

In this hot fucking lounge.

As if it isn’t hot enough already.

I raise an eyebrow at Luc in question.

He chuckles. “I love the eternal beauty of flames—scarlet, burgundy, ginger, buttery waves all swirling and curling to their own exotic dance. The blistering heat providing its own surges of magnificence as it envelops the mix of colors as if to protect it from anyone who dare disrupt their display. When the flames lick and crackle, they offer a menacing and ethereal warning that both allures and terrifies all who observe its wondrous glory.” He sighs in contentment. “What can I say? I have an epic and timeless love affair with fire.”

This man is a lunatic.

This man is my boss.

“I think fire is sexy,” Lovenia purrs as she struts straight toward Luc, who’s lovingly gazing at the fireplace.

I have no claim on the duplicitous demon, but my hackles still rise at her words.

Luc looks at her and rewards her with a pleased grin. “Fire isn’t the only thing that’s sexy,” he murmurs as he accepts her kiss.

On the fucking lips.

A rumble of jealousy threatens to rip from my chest, but I swallow it down. They’re both working together to piss me off, and I’m not biting.

“Have a seat, you two. Can I get you something to drink?” he asks as he makes his way over to a wet bar on one wall.

“Gin and tonic. Neat,” I tell him, my eyes never leaving Lovenia.

Something is off with her today. Her normally put-together attitude is fractured. Even though she’s attempting to be relaxed, her frame is rigid and her smile tight. I hope it has something to do with my presence. One day she might feel the suffering I did the day she lied to me in order to climb the fucking ladder of success.

“And you, Love? What will you have?” he asks her.

She grins saucily back. “Whatever you want to give me is exactly what I’ll have.”

He chuckles and makes the drinks while she paces in front of the fireplace. I have no fucking clue what she’s nervous about. But it’s beginning to put me on edge as well. A nervous Lovenia should most definitely make for a nervous Omega.

The woman never shows anything but absolute confidence, so the fact that she’s not herself has me on high alert. Is she afraid of Luc? I mean, he’s the fucking Devil and all, but he doesn’t seem like the wicked badass everyone claims he is.

She eventually stops her pacing and glances at me. For a split second, I get a glimpse of her vulnerability—and it fucking draws me in. I find myself truly looking at her, and not in a way I used to, like when I wanted to rip her clothes off and fuck her against the nearest hard surface. I also am not looking at her like I want to rip her head off for having ruined me.

I’m looking at her.

There’s an innocence she keeps carefully hidden.

But I see it.

Her long, dark hair, which is curled sexily down her shoulders, is a disguise. The lips, which are painted bloody crimson, ripe for the biting, are a mask. Red-polished nails are nothing but a façade.

Inside her is someone she has revealed to no one.

Not even to me when I once thought we were in love.

Of course, now, I know that that was all a farce, but still—she hid that even from me.

But not now.

Now, I see more.

“Let’s sit,” Luc says, interrupting my visual unpeeling of her mind.

I tear my gaze from her and take the drink from him. She walks over to us and takes her glass as well before we all sit. My teeth are on edge when I realize how close she is next to him on the loveseat across from me.

“So, Omega,” Luc begins before he sniffs his liquor. “How are you liking HEL so far? We haven’t had much time to speak since you joined us. I know Corson has had some assignments for you that you completed with flying colors, and that’s quite commendable. But I want to know how you’re fitting in. Are you being treated nicely?”

“The women have welcomed me quite nicely indeed.” I don’t give him more than that, and I can’t help but glance at Lovenia for a reaction.

Her flinch is almost imperceptive, but I see it.

A wide grin stretches across his face. “Perfect.”

As I sip my drink, I sit back in my seat and toss an expectant look his way. I’m no fool. He didn’t call me down here to chat about my welcoming committee. He wants something from me.

“I have proposition for the two of you. It’s actually something we haven’t done before, but considering the two of you are really good at what you do, I figured you’d be the best for the job,” he says with sugary sweetness.

“Of course, Luc. What do you have planned for us?” Lovenia questions with the same saccharine tone. Even though she’s attempting to match his easy attitude, I hear the strain lying just below the surface in her voice.

“This job is unique. It would be one you’d have to figure out along the way, because as I said, it hasn’t been done before. But I have my reasons for wanting you to do it.”

Lovenia pats his knee, flashing him an agreeable smile. “I trust you,” she assures him, which he, in turn, rewards her for with a Cheshire cat grin.

I don’t fucking trust him at all.

“Excellent, Love,” he says smoothly. “Here’s the deal. I need you to do what you Leviathans are best at. I need you to make a terrible mess of things.”

We both wait anxiously for him to continue.

“But here’s the kicker. The situation is a Seraph Guardian and his good charge.”

What the fuck?

“You want us to fuck with one of the good? One under the protection of the SG?” I question in disbelief. “Do you have a death wish for us?”

He drains the rest of his liquor before slamming the glass rather forcefully onto the mahogany coffee table that separates us. This time, Lovenia flinches, her stare pleading.

“Who do you work for?” Luc snaps.

While suppressing a groan, I mutter, “You.”

“Exactly. So, while it may have sounded as if I’d merely suggested this assignment, I didn’t. I am telling you what you will do for me. Understand?” he growls.

Lovenia is the first to speak up. “Of course, Luc! I think he was just in a little shock because of the unusual nature of the task, but he wasn’t being obstinate. Right, Omega?”

The flare of vulnerability is back in her eyes, which is the only reason I curtly nod in agreement.

Luc’s features soften, and he smiles again. “Wonderful. In that case, I’ll e-mail you the case file information. I understand that the good one will be under the protection of the remarkable SG. However, the Seraph Guardian won’t be visible to his charge, as you well know. And even though he will be able to see you, so will the good one. It should be fun for him trying to stop whatever tricks you have up your sleeves. I want you to corrupt the good one. I want to see how foolproof their research is for the ones they deem good. In my opinion, everyone has a wicked streak. I’d love to see if I’m right. This is merely an experiment.”

I’m clutching my glass so tight that I could almost crush it in my fist. Letting out a rush of breath, I force myself to relax. Luc is fucked up if he thinks HEA won’t have a shit fit over this.

“Isn’t this against some rule or some shit?” I spit out.

His dark eyes narrow as he pins me with a glare so heated that I’d almost prefer sitting in his fireplace if I had a choice between the two. His vicious stare doesn’t leave room for negotiation.

“I make the rules over here, Omega. We choose to work with HEA, but in no way do they control our motivations and interests. Right now, this interests me greatly. If anyone over there has a problem with it, they know my number. I’ll deal with them. In the meantime, I want you to make a mess of things. Insert yourself into the good one’s life and watch them self-destruct. I want to see what failsafe plans HEA has in place—if there are any. Can you handle this, Omega, or do I need to get someone else for the job? Do realize that, if you pass the opportunity up, there are always hundreds of Reapers jumping all over themselves to become the next Leviathan. If you can’t handle your job, you can join the Reaper dorm, where you do not have the luxury of your own suite or welcoming females. I’ll only ask this one more time. Will you or will you not be up for the task?”

To hell with being a fucking Reaper. But HEA isn’t going to roll over and let us steal one of their souls, either. It’s all been decided and transcribed into the system. For us to jack with that—I’m not sure what the ramifications of that will be.

“I’ll do it alone,” I blurt out. For some reason, I don’t want Lovenia involved. Whatever bullshit he’s experimenting with, I don’t want her to be a casualty of it. I may say that I hate her, but I don’t. I hate what she did to me—how she betrayed me as if everything that had gone on between us had been a lie and those feelings hadn’t been real.

Those feelings were as fucking real as you can get.

Lovenia’s mouth pops open—as she readies herself to bite my head off, I’m sure—but Luc stops her with his words.

“Omega, it will do you some good to remember whom you work for. You don’t make the rules. Not one goddamned one. Are we clear? Lovenia is your partner on this, and that’s the end of it. Now go before you piss me off,” he snarls, the flames in the fireplace crackling and pulsating as if in tune with his mood.

I challenge him with a glare, but he sends me one so hateful that my soul cowers even when my stupid-ass body won’t.

“And you do not want to piss me off.” His words are laced with an incredibly malevolent undertone.

This guy’s a fucking psycho.




[image: ]

[image: ]

THIS GUY’S A fucking psycho.

I mean, really. Who picks a fight with the fucking Devil?

Omega stands. “Come on, Love. I’m sure Luc has business to attend to.”

He called me Love.

“Actually, I do,” Luc agrees. “Lovenia, stay here.”

Omega morphs from being annoyed to pissed as hell, his jaw working at a furious pace. From experience, I know he’s about to go all macho caveman on me, so I nip it in the bud.

“I’ll walk you out,” I tell him, plastering on a fake smile. Patting Luc’s knee, I stand and walk over to Omega.

He stares Luc down for half a second more before following me out of the lounge.

The moment we make it into the hallway, I hiss at him. “What part of ‘keep it cool’ did you not understand? Omega, you can’t walk around with your chest bowed out in Luc’s presence. He’ll cut you to bits!”

His hand once again finds the small of my back as he ushers me toward the front door. I ignore the shiver that flutters though me at his touch. God, how I’ve missed being with him.

“The guy’s a fucking prick and I hate how he acts like he owns you,” he growls.

When we reach the door, I stop. He steps in front of me and moves his hand to my hip. Before, I shivered with his hand on my back—now, I’m ready to fan myself. Omega’s hand, so large and powerful, feels like heaven splayed across my hipbone.

“He does own me,” I tell him.

For now.

“Just be careful,” he warns.

The words are out of my mouth before I can stop them. “Why do you suddenly care?”

His eyes darken and the cord of muscle running along his neck tightens. “I guess I don’t. Thanks for the reminder.”

He releases my hip and stalks toward the door. Then he wrenches it open and slams it shut behind him.

I don’t cry unless I want to cry and it benefits the situation. However, the emotions of him leaving me have tears threatening to mess up my mascara for real.

But when the presence of something dark and sinister enters the hallway, I turn and see Luc watching me, his arms crossed over his chest.

Shit.

I flash him a grin that’s gotten me out of plenty of trouble in the past. He doesn’t smile back, though, so I saunter toward him, swaying my hips with every step. I’m not sure what he wants with me, but I’ll do my best to please him.

Everything rides on me pleasing him.

When I reach him, I stand close enough to feel the heat from his body but not close enough to touch him.

“Do you have feelings for him, Lovenia?” he asks.

I raise an amused eyebrow. “Omega? No, but he clearly has feelings for me. Of course, I’ll use that to my advantage. A woman should always have the power to lure men along until the time comes that she may need to use them for something. He’s just my toy.”

Luc narrows his eyes at me as if to search for the truth. He’ll never know the truth I keep tightly locked away.

Never.

“Do you think I am your toy, dear Love?”

Shit. “No, goodness no. You’re my boss. I live to please you,” I say as convincingly as possible.

He slides a hand into my dark, thick hair and tugs me to him. His almost-black eyes devour my features as he continues his visual hunt for clues to my deception. Instead of showing fear, I close my eyes and part my lips. The low, guttural groan that comes from him works its way to the very essence of my being and haunts me.

But still, I remain steadfast and fearless.

Luc has always flirted, kissed, and touched me as if I were his own little play thing, but he’s never taken it any further. Tonight, I both worry and rejoice that he’s ready for more.

“You smell so sweet,” he murmurs against my lips, his breath warm.

The pungent gin reeks from him and my eyes fly back open when he drags a scorching tongue along my bottom lip. A shudder of fear begs for release, but I clutch it and don’t grant it access to own my body. I need to show no fear. I need to show desire.

This is the closest I’ve ever been to him.

This is important.

When his thumb drags along my jawline, I whimper. Thankfully, he must take it as a moan, because he pulls me closer to him. The hard bulge in his pants lets me know just how turned on for me he is.

I can do this.

An image of a naked Omega teases my mind, but I push it away. I can’t do my job here if I’m dreaming about him. He distracts me. He makes me lose focus.

And I need to fully focus right now.

I grip Luc’s dick through his slacks. “My, you’re well hung, Mr. Furr. Do you want me to taste that big cock of yours?”

His growl is purely animalistic as he wrenches away from my grip and stumbles back a step. I blink innocently at him. I cannot fuck this up.

Bringing my finger to my mouth, I slowly slide it between my plump lips and suck on it. “I bet you taste much better than my finger,” I murmur and then flick my tongue out to lick it seductively.

He runs a hand through his dark hair with lusty eyes devouring the very lips of mine that are tasting him, and for once, he seems uncollected. I’ve been working for a moment like this for some time.

So I pounce.

After two short steps, I grab his tie with one hand and push my wet finger into his mouth before he can tell me otherwise. Pulling his tie, I bring him closer to me.

“Does my finger taste sweet? My pussy is much sweeter,” I purr.

His strong hand finds my wrist and yanks my finger from his mouth. A flash of anger ripples over his features, and I wonder if I made a wrong move.

“Are you trying to seduce me, Love?”

My lips tug into a playful grin. “Luc, you’re the one seducing me. I’m just your toy to be used and played with.”

A hungry look for me chases away his fury. “I’m going to use you,” he promises, his teasing tone laced with menace. Then he grabs my hand and starts tugging me toward the lounge.

“What about your room? Don’t you want to take me to bed with you?” I coo.

Indecision plagues his face. Finally, though, he nods and stalks farther down the hallway while I stumble to keep up. My heart beats rapidly in my chest, but I take several deep breaths to calm myself.

I can do this.

I have to do this.

Doing this could mean more information.

We arrive at a black door at the end of the hallway, the heat rushing out under the door and warming my ankles.

“Don’t touch anything once we’re inside. Just get naked and wait on the bed,” he instructs.

When he opens the door, the heat ripples out as if thankful for the release. And even though I’m perspiring fiercely, a nervous shiver skitters through me. I have to force myself to enter the space because the oppressive heat has me wanting to run far away in the other direction. But, I remember my reasons and keep pushing forward behind him.

When we fully enter the room, I greedily learn all I can about it. Simple. Black. So Luc. A lone bed sits in the center. There are no dressers. No end tables. No furniture. No décor. I’d hoped for filing cabinets or bookshelves—anything to rifle through in my quest for knowledge. Instead, I’m staring at the sleekest and most uncluttered room on the planet.

A clinking of my heels, no longer the same noise they made on the tile floor in the hallway, alerts me to yet another difference about this room.

What in the hell is this floor made of?

Then it hits me.

The entire bedroom is made of black glass.

This is so fucking weird.

“Beautiful room,” I lie.

The false words that so easily spewed from my lips are quickly identified as untruth.

“Don’t lie, Love. I can see straight through them.”

My eyes widen, but I chuckle. “Sorry. It’s just so different than the rest of your space. The lounge is breathtaking. Your bedroom is so simple and empty. I guess you don’t spend a lot of time here. What a shame.”

He ignores my comment and pins me with a heated stare. “Naked, Love.”

I nod and smile charmingly as I unzip my dress and slide it from my shoulders. It drops to my ankles, leaving me in nothing but my black bra and matching panties.

“More.”

Taking a deep breath, I slowly remove my bra, my gaze staying on him. When I playfully toss it at him, he smirks at me.

“You’re so naughty, darling. I’m dying to take you hard and rough. I want to show you what I do to naughty girls.”

Ignoring his threatening words, I squeeze both tits before sliding my hands down to my panties. As I fully bare myself, I keep my eyes trained on him.

“Fuck me, you’re a vision,” he praises.

My dark hair has fallen in front of my breasts, and I can see that he wants me to reveal more of myself to him. With a swipe of my hand, I push my hair away so one of my tits is visible.

“On the bed,” he growls as he works the knot of his tie.

I nod in agreement and climb up on to it on my knees. “Heels on or off, lover?”

His eyes flicker with desire. “On. Most definitely on.”

Grinning back at him, I lie on the silky sheets and rest on my elbows so I can watch him. I’d hoped for more clues in his room, but now, it seems like I’ll find nothing. But sleeping with him will most certainly garner more trust from him, so that’s exactly what I’ll do.

He shrugs out of his jacket and unbuttons his dress shirt. As that comes off too, I notice the tattoo on his chest—the upside-down cross with a serpent twisting around it.

It’s absolutely wicked.

Soon, he’s undone his slacks and lets them drop to the floor with the rest of his clothes. His black boxers bulge with his massive cock, and for a brief moment, I pray that it won’t hurt.

He hooks his thumbs in the elastic band of his boxers and pushes them down over his dick, which bobs out, thick and heavy. The man is hung—that’s for damn sure.

“You’re so hot,” I admire as he stalks over to the bed with one purpose on his mind.

Me.

“Hot is my middle name,” he growls. “And you’re pretty smokin’ yourself.”

I giggle as he pushes my legs apart and hungrily looks over my pussy.

“My dick aches to be inside you, Love,” he grumbles as if he’s annoyed by the fact.

Not wanting to let his desire for me become overshadowed by his irritation, I flirt back at him. “Well, it’s a good thing I’m so wet for you.”

I expected a lot of things from Luc. I expected his tongue on me. In me. I expected his teeth nibbling my flesh. I expected some sort of foreplay before he took me.

What I didn’t expect was for him to slap me.

Instinctively, I bring my palm to my smarting cheek and stare at him in disbelief. “What was that for?”

His eyes narrow. “I told you I liked it rough, Love. I also like to feel in charge. Right now, I feel like you think you’re running this show.”

“No, I…just thought—” I start, but he slaps me harder. Tears sting my eyes, and I once again worry about my mascara.

“Don’t think. Just do as I say. Get on your knees and face that window.”

Window.

Window.

Window.

Scrambling up from my position, I do exactly as he requested in an effort not to get slapped again.

“Rest on your elbows. I want your ass where I have access to it.”

I gulp in fear but assume the position. When his palms stroke the flesh and his thumbs tease my pussy, I whimper. One thumb easily pushes inside me, and he fingers me until I’m riding it like a practiced porn star.

All part of the act, Love.

I cry out when he pops it out of my body and replaces his thumb with his tongue. As his nose presses between the cheeks of my ass, I nearly croak from embarrassment at him invading me there.

“So sweet,” he murmurs, his hot breath tickling my center.

I’m ready for him to just fuck me already. This room doesn’t hold any clues, which means it was a waste of my time. If we hurry and fuck, I can take a shower and think about what I need to do next.

A hard slap on my ass startles me from my thoughts.

“Am I boring you, Love?” he snarls before smacking me again.

“What? No!” I begin, but he shoves my head against the sheets. My arms are now caught between my chest and the bed, the silk threatening to suffocate me.

“Good.” It’s the only warning I get before he slams into me.

I scream into the sheets, which only seems to fuel his sexual desire, because he then grasps my hips and pounds into me. He’s too big. His cock stretches and fills me to the point of pain. With each thrust, I’m bruised further.

I can do this.

It can’t last forever.

As I let my mind wander, I see a flash of Omega from earlier—when I asked him why he suddenly cared. Even though he was angry, he was hurt too. All I ever seem to do to that man is hurt him.

Luc tangles his fist in my hair and yanks so quickly that I cry out in painful surprise. My hands desperately reach out to steady myself on the bed, but he holds me just out of reach.

“I think it’s time for a change of scenery, Love. It always gets me off. Geöffnet!”

After the loud, German command, the black glass becomes clear.

What’s beyond that glass is horrifying.

I’m going to pass out.
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I’M GOING TO pass out.

His office was so fucking hot that all I can think about is getting as far the fuck away from it as I can. The moment the door slams behind me, I run a frustrated hand through my hair.

I hate Love.

Sort of.

I hate the fact that she betrayed me. I’ll never get over that. But I also hate the very idea of Luc touching her. Even though she’s not mine, I feel a possessiveness over her. I always have, from the moment I laid eyes on her. And I lose myself to the memory.

“Holy shit, Al. Check out the legs on that one,” I growl as I nod in the direction of the dark-haired angel.

“Leviathan,” he mutters in annoyance.

My shoulders tighten in frustration once I realize she works for the other side. What a damn shame. She’s striding down the hallway as if she owns the fucking place. The way she sways her curvy hips with every step causes my dick to thicken in response.

Fuck!

Her skirt is short—so fucking short—and in a minute, Alpha might have to roll my tongue up off the floor.

“Goddammit, she’s fine,” I mumble mostly to myself.

“Yeah, and way out of your league,” he laughs, punching my arm.

I ignore the sting so I can continue my blatant staring. Everything about this woman drips sex. Her tight, black skirt hugs her hips deliciously so. The pink, V-neck, sleeveless top she’s wearing dips dangerously low, revealing the cleavage of her pert tits.

I’ve never wanted a woman so badly in my entire damn life.

As she passes each of the dorm rooms, she flirts with sexy smiles and the batting of her eyelashes. This woman could have any man she wanted. Including me.

When her dark eyes meet mine, I see it. Her confident gaze falters as her smile falls. Is my hair fucking whack today or what? Nervously, I run a hand through it and shoot her a smug grin.

“Did you get lost, angel?” I question as I step in front of her path.

Her steps halt, and she chews on her lip. I want to chew on it too.

“I’m no angel,” she giggles. Her laughter is joyous music to my ears, and I know I’ll have this woman one day —careers be damned.

“What’s your name?” I invade her space and inhale her like the animal I am. Whatever shampoo she uses should be outlawed over here at HEA because it puts devilish thoughts into my head—thoughts of how it would feel to have my fingers tangled in her hair while I make love to her sweet body.

“Lovenia.”

With a lopsided grin, I wink. “Nice to meet you, Love.”

This girl is mine.

Even though my memory is of Lovenia, I can’t help but think about Alpha. Once I came here, all contact with him ceased. All contact with HEA ceased. I was ashamed of what I’d done and willingly retreated to the dark side. And, since Al never showed up over here, I can only imagine he’s a Seraph Guardian now or has somehow found a way to convince them to let him be with Lark. For his sake, I hope it’s the latter.

Every part of me screams to get back upstairs to my suite. To fucking veg out the rest of the day in my bed, ignore the bullshit hand I’ve been dealt.

But I can’t.

I won’t.

I need to talk to her about our new assignment. But really, I just want to make sure she’s okay. I don’t trust that fucker not to hurt her. He’s the fucking devil, for crying out loud. I know that Love is a big girl, but she’s not invincible.

The ping of the elevator startles me, and I watch with interest as a Reaper emerges with a dark soul in tow. I still don’t understand how they make the souls follow them, but it’s as if they are invisibly tethered to the Reaper. The dark soul seems terrified, and his begging makes my skin crawl.

“Welcome home, asshole,” the Reaper laughs, but it’s empty. Heartless. Evil.

It causes bubbles of nausea to fill my stomach.

The Reaper walks over to the door I almost opened earlier and grips the handle. When he jerks it open, horrifying screams ring out into the hallway. The tortured shrieking, infinite and never ending, grips my heart and threatens to make my head explode. I fall to my knees and smash my palms to my ears to block it out.

The heat from all the way down the hallway is blistering, and my stomach seizes with the need to puke. It’s too much.

Close the fucking door!

Dragging my eyes up, I see bright light spilling into the hallway. The Reaper, with a wave of his hand, guides the dark soul who is thrashing in a desperate manner against the unseen magnetic pull. The soul bursts into flames before he even makes it to the door, and his agonizing screeching makes its way through my palms and into my head.

Too fucking much.

The Reaper laughs as the soul is yanked beyond the door. Once he’s crossed the threshold, the Reaper kicks the door shut and the room is silent aside from my ragged breaths, which draw the attention of the Reaper.

“Big, bad Leviathan can’t handle the screams of the damned. Maybe you should go back to HEA with the rest of the pussies,” he taunts upon seeing me on my knees.

Something in me snaps, and I clamber to my feet. Rage fills every inch of my body, and I explode. His eyes widen when he sees me charging toward him. I know it’s the fucker’s job to bring the damned to Hell, but dammit, I hate him for it anyway. It’s a sick fucking job.

The slimy fucker has barely turned his back to me to run away when my shoulder connects with his. He’s scrawny in comparison to me, so I easily slam him along and into the wall.

My fist connects with his jaw and he cries out like the pussy he accused me of being. Punch after punch, I wail on him until I’m tired and my chest heaves. His bloody mess of a face is already swelling.

“What’s your name, Reaper?” I demand.

“J-J-Jared,” he sputters out.

I climb off him, but when he makes a move to get up, I push him back down with the steel toe of my black boot. “Jared, fuck with me again and you’ll be joining your buddy in the closet over there,” I threaten. “Do you understand, asshole?”

The pussy nods wildly.

“Good. Now get the fuck out of here before I feel like fucking you up some more.”

Once I take my foot off his chest, he scrambles up and hurries toward the elevator. There’s no way I’m taking it up with him, so I wait until the doors close.

I may work for HEL, but I in no way have the stomach for what the Reapers do.

After prowling back down the hallway, I stop in front of Luc’s door. Following that debacle, I’m definitely waiting for her. There’s no telling what the fuck sort of sick shit Luc will expose her to, so I need to make sure she’s okay until I can get her away on our assignment.

The elevator doors open again, and I ball my fists, eager to punch that idiot if he pops back out. But when Corson and Gabe step out, I exhale in relief. Corson may not be one of my favorite people with his blue, gay-ass suits, but I do like Gabe. Seeing him calms me a bit.

“Take it to Zo,” Corson instructs as he points to another door in the long hallway.

I’m about to call out to warn Gabe, but when he opens it, no flames from the fiery pits of Hell engulf him.

I wonder what’s beyond that door. I’ll have to remember to ask Lovenia.

Corson waits for Gabe, but when he notices me, his mouths pops open in shock. “Omega, what are you doing?”

Groaning, I stride toward him. “Waiting for Lovenia. We’ve been assigned together, and Luc needed to talk to her alone.”

Corson smirks knowingly, and I have the urge to smack the shit out of him. Instead, I purse my lips and fold my arms across my chest.

“What are you doing here?” I throw back at him.

For a brief moment, his eyes flicker in surprise. He’s my boss, under Luc, but I’m not afraid to speak directly to him.

“Taking care of business,” he says smoothly.

His tone is light but his shoulders are tense. He’s hiding something, but I don’t know what.

“Omega,” Gabe blurts out in shock as he emerges from the mysterious door.

“Gabe,” I greet back.

He and Corson exchange a glance I’m not meant to interpret, and I suddenly feel like my trust in Gabe should be limited. Call it a hunch.

“Funny thing. Luc never mentioned to me an assignment for you and Lovenia. Care to share what it is you’re doing?” Corson questions.

I furrow my eyebrows at him. “I’m not sure I’m privy to disclose the details of our assignment. If Luc wanted you to know about it, I’m sure you would have been the one to deliver the word of our job.” The smug grin on my lips is immediate. I kind of like having the upper hand over this fruit.

“Remember your place, Omega,” Corson snaps.

“Want to have a drink later?” Gabe asks me as if Corson and I aren’t about to punch the other out.

No. “Yeah, sure,” I mumble against my wishes. But maybe I can ask him about the door and what he was doing in there.

“Great. Come on, Corson. A new wave of Reapers will be here soon. You don’t want to be late,” Gabe says.

I sense that Gabe is attempting to separate us. Maybe he is a friend. Shit—only time will tell.

“Bye.” I wave them off.

Corson glares at me for a moment longer before storming off with Gabe on his heels. After tossing me an incredulous look, Gabe steps onto the elevator with him.

What the fuck is up his ass?

I walk back over to Luc’s door. Then I cross my arms and wait, straining my ears to hear through the door.

A pleasured moan echoes through the walls—one I recognize because she’s made the noise when I was deep inside her, owning her body.

Lovenia.

I fucking lose it.
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I FUCKING LOSE it.

My inner voice is telling me to calm the hell down, but I can’t. Not while staring at them. Tears stream down my face as Luc pounds into me from behind. Nothing matters, though, except what’s in front of me. I can’t look away, but it’s also the most sickening thing I’ve ever had to see.

I lock eyes with one of them. The sight is so ghastly that I know I’ll be haunted by it until the end of my existence. The black, hollow eyes of the soul of what I believe is a woman stares at me and screams so loudly that it makes it through the speakers and into my bloodstream. Her terror and pain rips at every nerve ending from within me. My skin crawls to rid myself of it.

As nausea overwhelms me, I briefly wonder if I’ll puke all over Luc’s smooth sheets. Thankfully, I manage to tear my gaze from the damned soul only to zero in on the tortured eyes of another that’s desperately pounding on the glass.

There’re too many.

I can’t take it.

They all see me just as I see them, and they’re all begging me for mercy as if I have the power to grant it. None of them raise their hollow eyes to their ruler because they already know of his lack of compassion. It’s as if each soul thinks I somehow hold the key to their release.

I can’t help them.

Flames lick around them, burning and charring them for eternity.

I can’t fucking help them.

I pity them nonetheless. I’m probably staring at murderers and rapists, but I can’t help but want to extend clemency upon them.

Too bad I’m not in the position to do so.

I try to look away, but their begging and pleading is threading itself permanently into my brain. I’ll never be able to erase this.

Ever.

Hot tears blur my vision, which gives me a momentary reprieve from the misery.

When Luc brutally digs his fingers into my hip and grunts, I know he’s close to coming.

“This is so fucking beautiful,” he groans as he pulls out of me.

His semen splatters my back, and my skin stings from the heat of it—everything about him is as fiery as the Hell before me. When he releases my hair, I fall face first against the sheets. My mind still reels with the sight of the damned and their begging, but at least I am spared of having to look at them.

“Next time, let’s fuck on the loveseat,” I grumble against the bed.

He chuckles and swats my ass before climbing away from me. “Is there something wrong, sweet Lovenia? Was this too scary for a little girl like you?”

Quickly, I steel my features before rising from the bed, careful not to look out the windows. Tossing a smirk over my shoulder, I scoff. “Hardly, old man. I was just imagining getting to view that gorgeous fireplace while you fuck me like the madman you are.” I throw in a wink for good measure.

“Lovenia, you’re a great fuck. Thanks for that. Now, I’m tired. When I’m ready for you again, I’ll call upon you. Until then, have fun with Omega on your assignment.” He grins as he puts his boxers on. “But not too much fun, of course. You’re my toy, not his.”

I smile back as if his words don’t bother me at all. “I’ll be waiting, lover.”

“In der Nähe!” he orders, and the glass turns black.

Thank fucking goodness.

“I’ll see myself out,” I purr as I slide off the bed to begin dressing. Now that I don’t have the damned clogging my brain, I can think clearly. And I need to be calm. “Goodbye, Luc,” I say with a wave once I’m dressed.

He climbs into bed and half waves as he stretches out. The second I make it into the hallway, I have the urge to run toward the door near his office that will grant me freedom from his lair.

But I don’t.

I sway my hips like a crowd is watching. I treat the hallway as if it’s my runway and I’m the star. Though I’ve been rattled, I won’t let him see that. As I reach his office, I consider sliding behind his desk and having a look at his computer. But I’m exhausted and stressed to the max. Tonight is not the night to dig for information.

I need to get to my suite and scrub him off me.

Before I exit his place, I glance down the hallway. Now, I’m thankful I didn’t approach his desk because he’s watching me much like a lion would watch his prey. His arms are folded across his sculpted, tattooed chest and he observes me with smug awareness—almost daring me to reveal my true intentions that he so clearly senses.

With an innocent smile tossed in his direction, I push through the door and then let it slam shut behind me.

I fucking survived.

I fucked the Devil and lived.

Those faces. Those horrible anguished faces tear at my own soul. Bursting into tears, I lean against the wall near the door. Why do I have the hardest fucking job of all?

Because you’re tough, resilient, strong.

Gulping, I lift my chin and repeat those words in my head.

Tough, resilient, strong.

Why don’t I feel strong? I feel fucking terrified.

“Love,” a familiar voice whispers.

My heart desperately reaches for the voice.

“Omega.”

His warm, powerful arms envelop me, and I fall against his hard chest. For once, I want to not be the strong one. For once, I want someone to take care of me. For once, I’d love to forget my tasks and focus on this man.

“Shh. You’re safe now,” he coos against my hair.

And I believe him. I have to. Right now, I need whatever comfort he can provide.

Sagging against him, I release a ragged sob. He’s never seen me like this. Nobody has. But right now, I don’t give a fuck. I need to lose it, if only for a passing moment.

I let out a small gasp when his strong arms scoop me up. Burying my face into his neck as he carries me, I inhale that deliciously addicting scent of his. It doesn’t turn me on or make me horny; it soothes my suffering soul. After what I just dealt with, my soul aches for comfort.

Omega provides that comfort.

His arms protectively encase me, and I slide my palm up his chest and around his neck. I just want him to hold me.

Indefinitely.

“Let’s get the fuck out of this hellhole,” he growls as he stalks toward the elevators.
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I’m clean, but I can’t get the faces—or the fucking screams—out of my head. Sighing, I pull the towel from the hook and inhale it. It smells like him.

Omega.

After he picked me up earlier, he carried me all the way to his suite.

My hero.

I showered alone, and I was thankful. Omega didn’t have to witness the way I scrubbed my pussy raw. He didn’t have to see the way I banged my head against the tile in shower, attempting to rid myself of the images that are permanently singed into my brain.

He didn’t have to see who I truly am.

Shuddering to shed myself of the memories from earlier, I towel off and eye the T-shirt he left for me.

Black.

Simple.

Perfect.

Omega.

After stepping onto the plush rug, I walk over to the shirt and pick it up. Bringing it to my nose, I inhale his scent. His smell is everywhere—permeating my senses much to my delight.

God, he smells delicious.

I drop the towel to the floor and pull the shirt over my head. When I lift my eyes, I meet my gaze in the mirror.

I’m not the beautiful Lovenia.

I’m not some vixen who makes men drop to their knees.

In this moment, I’m her.

The innocent.

The woman who snapped and gave her soul up to seek justice.

I am her.

Lillian.

“Everything okay in there, Love?” Omega’s deep voice booms from the other side of the door, startling me.

I take another moment to hold on to her before I look away and answer him. “Yes. I’m okay.”

Stepping toward the door, I lift my chin and affix a brave face. If I had the energy, I’d even add a flirtatious grin for good measure. But I don’t have the energy. So, instead, I frown as I reach over and twist the handle, opening the door to find a concerned Omega with crossed arms waiting on the other side.

“What’s wrong, Love? Did he hurt you?” he demands and takes a step toward me.

The scent that was on his shirt becomes stronger, as it’s coming directly from him now. I suck in a ragged breath to inhale him into my lungs.

“Not exactly, but I’m the least bit rattled,” I admit.

With Omega, I’ve always felt my most comfortable. I’ll never be able to tell him everything, but getting a little off my chest sounds enticing.

He raises his hand as if to reach out for me but has a change of heart and drops it. I ignore the disappointment flooding through me.

“Come on. Let’s discuss this in the living room.”

We used to spend a lot of our time in bed talking about everything and nothing. So the fact that we’ll be talking on the couch—fully clothed—causes a pang of regret to pierce my heart knowing I was the one to ruin it all. For what?

The ultimate ending.

I can’t lose sight of that. Ever.

Happy endings are for princesses. Happy endings aren’t for warriors.

When he reaches the couch, he waits for me to sit first and then plops beside me, our thighs touching. I’m thankful for the small bit of closeness after the literal Hell I just walked through.

“Tell me what happened.” His voice is firm with the slightest edge to it. He knows what I was doing, and he isn’t pleased about it.

“I had sex with Luc,” I tell him as if it’s no big deal. But it is a big deal. When I signed up for this, I knew there were extremes I would have to go to. I just never imagined that it would be this bad.

He winces at my words, but he was expecting them. “Well, no surprise there. Was it good?” he questions with a raised eyebrow.

I don’t miss the flicker of jealousy, and it warms my chilled heart. “No. Actually, it hurt. But aside from that…” I trail off.

His brows pinch together at my words. “Next time I see that motherfucker, I’m going to kill him,” he spits out.

I’m already shaking my head before he gets his words out. “Not like that. He’s just…” I pause. Not like you. “Never mind. Anyway, that isn’t what upset me.”

His breath rushes out in relief, but his jaw still clenches as he waits for me to finish.

“I saw them.” My lip quivers as tears threaten.

“Who?”

“The damned,” I choke out. I don’t want to sob—show weakness—in front of Omega, but I’m about to break. Just once, I’d love to truly confide in someone, and who’s better to do that with than he is?

I yelp in surprise when he slides his arms around me and hauls me to him. His touch once again comforts me, and I melt against his chest.

“I saw one being ‘delivered,’” he confesses. “It was fucking awful. The screams. The begging. The agony.”

Sniffling, I clutch his T-shirt and attempt to pull myself closer to him—any closer and I’ll climb right inside him. We’re both quiet for several moments. He holds me tight in one arm and strokes my hair with the other. Finally, he pulls away and looks down at me.

“Lovenia?”

I love to watch the way his lips form the word. “Yes?”

“Why do we care?”
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“WHY DO WE care?”

Her eyes bug out of her head. “Why do we care? We don’t, Omega. At least, when we leave this suite, we don’t. Got it?”

I stare at her, confused. “Not really.”

“Ugh,” she sighs. “Here’s the deal. We’re not supposed to care. We are Leviathans. Nobody in this whole damn building gives a fuck except for about themselves. At the end of the day, everyone is out for themselves.”

The screams of the damned flood my mind—horrific and sickening. I know that I care because I don’t belong here in the first damn place. But Lovenia? Ever since she fucked me over, I assumed she was one of them through and through—not a sympathetic bone in her body. Now I wonder what’s really going on inside that head of hers.

“I didn’t think you cared about anyone but yourself.” My words are meant to sting her, and the effect is immediate, because her shoulders sag.

“I have a heart, Omega. I’m so sorry I hurt you before.”

Her apologies are always verbal nonsense to me. I don’t feel the sincerity in my bones. She’s given me no reason to trust her.

When she stretches her bare legs out and props them on the coffee table, my eyes unabashedly skim over her tan skin. God, I miss those legs.

“So he fucked you and you watched them. Why would you fuck him in the first place? Was he better than me? Did you tell him you loved him?” I blabber out. My mouth has officially lost its mind.

Her hand finds the hem of the T-shirt she’s wearing, and she nervously fiddles with it. The shirt may be mine, and it may fit her like a dress—but it’s a short fucking dress and extremely distracting.

“Yes, he made me watch their begging and torment. It was sick. And no, nobody could ever be better than you.”

Pride swells in my chest—I fuck better than the damn Devil. There should be some award I could give him for his mantel on his precious fireplace. Second-Place Lover.

“So, you don’t love him?”

Her laugh is hollow. “Not even close.”

She continues to fidget with her shirt, so I cover her hand with mine, my fingertips brushing the insides of her inner thighs. The gasp that erupts from her is familiar, and I can’t help the longing that fills me.

I miss her.

“I’ve missed you,” she says, mimicking my thoughts in a small voice.

“I didn’t miss you,” I lie. My thumb gently strokes the top of her hand, because even though I want my words to hurt her, I want to comfort her at the same time. The sane brain in my head tells me that this woman is a liar and used me for her own personal gain. But my heart begs to let me hold her.

“Do you remember that time not long after you were assigned to look after Pedro and you got all pissed at something he said?” she asks quietly.

I know exactly what she’s talking about. It was the day I knew. The moment I knew I loved her.

“If you were mine, the first place my dick would go would be in that hot little mouth of yours,” Pedro flirts, his voice so low that I almost don’t hear it.

“What the fuck did you say?” I stand abruptly, my fists clenched at my sides. I’m supposed to be protecting this asshole, but he makes it hard as hell.

He lifts his wife beater to reveal his sleek Glock 19, which is tucked into the waistband of his jeans. The fucker is threatening me.

“Come on, Omega. I’m getting tired,” Love says suddenly, standing as well.

Pedro and I have a silent standoff, neither of us moving, only staring at one another. Finally, Lovenia grabs my fisted hand and tugs me out of the apartment. My teeth are nearly dust from angry grinding by the time we get back to my place.

Once the door is closed, the spell breaks and I want her close to me. Snaking an arm around her narrow waist, I pull her to me. Lovenia always smells like a hint of sweet smoke—a faint lingering of incense. Her scent is nothing like I’ve ever smelled—at least, not in this life—and I associate it only with her.

Dipping my head down, I capture her plump lips with mine. She might smell smoky and sweet, but she tastes like cherries. I devour her as if she’s my own delicious sundae. All that’s missing is the Cool Whip…

I want to carry her into my room and talk, but with the way her tongue dances with mine, I know that, once again, neither of us will be communicating with anything except our bodies.

“Wait,” I murmur, wrenching my lips from hers. My dick strains against my denim because fucking Lovenia is always his number-one priority. “I want you, Love.”

She raises an eyebrow in confusion. “Yeah? Then why’d you stop kissing me? Take me into your room and make mad love to me.”

Mad love.

All along, she’s wanted me to fuck her, but now, she wants me to make love to her—mad love. This girl, with her wickedly adorable ways, has me eating right out of her hands. I want her.

Forever.

My future job title means I can’t love her. There will be no forever for us.

Our forever is now.

“Do you remember, Omega?” she asks, tearing me from my sweet memory.

“Yes. I remember it clearly,” I bite out.

She looks directly into my eyes, and for once, the dark, calculating swirls that are always playing behind them are absent. With wide, innocent eyes, she whispers, “That was real.”

I glare at her. “Nothing was ever real between us, Love.”

Her eyes glisten with unshed tears. “Just because I had a job to do doesn’t mean I never lost focus.”

The look on her face, sad and remorseful, tells me she’s being genuine. But she’s confusing the fuck out of me right now with her sullen mood and lack of overt sexuality. The woman who always seems so poised and deliberate suddenly appears to be…vulnerable.

“You’re saying you loved me too?” I demand.

Her mouth opens to respond, but she’s interrupted by a pound on the door to my suite.

“What?” I snarl toward the door.

Whoever the fuck it is might just get their ass kicked for interrupting this conversation I’ve needed to have with Lovenia for some time. If we can’t be together, I need answers as to why not. Answers as to why she chose her career over me. Why she lied to me. Why she made me love her if the feelings weren’t mutual.

Gabe pops the door open and peeks his head in. Once he sees that I’m not balls-deep in some African goddesses, he struts in as if he owns the goddamned place.

I glower at him, but the fucker doesn’t seem fazed.

“Love,” he greets with a wary grin. He knows what went down with her six months ago, and I’m sure he’s surprised to see her here. And it probably looks fishy as hell considering she’s freshly showered and wearing nothing but a T-shirt. My T-shirt.

Lovenia stiffens, and I feel it. It’s almost as real as the air I breathe—the protective walls that come crashing down around her. I want to step inside them with her, but she’s already shut me out.

“Always a pleasure, Edward,” she smirks. Her shoulders have risen and her whole body is a pillar of assurance.

Gabe rolls his eyes and grumbles, “I’m not a gay-ass, sparkling, teenage vampire.”

Normally, I might chuckle at the banter going on between them, but I’m too pissed. “What the fuck do you want?”

His eyes widen, and he runs a hand through his hair. “Dude, calm down. You promised to have a drink with me tonight. Besides, I came to check on you. Why the hell did you piss off Corson? He was ready to bash your head in.”

“I’d like to see him try. He’s nothing but a Matt Bomer–lookalike pussy,” I snap back.

He shakes his head. “Seriously, man. You don’t want him on your bad side. He’ll make your life a living Hell.”

I smirk. Too late for that.

“What were you doing down there in that closet anyway?” I question now that Corson isn’t around.

Lovenia stiffens and sits up slightly as if suddenly interested in our conversation.

Gabe eyes Lovenia, but when I nod, he sighs. “Nothing. Just giving something to Zo.”

That name again. Who the fuck is Zo?

Before I can ask him that question, Lovenia pipes in with her two cents. “Zodiac? He runs HEL’s servers. What would you need in there for?”

Good question.

Awareness prickles at my senses, and I’m overwhelmed with the fact that I’ll never feel as if I can ever trust anyone again. I would have trusted Alpha with my life and my darkest secrets. Al was a good guy, and I miss him like fucking crazy.

“I, uh”—Gabe pauses and his lips twitch as he so blatantly whips up a lie on the spot—“accidentally deleted some files for my next assignment from my computer. I was going to ask him if he could check the backups and get them to me.”

After what I sense is clearly a lie, he flashes a smug grin.

“Hmm,” Love murmurs in disbelief, mimicking my thoughts.

I’m about to tell him to stop lying when Love slides her hand over mine and squeezes it. She’s acting like the typical Lovenia in front of him, but the unspoken plea not to pursue Gabe’s lie has me halting. It’s clear that she wants me to let it go. Why? I have no fucking idea.

“So, what’s up with this new assignment?” he questions.

Again, I’m unsure about whether or not I want to tell him.

“It’s classified,” Lovenia smarts off, squeezing my hand again.

Gabe, typically an easygoing guy, glares at her. “You’re a bitch. A lying bitch. Omega, don’t get too close to her. She’ll rip your heart out again. Fucking monster.”

Lovenia can be a bitch. And she most definitely lies like it’s the truth. But she’s not a monster.

“Get out,” I growl. “If you ever speak to her like that again, I’ll kick your fucking teeth in.” My chest heaves as I believe every word that comes out of my mouth.

Gabe gapes at me. “She’s poisoning you, Omega. When she breaks you again, I’ll be waiting to sweep up the shattered pieces,” he grits out before storming from my suite.

Maybe she is poisoning me. Until this evening, my resolve to hate her was unwavering. I’d managed to avoid her for six straight months without incident. But the moment we had to spend more than five minutes together, I was already under her fucking spell—reconsidering every thought, word, and action that had transpired between us.

Dying from Lovenia’s poison seems like a sweet way to go.

“I don’t like him,” she pouts and looks up at me, batting her eyelashes.

This. Now I see what this is. When she acts like this, she’s Lovenia the Leviathan. The so-called monster Gabe speaks of.

“Stop.”

A flicker behind her eyes gives her away, but she continues on anyway. “Stop what, baby?”

Baby. Another one of her ploys.

“Where did you go?” I growl as I snatch my hands from her grasp.

She slides a hand over my chest and hikes a leg over my hips to straddle me. Just knowing that she’s probably nude under my T-shirt has my dick on full alert.

“I’m right here,” she purrs as she rocks her pussy against the rock-hard bulge in my jeans.

I want to forget what she’s done to me. To kiss her like old times. I want to flip her over onto her back and fuck her like a madman on this sofa. I want to feel her again. Taste her. Own her.

But I can’t. The woman she hid away is the one I am missing. Not this fraud who’s dipping her head down to kiss me.

I let her steal one kiss simply because I’m a selfish motherfucker. For one small moment, I want to devour her and consume the memory that is her. Her lips are soft on mine—teasing—and I’m holding on to a small thread of self-control.

“That’s the last kiss you get,” I murmur as I pull away from her. “Ever.”

Even I know that’s a lie.
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EVEN I KNOW that’s a lie.

I can see it in his eyes that, if I push for another kiss—really hard—he would give it to me. I’m not going to push though. But I’ll get another kiss. I’ll make him go back on his word.

“What’s going on, Love?” he questions as he grips my shoulders and pushes me slightly away from him. “Why didn’t you want me telling him anything?”

From the moment Gabe showed up, I felt the need to protect myself. And when Gabe started fishing around for information, I felt the need to protect Omega. I’m not sure when I started to care about anyone other than myself since I came to work for HEL, but right now, I do care about someone. I haven’t admitted it to myself until now, but I care about Omega.

“He was lying. That’s to be expected around here, but I don’t like the fact that he was in the server room. If he needed data recovered from his computer, he could have just called Zo. He was in there for a reason, and I intend to find out,” I say.

His eyes darken, and his jaw clenches. “He’s my friend. I don’t think he would do anything malicious. Besides, who cares? Luc deserves whatever it is.”

“What if he was doing something to HEA Corp?” I muse.

This time, he shoots me a murderous glare. “I would kill him.”

His answer interests me.

I give him a curious, playful smile, but I want to grab his shoulders and shake the answer out of him. “Why do you care, Omega? They banished you for what you did—for what you did in the name of Love.”

He shakes his head. “Pallas was always like a father to Alpha and me. He recruited us and trained us. They’re the good guys, Love. We’re the bad guys. And even though I’m on HEL’s payroll, I’ll always root for the other team.”

Narrowing my eyes at him, I search for any sort of deception. He’s never been a very good liar. I need for what he’s saying to be the truth.

“Omega, you’re still one of the good guys,” I murmur.

His eyes lose their hard edge as he regards me. “And I feel like there’s more to you than you let anyone see. I’ve only witnessed it tonight. That’s the only reason”—he squeezes my bare thighs, which are still straddling him—“you’re still here. The old Love is a person who hurt me beyond repair. But I think someone else in there still cares. Who is she?”

Lillian. “I don’t know what you mean,” I lie, only to earn a disappointed sigh from him.

“Stop it, woman. I know who you are. You’re a good person inside.”

My eyes tear up as a memory from my past haunts me.

“You’re a good person inside,” Father Paul says with a smile as he steeples his fingertips together from across his expansive oak desk.

I fidget nervously. If I were good, I wouldn’t think he’s so handsome, would I? He doesn’t appear to be any more than ten years older than my eighteen-year-old self and I’m attracted to him. That certainly won’t do.

“Maybe I should go,” I whisper meekly. I’m not sure why I thought coming here would be a good idea. I suppose I’ve always seen myself as a do-gooder. But now, as my eyes trail along the scruff on his chiseled jaw, I suppress a needy whine.

I’m a virgin. Virgins aren’t supposed to look at priests this way. That’s lust and a sin straight from Momma’s Bible.

“Dear girl, please stay. I see such a light in you. You’re the perfect person to help mold these children. Many of the orphans here have never known what it feels like to have a family. We’re their family.” He flashes me a handsome grin. “And we’d love for you to join our family.”

I blink rapidly at him. After Momma, my only family, passed away from breast cancer a few weeks ago, I longed to have a family again. And here, this man is offering one up on a silver platter.

“What’s the catch?” I ask.

He stands and walks around to my side of the desk. With his proximity, I’m forced to clench my thighs together because my body responds to him. I’m ashamed of my inner evil ways. When he reaches out, I flinch but don’t move. Then he slides his finger under my chin and lifts it up.

“There is no catch, sweetheart. Please join us.”

He grins at me in amusement as I chew on my bottom lip and wonder. Am I ready to give everything up to help Father Paul and the children?

I think I am. Momma would have wanted it, which means I want it.

Pushing my lustful thoughts out of my head, I smile timidly back at him. “Okay. I’ll do my best, Father.”

“I know you will,” he says with such confidence that I almost believe him. “Welcome to the family, Sister Lillian.”

“There. Right there, Love. Where’d you go?” Omega demands, interrupting me from my memory.

I blink it away and frown at him. My head hurts when I think about my past—the past that was supposed to be wiped from my memory yet I can somehow recall every horrible detail.

“Nowhere,” I lie.

He rolls his eyes but cups my cheek in a tender move. “I’m onto your lies now, babe. I can see right through them. So do yourself a favor and stop doing it. If we’re going to be partners, we might as well have some trust in one another.”

He’s right.

“I trust you.” This time, my words are completely honest.

His face lights up with a beautiful smile I haven’t seen in a really long time. A pain in my heart slices through me so forcefully that I almost yelp out in shock.

“I know. And every piece of me screams out that I shouldn’t trust you in return, Lovenia.” He narrows his eyes as his grin falls.

My lips form a pout, and he runs a thumb across them so delicately that a shiver skitters right through my body.

“But I want to trust you,” he whispers.

His hot breath just inches from my lips drives me insane, but I don’t move. There’s so much I want to say to him. Like the fact that he can trust me—her. Lillian. But instead, I nod with tears in my eyes before burying my face into his neck. His hands slide up my back, and he holds me until I fall asleep. Just as it should be.
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“Wake up, sleepyhead,” Omega grits out. “I read our assignment. It’s fucking ridiculous.”

I sit up on the couch and realize he covered me with a blanket after I fell asleep. He must have slept in the other room. My eyes skim over his bare chest, all the way down to the V-shaped muscles that lead right into his dangerously low pajama pants. Even though he isn’t hard at the moment, his dick is thick and visible under the fabric. God, I miss the way he makes me feel.

Hot.

Bothered.

Distracted.

Shit—focus.

“Why? Where are we going?” I ask as I peel my eyes from his most valuable asset and look up at him.

He eyes me with a smirk, clearly amused at having caught me as I checked out his cock. “We’re going to church.”

Groaning, I roll my eyes and lie back down on the sofa. “No.”

“What do you mean, Love? We don’t have a choice,” he states.

We always have a choice. Unfortunately, I know the choice I have to make even though I’m aggravated as hell about making it. “Fine.”

He walks to me and sits down on the coffee table so he can look at me. “I don’t understand how we’re supposed to corrupt a priest though,” he laughs.

Rubbing my palms over my face, I sigh. “It’s a little easier than you would think.”

His eyes ask a million questions, but I don’t feel like giving answers.

“Omega,” I plead sincerely, “just trust me. This might be a cakewalk for us. And for that, I’m concerned. This throws a huge fucking wrench in my plans.”

“What plans?” he questions. “I want to try this new partner thing with you, Love, and to try to trust the person you’ve recently revealed to me, but you have to give me something. Tell me, please.”

Omega wasn’t originally a part of the plan, yet here he is, changing the game.

Fucking with priests’ lives wasn’t a part of the plan, yet here we are, about to go wreak havoc.

Shit, the plan needs to be reevaluated. I need to make a phone call.

“I think we need to go see someone,” I tell him cryptically.

He stares at me as if he expects me to give him a name.

I toss my legs over the edge of the couch and stand in front of him. His eyes look over my bare legs for a moment before sliding up to my face.

“I’ll run up to my suite and get ready. Meet me in the lobby in an hour,” I instruct.

As I start to walk away, his large hands grab my waist, his grip is firm as he tugs me between his spread legs where he’s still seated. I suppress a shiver because it’s always distracting as hell when he touches me.

“Who are we going to see?” he demands, peering up at me with a dark, raised questioning brow.

His chocolate-colored eyes are swimming with questions. With confusion and distrust. Chewing on my bottom lip, I do what feels natural. I slide both hands into his wild hair and I clutch him.

The moment freezes for a short while.

I could get lost in his eyes. Forever.

He leans his head forward and rests it on my belly.

Why does there have to be a Heaven or Hell?

Good versus evil.

Why can’t there just be this?

Us.

Omega and Love.

Forever.

“We’re going to see someone who can help us—two caring Leviathans in a world that has no room for compassion. We’re different, Omega. Do you trust me?”

After a long pause, he mutters, “I trust her.”

Lillian rejoices.

It’s enough.

One tiny kernel of trust.
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ONE TINY KERNEL of trust.

That’s all I have to give, but it’s enough. After all we’ve been through—all the lies she’s spouted—this one little spark of trust seems huge.

There’s more to Lovenia than what she’s ever given me. Until last night, I’d never seen this side of her. I’ll peel away these layers that hide the person I want to get to know.

An hour later almost on the dot, I’m waiting for her in the HEL lobby. The elevators open, and out steps the most beautiful vision. Today, she’s chosen a short, pale-pink sundress that makes her tan skin look like melted caramel. Her long, smooth legs stretch out as she walks toward me, her wedge-heeled sandals make a clacking noise. My eyes drag back up her curvy body and momentarily stop at her full breasts, which are barely housed in her tiny dress. Her neck is bare, and I have the urge to press kisses along it. Normally, she wears her sexy hair in long waves down her back, but today, she’s pulled it back into a sleek ponytail.

I know what she’s doing.

She’s trying to look innocent.

Too bad I’m onto her game and won’t be played anymore. But the priest? That’s another story.

“Ready?” she asks with a purr when she reaches me. The woman from earlier is gone, and the Lovenia I’m used to is protecting her in full force.

She adjusts the collar on my polo shirt. This. What she’s doing right now is all part of her game.

“There. All better,” she smiles.

Before I stepped out of my suite earlier, there was nothing wrong with my collar, so I don’t smile back. “Cut the crap, Love. Remember? Trust?”

Her eyes flicker, her false bravado wavering. It’s enough for me to pounce on. Snaking my arm around her waist, I haul her to me, smashing her tits against my chest. She yelps out, but when I dip my lips to her ear, the noise dies in her throat.

“Me and you, babe. Leave the liar at home when you’re with me. Got it?” I say, into her ear.

Her body shudders at my touch. She’s no longer in control over what goes on between us. I’m calling the shots now.

When I barely graze my bottom lip over the lobe of her ear, her breath rushes out. She smells so goddamned good right now that I’m close to tugging her into a dark corner of this lobby and doing nasty things to her.

Very nasty things.

“Are we clear, Love?”

She nods, but she seems to be at a loss for words at the moment. Even though my now-hard dick hates me for it, I gently push her away from me. With a flourish of my hand toward the door, I gesture for her to lead the way.

“Great. Now, by all means, gorgeous, take me to the man who can help,” I tell her.

She flutters her eyelashes a few times as if to clear her head and saunters off in front of me. The woman is putting on a damn good show—that ass swaying seductively. But I see the slight rigidness in her movements. I can sense her unsureness. Love has always behaved a certain way around me, and I’m beginning to learn what a farce it was before with her. Now that I’m onto her, we’ll start to unravel how much of that was the real her and how much wasn’t.

We hail a cab and ride a few miles to a bar. Despite being lunchtime, the place looks dead. She tosses some cash at the cab driver, and we get out to walk inside. Something about the seedy joint causes my hackles to rise, so I put a palm on the small of her back. If anything weird happens, I want her close.

After we make it inside the dark, dingy bar, my eyes scan the area to look for any threats. The place is empty aside from an older bartender with his arms crossed over his chest as he watches a game on a small television behind the bar.

“Be with you in a second,” he greets gruffly.

When Love starts walking toward a booth in the back, I realize we aren’t the only ones here. Clouds of smoke billow from the table. I can only see the back of the man’s shoulder, but I’m stunned once I figure out who it is.

Love reaches him before I do, and she bends down to hug him. I’m rewarded with a fucking fabulous view of her nice, round ass in the process. My cock thickens as it fondly remembers sliding between those plump cheeks while I banged her from behind.

She scoots into the booth across from him as I am left staring at the man.

Pallas.

My old boss.

“Omega, my son. So good to see you again.” He grins with his cigar wiggling in his mouth as he talks.

Nodding, I sit down beside Love and raise my brow at him in question. “Good to see you again too, I think.” I’m not sure what the fuck is going on right now, but I don’t like it. That much I do know.

“Bring another round, Zeb. And one for each of my friends as well,” he orders to the grumpy bartender, who grunts in response.

I keep my eyes trained on Pallas. He appears to be confident like usual. But my trust these days is zilch. When I was taken by Luc and Corson to be escorted to HEL Enterprises, I never even got to say so much as a goodbye to Pallas. Now, things just feel awkward—he knows I failed and I know he was disappointed.

“So, Omega. Love told me that you two have a new assignment. Together,” he declares.

My eyes flicker over to hers and find the woman from last night. No attempts to be a lying seductress. No walls. Just her. And with her hair pulled back and those brown eyes innocently peering back at me, I want to haul her to me and kiss the top of her head while never letting go of her. Instead, I raise an eyebrow in question.

“It’s okay. We can trust him,” she says.

I trust her—the other woman.

Nodding, I turn back to Pallas. “Yeah. Luc wants us to mess around with one of the good—one an SG protects.”

“Well, you can’t do that, Omega. You know that, right? That goes against the rules of what our companies do.”

I shrug my shoulders at him. “And if I don’t obey Luc, the man I work for…then what? I have no desires to bake in his fucking horror closet.”

“Language, son,” Pallas growls, reminding me of old times.

I ignore the familiar ache in my chest.

“Now, I didn’t say you had to disobey him, but maybe there are some alternatives,” he mutters as the bartender deposits our drinks before rushing back over to his game on television.

“Alternatives? Why should we help you?” I question.

Pallas’s gaze flickers over to Lovenia, who fidgets in her seat. Instinctively, I slide a hand over her bare thigh. She stills at my touch, and goose bumps scatter over her flesh.

“Because, despite what our companies do or what capacity you work for within them, one thing remains the same,” he says, narrowing his eyes at me. “It all boils down to good versus evil. And regardless of your following rules or not, your soul is either pure, compassionate, and full of love or it is hateful, vengeful, and unredeemable.”

Something niggles within me—hope.

“Go on,” I grunt.

My shoulders are tense, but the moment Love’s hand covers mine, I relax. She’s putting cracks in my armored heart one chink at a time. And dammit if I’m not the one handing her the ax.

“My point is, son, that, no matter the company you work for, you are either good or bad. You, Omega, are good,” he says pointedly. “And so is Love.”

Disbelief rushes through me, but the idea of Love having some sort of true goodness within her floods my being with happiness. My gut tells me that there is more to her, more than she has ever let on, and I will die yanking it all out of that inner hidey-hole she keeps contained so well.

“I hate it there,” I groan and rub my free hand through my curls. I may have women galore, but I have never felt so lonely in my entire existence. Now that I’m finally speaking to Love again, something begins threading itself through my soul. The blackness is being chased into the darkness, and light fills me there instead.

“I know you do. And one day, perhaps, we can find a way to change the course of things. However, in the meantime, you cannot lose yourself to his demands. He will ask you to do unforgiveable things, yet you must not heed his direction. Everyone over at HEA is working tirelessly on some inner corruption. And now, with Luc changing the rules and not giving a crap about his role at his company, we have to cover all angles,” he growls. “The lines are blurred between both sides. They clearly have people sneaking around at HEA, and we have our own ways that give us insight into HEL Enterprises. So now, more than ever, it is important to embrace not your job title, but your inner self.”

His words rattle around in my brain.

Could I have hope of one day leaving the hell I work in?

Does good still reside within me? Within Love?

“How do we not corrupt the priest?” I blurt, the exasperation causing my voice to raise a few octaves. “Luc wants full daily reports on our progress.”

Pallas narrows his eyes at me and puffs on his cigar. He exhales the smoke with his answer. “The Seraph Guardian that watches the priest is one of the men I trained. His name is Bosefus, and he’s a good friend of mine. You will find a way to work together, I am sure. In the meantime, I will continue to bleed information from the contacts I trust.”

This assignment sounds like a fucking nightmare, but I’d much rather help Pallas than let that goddamned monster, Luc, fuck shit up like he wants to.

“You have contacts in HEL?” I ask.

Lovenia chuckles beside me.

Pallas winks. “Son, I have two sitting right in front of me. Don’t you think I might have a few more?”

My old boss has always had a way with people—from both sides—so it doesn’t surprise me. He’s a good guy, and I miss the hell out of him.

“Point taken,” I agree with a smile, but then it falls. “What happens should we fail? What happens if Luc finds out we’re going against everything he’s ordered us to do?”

The thought terrifies me to death.

And worse yet, I hate to think what he could do to Love. I squeeze her thigh once more. The heat from between her legs warms my pinky, and I struggle to focus on Pallas when all I can think about is the fact that another half inch and I could be owning her pussy with one finger.

Pallas’s face turns white at my question, which shocks me, considering he’s always red-faced. Lovenia swallows loudly.

“Omega,” he growls, “he cannot find out and you cannot fail. Words can’t express what would happen should he find out. Let’s just say that it would be the worst possible thing you could ever imagine and multiply that by a billion. Please, son, do not fail.”

Considering I’ve failed him once, I shudder at his words.

Will I fail him again?
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WILL I FAIL him again?

I peer into the mirror and gaze upon my reflection. She stares back at me—Lillian. The thought of failing Omega slices my heart in two. A ragged breath escapes me, and I blink tears away as I attempt to put my game face on. I may look like Lillian, but I cannot let her out of her safe place. Too much is at stake.

We’ve made it to the church and are ready to begin our task—a task that involves double-crossing the Devil and not getting caught. It’s important that I remain the feisty Lovenia in order to keep focused and on task. Having Omega here with me is going to cause more trouble than good, but the trade-off is that I draw strength from him. He is a double-edged sword I would gladly impale myself upon.

“Everything okay?” Omega questions with a rap on the bathroom door.

We’re supposed to meet with Father Owen in a short while. He’s the one from our files—the one we’re supposed to corrupt. And according to the files, he’s just short of being an absolute saint.

But I know better.

The ones with the best résumés and track records are the ones to watch out for. For some of the best men are harboring horrible secrets. I take a deep, cleansing breath to push away bad memories that are bubbling to the surface and fling the door open. On the other side, Omega is breathtaking in his new clothing.

His black collarino fits his muscular chest well, and the buttons appear as if they may pop off at any moment. The white collar sewn into the shirt indicates he is a man of clergy. But the way his black pants hug his solid thighs is utterly sinful.

Omega, with his inky curls situated all over his head and his glare that drips with sex, should be banned from a fifty-mile radius of this church. Heat floods my skin, but I’m quickly stolen right from the present and plopped into my horrific past.

“Father Paul,” I murmur as I peek into his office, “I’m so sorry to bother you, but one of the children is ill with a high fever. I think you should come check on him.”

One of the children is sitting in his lap and his arm is hooked around his middle. The boy’s eyes are darting around wildly, almost begging for me to help him, but I don’t understand why.

“What have I told you about bursting in unannounced, sister?” Father Paul questions with a bite in his voice.

Never once has he been anything but sweet to me since my arrival last month. I don’t understand his tone.

“Colton, I think our lesson is over for today. But if you continue to push Sister Agatha’s buttons, we’ll have another lesson. Understood?” he asks the little boy in a tone that chills me to my bones.

Relief washes over the boy’s features as he slides out of his lap and runs around the side of the desk. Before he reaches the door, he throws his arms around me and hugs me. This, right here, is why I stay and serve the church. The children are all angels, and I want to love them all.

“Close the door behind you,” Father Paul barks at the little boy.

The child scurries off, and the door clicks closed behind me with his exit. Suddenly, I fear I’m in trouble.

“I’m sorry for not knocking,” I say as he rises and makes his way over to me. “I was just worried about the…” My words die in my throat as he nears me.

The rage rippling from him is nearly suffocating. I don’t understand what’s come over him.

Inches from my face, he glowers at me. “Do you know what I do to those who disobey my instructions?”

Tears well in my eyes and roll down my cheeks. “Give them a lesson?” I gasp, remembering his words from moments ago.

His laugh is harsh as he takes a step toward me, our chests nearly touching. Just a month ago, I would have wished for the handsome man to kiss me. Now, however, I’m terrified. Something isn’t right with him, and I can feel it.

When his hand seizes my throat, I gape at him, struggling to remove his hand.

“That is correct, Lillian. And you, dear sister, interrupted a lesson. So you shall have double the punishment.”

Punishment? “What are you going to do?” I choke out through my tears.

His green eyes glow with lust, and I clench my thighs together. I fear I’m not going to like this one bit. He releases his grip and smashes a brutal kiss on my lips. I’m stunned and immobile as he bruises my lips with his.

When he wrenches away, I cry out.

“Over there. Bend over the desk,” he spits out, his chest heaving. With the back of his hand, he wipes his mouth as if my taste disgusts him.

“Why?” I cower away from him but only find the wall behind me.

“Sister, bend over the desk now. If you keep delaying the inevitable, I will only increase the amount of whippings I dole out.”

My eyes bug out of my head. “You’re going to whip me?”

As he begins unbuckling his black belt, a shiver of fear runs down my spine. “Yes, and the longer you hesitate, the more lashes I will give.” His voice leaves no room for negotiation.

“But, I—”

“Now!”

I’m shocked but take wobbly steps toward the desk. I don’t understand what I’ve done wrong, and I certainly don’t understand how whipping me is going to correct my mistake. When he yanks his belt from the loops of his pants, a swooshing noise fills the air. I’m dizzy with fear but continue stumbling over to it.

I start to argue again and cast a glance his way, but he stalks over to me with a murderous glare that renders me speechless. He pushes me roughly over the desk, smashing my nose against the mahogany.

“Ah!” Blood begins to pour from my nose.

His hands find the fabric near the bottom of my habit and he shoves it over my bottom.

“No, please!” I beg, choking through my tears and the blood coming from my nose.

“Too late, sister. Time for your punishment.”

Cold air chills my exposed flesh. When he slides my panties down toward my knees, I scream. Then he yanks them the rest of the way off, and the next moment, he silences my shouts with them by shoving them into my mouth.

Was this the punishment he was going to make the young boy endure?

The thought infects my veins, and hate for the man palming my bottom surges through me. I fight to stand back up, but his strong hand holds me firm against the desk.

Please, God, help me!

I’m praying one moment, and the next, I hear the swoosh through the air. An agonizing instant later, pain slices across the cheek of my butt.

He hit me with the belt!

Squirming and kicking, I struggle to no avail. The man is stronger than I am, and I’m completely under his control. When another slash strikes me, I black out. I’m not sure for how long, but the moment the next hit comes, it drags me back out from under whatever unconsciousness I was attempting to hide in.

He hits and hits me until I lose all sense of reality.

It isn’t until he speaks that I am yanked back into the moment.

“Sister, that’s enough. Lie still while I tend to your bottom.” His words are soft, but I don’t respond.

I lie bent over the desk gasping for air.

Soon, the sting of a cream that smells like menthol spreads over my bottom.

“Your white flesh is angry and mottled—it will take some time for this to heal. Why did you cross me, Lillian?”

I sob but have no answers—not that I could speak anyway with my panties in my mouth.

“Don’t interrupt me again, sister, for next time will be much worse.” His threat sinks its way deep into my bones, and I ache from it.

He plucks the panties from my mouth and storms around to the other side of his desk. I attempt to unfold myself from my positon. Fire on my flesh dizzies me, and I have the urge to puke all over his paperwork, which is now covered in my blood. My eyes find his evil—yes, Father Paul is pure evil—stare as he drops my bloody panties into his drawer.

“Now.” He flashes me the grin I once was so easily charmed by. “Let’s get you to the infirmary to check on your nose and the boy you thought was so important that you would interrupt me.”

I finally stand, ignoring the pain slicing through me. My habit falls back into place, scratching my sore butt.

“After you, sister,” he says with a chuckle. “I want to watch you walk.”

And with a shaky step, I wince and curse the very ground the man behind me walks upon.

“There,” Omega growls, snapping me from my memory. “Who were you right there?”

I bring a shaky hand to my cheek to discover I’ve been crying. Stumbling backwards into the bathroom, I search for something to dry my tears with. He stalks inside with me and closes the door behind him. After the soft click of the lock, I turn to look at him.

I see worry.

Compassion.

Warmth.

“Talk to me, Love.”

The tears continue their flood down my cheeks. Truth is, I have no words. How do I even communicate what is swirling so rapidly within me?

“I had a bad memory,” I finally say.

It’s the truth and he can see it. His arm snakes around my waist and he hauls me to him. He smells so good that I almost forget everything for a moment. But when he strokes my back through my habit, I start to sob.

We’ve decided to take on the roles of clergy to visit with Father Owen. I knew that it would be difficult donning the old, familiar clothing, but I didn’t know that it would nearly gut me. Everything feels fresh in my head, and I want to claw it all out of my brain.

“You’re safe now,” Omega says. The way his chest rumbles out his proclamation makes its way into my unusual soul.

I harness his strength and bask in it.

“Who is she?” he asks once my sobs die down.

I don’t want to break away from him or to talk about anything though. I want to be held by him forever and ignore our missions.

“Who?” My eyebrows pinch together as I draw back to regard him.

Being this close to his mouth is an utter disaster. My knees buckle, but he holds on to me.

“Her—the woman inside you. You. I don’t know how to explain it. I just know there is another side of you I want to know. Tell me something, Love. Anything.” One of his hands palms my cheek, his thumb stroking near my lips.

My eyes find his dark ones and I see something different in them. Not anger or hate for what I did to him. Not lust or the need to fuck me against the sink.

No.

I see love and kindness and good.

Damn him for breaking me down!

“Lillian,” I say. “I remember who I was before, and her name—my name—was Lillian.”

His dark eyes dart back and forth, searching mine for answers. I’m giving him the answer. It’s the most I have ever given to anyone.

“She’s here now, isn’t she? Your true self? You aren’t hiding right now, are you?” He dips his face close to mine, and I inhale him.

God, I miss him.

“Yes,” I exhale.

“I fucking knew it,” he growls before he smashes his lips to mine.

The kiss is almost painful, but I am a prisoner of its power. For once, I let it all go and lose myself in Omega. I drop the walls around my heart and allow him access into the deepest part of my soul. His groan pours deep into my mouth as he kisses me to my very essence.

All I can do is desperately clutch his shirt and hold on for the ride. I’m no longer calling the shots or a leading player in this game. No, I’m now caught in the vortex of this powerful man. His strength is all consuming, and I allow myself to get swept up into it.

I moan when his hand slides over my ass and he draws me closer to him, his hardness pressing against me. Fucking Omega was always easy for me. The man is perfect on every level. But now, I want more.

“Love,” he murmurs as he tears away from our kiss. “You’ve never kissed me like that before.”

We’re both panting, and it takes all of my effort not to throw my arms around his neck and lose myself in another kiss.

“Trust goes both ways, Omega. I’ve never given anyone what I just gave you.”

He scowls as he watches my lips move. “And you never will again. Only me.”

His claim, though very alpha in nature, warms my heart. For someone who just yesterday hated the Earth I walked on, he seems very keen on protecting me.

I want to be protected and cared for by Omega.

He runs a thumb over my lips, and I kiss it. His thumb is barely gone before it is once again replaced by his lips. I give in to the all-consuming power of it and wish there were a way to pause this wretched life for eternity.

I want him to love me.

The thought chills me. I’m becoming distracted. Losing focus of the bigger plan. I knew letting myself get close to him would cause this to happen.

I have to get a fucking grip or all of this—fucking Luc—would all be in vain. Too much depends on my clarity of mind. As quickly as I let it fall, I resurrect the fortress around my heart once more.

Brick by brick, I push him out and myself away from her.

There is no place in this world for two confused Leviathans who crave the love of each other. Love doesn’t belong in hell, and I’m not talking about the dark, sexy one with plump, red lips. The emotion. It’s nonexistent and foreign in the barren, sinful lands Luc reigns over.

Yet demons don’t belong in heaven either. HEA Corp doesn’t allow our kind there. If it were my wish, I’d leave it all behind and hide on Earth amongst the unknowing souls. I want to live at liberty with them—with someone to love—and have no ultimate agendas hanging over my head.

I want to be free.

As the last brick locks into place, I sigh in resignation.

It’s as if Omega knows, because he jerks away from our kiss and glares at me.

“What did you do with her? You can’t keep her fucking locked away!” he snarls.

I raise an eyebrow at him and smirk. “She can’t do a quarter of the things I can do with this tongue. Don’t you remember, Omega? The way I used to own you with my tongue?”

Bile rises in my throat at turning on him so suddenly, but I can’t lose sight of the plan.

His lust-filled eyes fall to my lips. He remembers.

I saunter toward him and grip is massive, stone-hard cock through his pants. “Your dick remembers.”
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“YOUR DICK REMEMBERS.”

That’s the damn truth. My cock aches to shove her habit—which, by the way, makes her look so fucking hot—up her thighs and fuck her over the sink. The woman once again has her talons in my heart, and this time, I won’t survive in the end. She nearly killed me last time. This time, which is inevitable, I will die with her as the last thought on my mind.

I glower at her. Those pink lips, free of whorish makeup to look the part of a nun, beg to be sucked and bitten. She pouts them out for further effect and my cock twitches in her grasp.

After sliding an arm around her back to her ass, I pick her up and haul her over to the sink. She gasps when I drop her on it and attack her neck with my mouth. If she wants to play dirty, I’ll play goddamned dirty.

“W-what are you doing, Omega?” The spicy Leviathan’s voice wobbles and falters.

I suckle her flesh and palm her breast through her clothes. “I know what you’re doing. You’re fucking pushing me away. Protecting something—her—I don’t know what the fuck. But I’m not going to sit by and watch it happen this time. I know there’s something inside you worth fighting for, even if that means dealing with the monster you pretend to be. Things aren’t over between us, Love. They will never be over.”

The desire to kiss her and fuck her and forget about every fucking thing is overwhelming, but we have a job to do. I just want to shake the foundation upon which she stands for a minute. I want to rattle the hardened woman she is at the moment.

My hand slips between her legs, and I finger her through her habit. I’ve been with the woman long enough to know exactly what makes her lose her mind. She thinks sex is her weapon against everyone? Well, I’ll use her weapons against her.

“Oh-mega!” she cries out once I make the connection.

I find her swollen lips with mine and kiss her hard, almost punishingly. “Yes, Love?” I murmur against her lips as I work her through her clothes.

“What are you doing?”

“You’re no longer in charge, baby. When you’re in charge, you fuck it all up. I’m not letting you fuck us up again,” I growl and intensify my massaging of her clit.

“Mmm, stop,” she whines, her voice shaking with need. “We aren’t an ‘us.’”

I do stop, but she whimpers, so I go back to fingering her. “We are an ‘us.’ Stop trying to fucking pretend, woman. I won’t allow you to say otherwise. Now get the fuck over yourself and admit we are something.”

She furiously shakes her head. “No. We have a job to do.”

When I stop my movement, she tries to force my hand to continue. I nuzzle my nose against hers and look deep into her chocolate eyes. Lust and something else swims in them. Uncertainty. That is what I latch on to and then use the lust to my advantage.

“I want to make you come, baby,” I coo as I begin stroking her again.

She throws her head back and bares her neck at me. “Yes, please.”

“Tell me what I want to hear.”

Once again, she shakes her head, so I stop.

“You’re pure fucking evil,” she grumbles.

I chuckle and tease her with my finger. “Say it. Just fucking say it.”

She leans forward and pins me with sad stare. “Yes, okay? You’re messing everything up, but I can’t deny that I don’t care about any of it when I am around you. I hate the fact that you are clouding my every thought and disturbing my plans. This will end badly, Omega. I did things my way for a reason. And you, with your passion you wear on your sleeve, are about to fuck up something huge. Are you at all prepared to deal with the ramifications of that?”

I mull her words over. So she doesn’t want to remain guarded in my presence but clearly feels as if she must.

Dropping my mouth to hers, I kiss her softly. The woman she hides claws under the surface.

I will save you.

My finger continues its dance, and soon, she shudders with an orgasm. I massage until she becomes too sensitive to take any more. When she comes down from her high, I slip my teasing finger up her body and around the back of her neck. With a little tug, I pull at her hair so that she looks up at me.

“Baby, drop the fucking act. Every time you try to push me away, I am going to crawl into wherever it is you go and yank your ass out of there. No more running. No more hiding. You’re mine, Love, and I’m willing to battle for your heart.”

Tears well in her eyes, showing me that I have won. I place a tender kiss to her trembling mouth. The kiss is short but full of promise. My vows are thick and binding as they work their way through to her. Eventually, she nods her understanding.

“Omega, this is going to be hard. You have no idea. I’ll do my best to not shut you out, especially when we’re alone. However, we still have a major job to do. Promise me that, when we leave the confines of our privacy, you’ll trust me always. No matter how awful or insane things get. I need you to trust me if we have any hope for surviving.”

Her fear is palpable and so real that I could almost grab it and strangle it to death. As long as I have anything to do with it, she’ll be safe. I will protect her until my dying breath. The hate I had for her yesterday was just a bandage for my bleeding heart. I had held on to the belief that I hated her.

But I didn’t.

I loved her so much that it made me crazy.

Now that I see there is more than meets the eye with Love, I only want to love her more.

“I never hated you,” I blurt out before seizing her lips with mine again.

Her moan is far from sexual—it’s one of relief. I stroke her, comfort her, and kiss her in the small bathroom. She’s letting me in, crack by crack.

“I never stopped loving you,” she murmurs in reply.

Truth.

Motherfucking truth.

“We’ll figure this out, baby. I promise.”

She nods. Her belief in me is heart stopping. I will prove to her that I will make it all okay.

I finally pull away from her and give her a lopsided grin. “Ready to go pretend to fuck shit up, Love?”

The beautiful woman morphs before my eyes from something innocent and vulnerable to the feisty vixen I first fell for. “Is that even a question? Let’s go have fun, O.”
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“And this is the west wing. Over here is where the nuns stay,” Father Owen says with a grin.

Father Owen is an old man with a kind smile. His eyes are crinkled around the edges, and it’s clear he laughs a lot. I like him instantly and have the urge to protect him.

I will protect him.

His Seraph Guardian, Bosefus, is behind him, glaring at us—me in particular. He knows we aren’t supposed to be here and can see right through our façade—the one where we told Father Owen we are from St. Peter’s Church from San Francisco. We mentioned our desire to grow our small church and visit a few other churches to get a feel for how others are doing it.

“Why are you here?” Bosefus snarls.

Of course, Father Owen can’t hear him. The SG are invisible to the humans and the ones they protect. However, the Leviathans can see them plain as day.

When Father Owen shows Lovenia the stained glass on one of the windows that’s been around since the 1800s, I turn my attention to Bosefus. The guardian angel is massive, towering several inches over my tall frame. His giant, feathered wings are spread out behind him, making him seem even larger. A hint of remorse rushes through me because I almost had those wings at one time.

“Working,” I mouth back.

His jaw clenches, and rage ripples from him at my presence. I would be furious too if I were him. This isn’t how things work.

“Leave,” he snaps.

Ignoring him, I glance over at Lovenia as she admires the glass. Her skin takes on a pink hue as the sun shines on her skin. In her habit, her face free of makeup, talking to the priest, she seems every bit a vision from heaven.

Normally, Love would be swaying those sexy hips and turning the heat up around men. However, with Father Owen, she appears to be using a different tactic to mess with him. One I haven’t quite figured out yet. My problem is the big, winged mammoth who is glaring at me.

“No.” Even though no sound comes out, I mouth the word very clearly to him.

His hand, with superhuman quickness, seizes my bicep.

I learned about this when I was in training to be a Seraph Guardian. They have abilities—the ability to see your desires, motives, and integrity or lack thereof.

That’s the last thought before he dives deep into my soul without my permission.

“He’s just a boy,” Connor pleads with tears in his eyes.

I glare at my best friend. “A boy who is planning on blowing your ass up!”

The small child with a mop of dirty, dark hair peeks out from behind Connor. He can’t be any more than six years of age.

We’ve been stationed here in Afghanistan for too fucking long. Every single one of us soldiers is tired as hell and ready to go home. Connor and I have managed to stay alive this long, and I won’t let some goddamned terrorist boy with a backpack full of explosions ready to detonate take us out. It’s not happening on my watch.

“Connor,” I growl. “Step away from him.” I raise my M16 and point it at the child.

The small boy pleads with me in his native tongue. I don’t doubt his innocence. However, I doubt the innocence of the ones who shouldered him with the heavy backpack and sent him our way.

“Drew, please, don’t hurt him.”

I drop my gun toward the dirt and run a frustrated hand over my scruffy jaw. Connor was always too soft to be a marine. The moment I met the man in boot camp, I knew, deep down, that I was supposed to always look out for him. I needed to be tough enough to protect both of us. Now, I will use his heart against him.

“What about Lark? And the baby?”

He grimaces at the mention of them, his resolve weakening—so I pounce.

“Do you think Lark would want you risking your life for some killer kid? I can’t let anything happen to you. She fucking made me promise, Connor.”

He pinches the bridge of his nose. I’ve dealt a low blow, but I’ll do anything to get him to step away from the kid who was headed right for our camp with a backpack full of explosives.

“Do this for her,” I urge.

His hand is still behind him, holding the boy safely in place. Connor and his fucking weakness for children!

“Mota'assefam,” the boy squeaks out. Sorry. Tears are swimming in his eyes, weakening my heart. The child doesn’t want to be here—some fucking psychotic idiot made him do this for his own personal gain.

I make a decision that could cost us our lives.

“Listen. I’m going to remove the backpack and get rid of it. You snatch the boy and we’re going to haul ass back to camp,” I huff out in resignation.

Connor’s rigid frame relaxes. I turn my attention to the boy, and when I motion that I am going to take his backpack off, he nods emphatically.

Poor fucking kid.

“On my count of three, I want you running your ass off,” I order to my best friend.

He nods and regards the child. After stalking over to them, I clutch the straps of the backpack.

“One. Two.” I lock eyes with Connor, and he nods. “Three.”

Time becomes molasses as I pull the bag from the boy’s back and Connor scoops him into his arms. As he runs away, I carefully place the bag on the dirt and then haul ass after them. We barely make it twenty feet toward camp when shots ring out all around us.

“Get down!” I bark.

Connor tackles the boy to the dirt to protect him from the gunfire. I, on the other hand, fling my gun around and shoot in the direction of the shots to protect my best friend.

“Drew,” Connor gurgles out. A cough from him startles me.

Though the shots are endless, I am no longer worried about them.

I’m worried about Connor.

Dropping to the dirt next to him, I roll him over to see that the boy has been shot in the side of the face. His innocent eyes are still open and staring at me, but the life is long gone. Everything around me blurs.

“We have to get back,” I choke out.

But when Connor’s head turns to mine, I fucking lose it. His face is greying fast, and blood blooms from his chest. The same bullet that killed the boy appears to have traveled through my best friend as well.

“No, Connor! Fucking no!”

“T-t-tell Lark I l-l-love her,” he sputters out before coughing some more.

I have to stop the bleeding. Lifting up on my knees, I roll the boy out of the way and press my hand over the gushing wound. It soaks my hand, and I panic because it’s too much blood.

“Don’t leave me, Connor!” I scream through my sobs.

When his eyes droop closed, I snap into action. I have to get him to a medic. With that realization, adrenaline surges through me, and I lift the man that weighs every bit of two hundred pounds as if he weighs no more than the boy.

I run.

And I run.

And I run.

Until I can’t run anymore.

Pain pierces my lower back, and I stumble forward, losing my grip on Connor. He hits the dirt, and I fall right on top of him.

“I’m so sorry I couldn’t save you,” I bellow and clutch onto my best friend’s bloody uniform.

When an explosion rings out nearby, everything is cloaked with a blanket of the blackest of black.

But as soon as I’m shrouded in darkness, bright white light then steals me away.

Jerking my arm from Bosefus, I glower at him. My cheeks are damp, and I can hardly breathe. What the fuck just happened?

His eyes have lost their angry flare though, and he smiles at me—almost as if he approves of my presence.

“I don’t know what is going on, Leviathan. You come in here, a place you don’t belong, with intent to destroy what I work so hard to protect. Yet, when I peer into your soul, it tells a different story. You need to see Jes.”

My eyebrows pinch together. “Who is Jes?”

“My boss. He’s not so black-and-white like the rest of our superiors. Jes sees in all colors. He finds solutions where there isn’t one. You need to see Jes. I implore you to do so.”

I shake off the horrific memories of what must be my past. Like Lovenia, I remember who I was now. Parts are beginning to trickle into my head. Some worse than others. All of them, I greedily devour. Alpha told me on more than one occasion that he desired to know who he was before we became Minders. I was never interested.

Until now.

Now, I can’t stop the tentacles of the need to understand who I am from unfurling their way through each crevice and cranny of my mind.

“Where do I find Jes?”

Bosefus’s chuckle warms me, further reminding me that I was taken from people I belonged with and thrust into a world full of those I don’t belong with. “That old hippie? He has an office on the top floor, but he hates it. Says it’s too pretentious. He moved into HEA’s basement decades ago. Go see him and leave her behind.”

My eyes roam down the corridor, where I see Love in animated discussion with Father Owen. I don’t know that I could ever leave her behind.

“What if I say no?”

Bosefus shakes his head. “Then you’re one thick-headed demon. I’m telling you—meeting with Jes is of the utmost importance. Finish up whatever it is here you are pretending to do. I’ll continue acting angry—that’s kind of my thing. And you continue as if you’re raining on my parade. But at the end of the evening, go straight to him.”

I nod. Things are a big, fucking confusing mess, but acceptance radiates from the angel. It’s clear that he senses my hidden agenda to dupe HEL Enterprises. Apparently, despite our job descriptions, we’re on the same team. I grunt out my agreement and stride down the hallway toward Lovenia.

It’s showtime.
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IT’S SHOWTIME.

It was clear when I met Father Owen that my usual seductive ways would be useless. The old man wasn’t one I was going to be able to seduce. However, I had to have something to bring back to Luc. So I have another plan up my sleeve.

Unfortunately, this one is too close to home.

“Is there a school here?”

He beams at me. “Yes! Ah, the children. Most churches aren’t interested in growing that section, but we are proud of our school.”

Bingo. They all love the fucking children.

“I would love to see it. Are they orphans, or is it a school requiring tuition?”

He picks up his pace, eagerly making his way in the direction of the school. “Oh, no, sister,” he calls out over his shoulder, “They aren’t orphans. These children who come here have families. It’s like any other school, and they don’t live here. Their parents pay a reasonable tuition, but nothing out of the norm.”

I hurry after him to catch up. “Are they all boys?”

He shakes his head. “No, the school is comprised of both boys and girls.”

My head spins as I remember something I would rather not.

I’m early today. Just as I am every day. I plan on ruining his “lesson plans” even if that means horror for me. Today is no different.

“Father Paul,” I hiss as I open his door.

This time, he’s waiting on the other side, his arms folded across his chest. His body visibly ripples with the rage he can barely contain. He’s onto my game and furious.

“What is it now, sister? Every day for a week now, you’ve come up with something so incredibly important that you have interrupted every single one of my lessons. Today, I canceled the lesson I had planned, for I knew you would barge in here anyway.” He takes a step toward me, and I raise my chin in defiance. “Sister Lillian, if I didn’t know any better, I would think you like getting whipped.”

My cheeks blaze with fury. “Something is wrong with you.”

He glares at me and seizes my wrist. I yelp as he hauls me to him and kicks the door shut. Our eyes meet—mine with terror and his with sick lust.

I hate him.

“You’re preventing certain things from happening. Things I require to do my job at this church,” he growls.

The man I first met is present in the hallways and around the other clergy. But alone, he is a monster. My bottom is so raw and bruised from his abuse, yet I come back here each day for more.

Not because I want to.

But because I have to.

To protect those boys.

“I’d say you get enough sick pleasure from hurting me,” I taunt. But even though I am trying to put on a brave face, bitter tears well in my eyes. One escapes and slides down my tender and sore nose.

I attempt to jerk my wrist free of his punishing grip, but it’s futile. He lugs me to him and slides his other arm around my waist, holding me against him. His erection presses against my belly, and dread freezes my veins.

“Just whip me and get it over with,” I spit out.

The wicked glint in his eyes haunts my very soul. “Very well. Lift your habit like usual and assume your position at my desk. Don’t forget where I want your panties.”

In my mouth.

“I’m not wearing any this time,” I seethe.

My intention is to rile him up. Show him that he doesn’t have control over me. But to my dismay, he seems turned on by my words.

“Oh, you’re in trouble now.” Even though his words are menacing, they hold a hint of anticipation.

After wrenching myself from his grip, I stomp over to the desk and hike the material up over my butt. He always rubs the cream on afterwards, but it doesn’t relieve the bruises. I’m dreading the pain that will soon have me begging for mercy. With a ragged sigh, I bend over and find the scratches on the wooden desk. I noticed them last time I was here, and I focused on them instead of the brutality.

My own nails are clipped short, which means the ridges in the wood came from someone else. Some other woman he tormented prior to me. The thought of him hurting others fuels a raging fire of hate inside me.

At the clink of his belt unbuckling, I swallow my fear and attempt to focus on the scratches.

I can do this.

I can do this.

When his hand palms my bottom like usual, I brace myself for the impending blow.

What I don’t expect is the finger. The invasion of my virgin territory. Ripping through the dry, tight flesh.

“Ahh!” I cry out.

He pops his finger from me and slurps on it from behind me.

I want to vomit.

“Don’t touch me. Let me go!” I hiss at him.

His belt is suddenly around my throat, and he’s leashed me up like I’m some dog. My fingers claw at it in an attempt to breathe, but he shoves me back onto the desk hard enough that I black out.

When I come back to, however long later, my insides are raw and burn with an intense fire. So sore. Everywhere.

“You’re surely going to hell, sister. Whoring yourself out to a priest,” he growls from somewhere behind me.

Wetness trickles down my thighs, and I sob as he continues talking.

“I suppose you’ll need daily lessons. Someone will need to bring you back closer to God. That someone will be me.”

I close my eyes and pray for lightning to strike me dead.

“Lovenia,” Omega murmurs.

I’m in his arms, not quite sure what happened. But I’m safe. Father Paul isn’t here—he’s still trapped in the nightmare of my old life, thank God.

“What happened, baby?”

Trembling, I turn my head to see if Father Owen is watching our exchange. “Where is he?”

“He is already in the next building. You had a panic attack or some shit right here in the hallway, so I held you until it passed.”

I sigh in relief that my cover wasn’t blown. Nuns certainly don’t clutch on to clergymen the way I am right now. It would appear suspicious, so I break free from his grasp so that nobody will see.

“I’m fine. A memory. That’s all.”

He storms forward and cups my face in his hands. His thumbs swipe my tears away. “That was one fucking horrible memory. The moment we’re alone, you better tell me about it.”

The Lovenia he once fell in love with would have refused. But I, the one I only let him see—want to tell him. I want to confide in someone. How nice would it be to share the burden?

“Yes. I promise.”

His eyes shine with pride and love, which I am nearly knocked over by. I can see that he wants to pull me into his arms and kiss me like there’s no tomorrow. And, Lord, how I want him to do just that. But I’m thankful he’s my partner at the moment. Hastily, he presses a chaste kiss to my forehead and draws away from me.

“Let’s go, gorgeous.”

I sigh at his compliment and clasp my hands in front of me to keep from throwing them around him. Together, side by side, we follow Father Owen.
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“This is our first-grade class,” Father Owens says proudly.

I watch him for indications of likenesses to Father Paul, but so far, nothing. The man is kind and happy. And he truly loves the children—not in some sick way. I don’t want to corrupt this man. Luc is off his fucking rocker. I’m surprised Bosefus hasn’t attempted to stop us or call for backup or do whatever SG do when someone encroaches on their territory. Instead, he hangs back, watching our every move with a knowing smirk cocking one side of his lips up.

This entire deal stinks.

“Come. I’ll introduce you both to the students,” Father Owen chirps as he pushes through the door.

The class turns their attention to us, chattering and giggling at having had their boring schoolwork interrupted. Father Owen introduces us as a few of the children eye up Bosefus. He’s supposed to be invisible to humans, but some children have the uncanny ability to sense or see the presence of those who work for HEA and HEL and are supposed to remain hidden, like SG, Minders, or Reapers.

“Your name is really Love?” a boy from the front row questions.

When I drag my gaze over to him, my heart seizes. He looks just like him—the boy who launched my descent into Hell.

I’m on my way to my room for the evening when I encounter a boy walking down the corridor. “Young man, it is nearly ten in the evening. You should be in bed by now,” I scold. I figure he’s been up to no good, but when he breaks free from the shadows, my heart breaks.

This child, no more than twelve years of age, is broken.

Somebody broke him.

I fall to my knees before him and tug him into my arms. “Sweet boy, are you all right?”

Ever since the first time he raped me, I’ve willingly gone to Father Paul. And each day, he’s used me. Unfortunately, the first time was the only time I actually blacked out. Every time thereafter, I lived through every horrifying detail.

But today? Today, I was called upon for a meeting with the sisters. I tried every excuse in the book to get away, but I was told that it was mandatory. Surely he would simply wait to teach me a lesson, I thought. No others would be in harm’s way.

However, as this boy sobs in my arms, I know.

I know I should have fought harder. Gone against the head nun’s orders. I should have let Father Paul hurt me so that he wouldn’t hurt others.

Blistering rage within me explodes. I block out everything except for the sick, hate inside me. With each murmured assurance to the boy and every ragged breath I take, I fuel the fury in my heart.

I will kill that man.

Soon.

“You’re weird,” the boy from the class laughs, snapping me from my memory.

I shake the lasting horrors off and stare at the boy, who is different from the one I met long ago. Mostly, it’s their ages. However, this boy looks so much like Daniel that my heart hurts.

I smile back at him. “You’re weird too.”

I turn to Omega, who’s on his haunches, his arms folded over a desk. He’s staring at a little blond-haired girl as if he knows her. A maternal, pride-filled sensation washes over me at seeing him with the child. A yearning—a longing so great that it nearly rips my soul in two.

No matter what happens between us, we’ll never marry. Never have children. Never have a life free of missions and destinies.

Life will never be simple for us.

My heart fucking aches.
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MY HEART FUCKING aches.

This girl is so familiar. I know her, but how?

“What’s your name?” I question gruffly. I know that my voice can sometimes be intimidating.

But not for this little girl. She just beams at me.

I know that fucking smile.

“Al.”

The breath I was inhaling stalls in my lungs, and I choke it back out. “What?”

“Al. Or Alysson. You can call me either. Mommy prefers Al.”

I gulp down the emotion in my throat. Thoughts of Alpha and Lark flood me. Yet she looks just like Connor. In this moment, I know, and my heart rests finally.

I grin at her. “I’m Omega.”

Her eyes widen. “The Omega? My daddy tells me stories all the time of a great warrior named Andrew ‘Omega’ Larson. Is that you?”

Drew.

I wink at her. “It is. What’s your daddy’s name?”

“Connor Miller,” she says softly. “I can’t wait to tell my daddy I saw you.”

Flickering my gaze over to Love, I see that she is laughing with the children. My heart freezes in my chest—she’s never looked more beautiful than now.

God, I love that woman.

Nobody is paying our exchange any attention, so I turn back to Al.

“Can you do me a favor, Al?”

She smiles. “Yes! Anything!”

“After school, can you tell Connor I’d like to see him? If I leave a note, can you see to it that he gets it?”

The girl giggles and pulls a pink spiral notebook from her desk. “Here, write your letter in here and I will give it to him.”

She hands me a pink, glittery pencil.

I raise an eyebrow at her. “Pink? Got any manly colors for a warrior?”

“No. Real men wear pink. That’s what Daddy says. Mommy prefers black.”

Sounds like Lark, all right.

I grumble in faux annoyance at having to write with the girly pencil. With scribbles this girl will never be able to decipher, I write my message.
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I want it to be difficult to interpret in case someone intercepts it. Hopefully he shows, because I would love nothing more than to see him again and discuss what the fuck is going on.

“Tell Twiggy I said hi,” I laugh as I fold the paper and hand it to the girl.

She tucks it into the front pocket of her uniform and smiles. “Daddy calls Mommy Twiggy a lot. I don’t get it,” she pouts.

I ruffle her hair. “Warrior talk. You’ll understand when you get older.”

She scrunches her nose up, and I stare at her a moment longer, drinking in the fact that she is the product of love between my best friend and Lark. Finally, I stand as Father Owen and Lovenia make their way to me.

“I think we’ve seen it all,” he announces. “I will see you both to the door since they’re about to get let out for the day anyhow.”

Lovenia and I quietly follow him out of the building. Once we’re standing in the warm sun, he surprises me when he hugs both of us at once.

“I’m so glad you came to visit our church. You both seem like good people, and I am proud to have shared this with you.”

When he releases us, I’m more confused than I was when we arrived. It’s as if we’ve accomplished nothing. The moment Luc asks about how the assignment is going, I’m afraid we’ll be had.

What exactly will happen when he discovers we aren’t doing our jobs?

Will he toss us into his closet of fucking horrors? Or worse?

I will kill him before I let him touch a hair on her head. I’m not really sure if the Devil can be killed, but I will die trying.

“Let’s get home,” I tell her as we walk toward the HEL.

She finds my hand with hers, and I sense my anxiety within her. I squeeze her hand and silently convey to her that I will find a way for us to be together. Her tight grip back tells me that she hopes I can.

I can and I will.
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“I’ll never fall in love,” I grumble as I stretch out on my cot. Tonight, I wish I had more than the standard government-issue blanket. Even though I’m still fully clothed in my fatigues and boots, a shiver crawls up my spine.

Connor laughs. “I didn’t fall in love.”

I roll over to face him. He’s holding a picture of Lark and staring like a fool at it. I may tell him that I’ll never fall for anyone, but it doesn’t mean that, deep down, I don’t wish for what he has. It makes him seem weaker and stronger all at the same time.

“You don’t love Lark? That’s news to me,” I tell him gruffly.

Meyers, who’s on the other side of me, huffs something to the tune of, “Shut the fuck up and go to sleep.”

I flip him off over my shoulder and stay fixated on the conversation with my best friend.

Connor sighs and lies on his side to face me. “Love fell in me. It fucking possessed me, Drew. The moment I saw her looking so pissed off at the world and sexy as hell in her bizarre-ass clothes, I knew. But then,” he chuckles. “Then she spoke.”

I furrow my brow at him and look at him expectantly. “And?”

He flashes me a grin. “And it was as if she’d cut open my chest and poured herself into me. Love fell into me, and I’ve never let go. It was just so easy and right. God, I fucking miss her.”

We haven’t been stationed in Afghanistan long, but every night, the longing for his wife intensifies. If I had my way in this world, I would end this war and ship his ass back home. It’s where he belongs—with his love.

I lie back and attempt to relax. What would it feel like to love someone the way he loves Lark—so wholly?

I think I would feel fractured and fragile. Brittle, even. Your heart depends on them doing their part to keep it beating. A lot of trust would go into that, and I don’t know that I could ever trust someone that deeply. I mean, I trust Connor with my goddamned life and I love him like a brother, but to put that type of love mixed with passion and sex into a woman? That would make me incredibly vulnerable.

“Goodnight, Romeo,” I tease as I close my eyes.

The man sees through my playful front and ignores my comment. “Love will fall into you one day. And when it does, fight for it, brother. Every step of the damn way. Walk through fire for her, slay dragons for her, and forsake everything for her. Love will be worth it.”

“I’ll work up some notes and take them to Luc,” Love states, startling me from another memory.

Love will be worth it.

She is staring at me, her back against the door to her suite. Her brown eyes sparkle with a beauty as pure as heaven above. Love isn’t the woman I started this journey with—she is becoming something so much more.

“I don’t want you going alone,” I murmur and slide a hand around her waist.

Back when I was training to be an SG and she was a Leviathan fucking shit up, touching her was easy. The moment my flesh connected with hers, my nerve endings flared with life. She was every bit as intoxicating as any drug or vice. And now… Now, she fucking consumes me.

“Omega, I’m a better liar,” she tells me. “Luc will want a full report, and I’m going to have to bullshit him. You wear your thoughts and emotions on the outside where everyone can view them freely. And while I love that part of you, I also hate it. It makes you vulnerable.”

Tears swim in her eyes, and I pull her against my chest.

“It scares the hell out of me that he will find out you’re not like him or Corson or any of the bastards around here. And once he figures that out…” She sighs heavily. “I’m terrified of what he’ll do.”

Thoughts of Luc’s fucking horror closet fill me, making me want to vomit. “If he hurts you, Love, so help me, I’ll kill him.”

Her laugh is hollow—one of bitter resignation. “You can’t kill the Devil, Omega. Get that through your head right now. No matter how angry you are or pissed off at him, he’ll always be stronger and more wicked. The best we can do is hope that he won’t do anything rash.”

I slip my fingers around her ponytail and tug at it, tilting her head back so I can look at her. Her mouth opens, and I want her so damn badly. Everything. Not just her body or her lips or her perseverance. I want her heart. All of it.

Dipping my mouth to hers, I kiss her. Softly at first, but then her hands are on my chest—clutching and pulling at me. An internal fire begins to flame, and with each sweet plunge of her tongue into my mouth, it grows.

“Make love to me, Omega. Please.”

Her voice is so innocent and fragile. I want to cloak her being with my strong one and protect her very essence.

I growl and reach behind her for the doorknob. Once I open it, there’s a flurry of clothes being torn off along the way to her bedroom. The moment we’re inside her room, I kick the door closed as she crawls onto the bed. Her caramel-colored ass is smooth and round. I’m dying to taste and nibble on her.

It’s been so damn long.

Once she settles and peers back at me with wild, unsure eyes, my cock thickens fully. The woman before me is her true self. She wants this every bit as much as I do. As I prowl over to her, her chest rises and falls in a rapid cadence. Our hearts must beat with mutual need, because mine is about to explode out of my fucking chest.

I crawl over her body, relishing in the way her breath hitches at my touch, and settle myself to cover her curvy frame. Resting my cock against her belly, I slip my arms under her and bring my mouth close to hers.

“You promised we could talk.”

Frustration morphs her features, and I want to groan at having brought this up now, knowing both of us want to make love more than anything. But, that can wait. I need to talk to her.

“Tell me what happened, Love. Today, with Father Owen.”

Her brown eyes pool with tears, and her lower lip trembles. I press a soft kiss there and then look back down at her.

She sighs heavily, but she’s resigned herself to talking. “Prior to this life, before I was a Leviathan named Lovenia, I was a nun named Lillian.”

My eyebrows cinch together. A nun. I nearly chuckle when my cock twitches at the memory of seeing her in the habit earlier today.

“Anyway, I worked at a Catholic orphanage after my mother passed away from cancer. I wanted to help people and serve God—just as she would have wanted.” A smile plays at her lips, and I smile too. Though I can’t remember my own mother yet, I hope that memory comes soon. “And those boys were so sweet. Father Paul had said we were their family. I took my job seriously, and I felt as if they were all my children.”

Love shines on her face so purely that this becomes my new favorite moment with her. This woman lived for those kids.

So, how’d she end up at HEL Enterprises?

“But one day, I discovered that Father Paul was not fatherly at all like he claimed to be. In fact, he was a monster.” Her chin quivers, and behind the sadness is a blinding rage so fierce that I’m shocked into silence. “He hurt those children, Omega,” she whispers as tears roll out of her eyes. “So I took matters into my own hands. I let him hurt me instead.”

I growl, ready to punch holes in the goddamned walls. The very thought of someone hurting Love makes me insane.

“At first, he spanked me. He fucking spanked me! Every day, he would whip me until I was bloody and bruised. Yet I endured it. If he was hurting the kids, I wanted to take their place. I wanted to protect them.”

Despite my blistering rage for the Father, I place soft kisses all over her mouth and chin. She’s opening her guarded soul to me and allowing me in. And I’m fucking falling hard into it.

“One day, he changed things up. Instead of whipping me like I’d expected, he raped me, Omega. He took my innocence. It obliterated my sanity. He was supposed to be Godly and good yet he was evil—a fucking monster!”

Her chest thumps wildly against mine. The words spewing from her mouth are dark and vile, and I want to kiss her so she won’t tell me any more. It’s too sickening.

“And when I came across one of the children, Daniel, I realized he was still hurting people. There was only one way to stop Father Paul.”

“To kill him,” we say in unison.

I would have done the same goddamned thing.

“So, why did you end up at HEL? They should have given you a fucking medal, not punished you,” I snarl.

“There were casualties,” she sobs. “Please, I can’t talk about it anymore.”

“Shh, Love. It’s okay. You’re safe now, and you’re here with me. Thank you for sharing a part of yourself with me, no matter how fucking difficult that was. I love you, baby, and I’m not going anywhere.”

When her hand grips my cock, I nearly come from the touch of it. All of those other women I slept with in order to forget about this multifaceted vixen beneath me were just a ploy. She was always in the forefront of my mind, and I never forgot about her. As she guides my cock to the entrance of her pussy, my eyes roll back in bliss. I never thought we would be together again.

I slam myself into her tight heat, and she screams out in pleasure. We may fuck like wild animals, but now, as I buck into her, something is different—this time, our hearts are heavily involved. As I own every inch of her flesh with my touches and kisses, she hands over pieces of her soul to me.

“I love you, Omega. I’m so sorry,” she cries as we make love.

“It’s in the past, baby.”

“I didn’t want to make you do that—forsake everything. My actions were lies and my heart ached when I did that to you, but you must understand,” she moans as I thrust deeper into her. “Everything I did was for something bigger—something good, Omega. You were a part of that—still are. You just didn’t know that then. Please know that, when it comes to you, I become distracted from the plan, and somehow, I think that makes me evil. I don’t want to be evil.” She pants harder and harder as her orgasm nears.

“You fucking broke me, Love. Shattered my soul. But now that you finally let me see you, baby, I know. I know without a shadow of a doubt that you could never be evil. Someone wise once told me that I had to slay dragons and walk through fire for the one I love. I killed once for you, and I’d do it a hundred times more. Baby doll, I’ll kill the Devil in his own fucking lair to protect you—even if that gets me a one-way ticket to his horror closet. You’ll always be worth it. Love, you fell into my heart, and I’m not ever gonna let you go.”

The embittered wall between us finally obliterates.

Into a million fucking pieces.

As we both lose ourselves to the best orgasms of our lives, I pull her close to me and submit to her. I hand my heart and soul over to the woman beneath me. With no lies or deception between us, we’re free to love.

In HEL, where love isn’t allowed, my angel and I break the fucking rules.

And it feels great.

Now, I just have to get rid of one little thing that stands in my way.

Luc I. Furr.
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LUC I. FURR.

The moment I see his text, fear consumes me.

Luc: I’m coming to see you.

Shit!

“Omega,” I hiss as I run my fingers through his curls and wave my phone at him. “You have to leave. Luc is on his way!”

He growls and lifts his head to see my phone screen. We fell asleep after an emotional lovemaking session, but now, I am wide awake. I’m having trouble shaking the terror of this text off.

“Fuck that! I’m staying here with you. Remember what happened last time you were with him? He fucked you and pickled your brain. I’m not going fucking anywhere!”

Panic seizes me. This is exactly why I shouldn’t have gotten close to Omega. He’s too damn hotheaded to properly handle Luc. Luc will destroy him, and I can’t have that.

Trying a different tactic, I climb on top of him and cup his clenching jaw with my palms. “Look at me,” I order. “You and I have the opportunity to be more. But there are things that need to happen. Dealing with Luc is one of them. I have been under his thumb for long enough, watching, and I know what sets him off—what makes him tick. It is crucial that you let me be the Leviathan I am. Please, Omega. Do this for us. Leave before he gets here. Let me spin my lies and work my magic. So much relies on our success. Remember what Pallas said? He said that Luc absolutely cannot find out. If you love me and trust Pallas, let me handle Luc.”

His palms slide up my bare thighs, and he squeezes them in a loving way. “I’m fucking worried as hell he’ll hurt you, baby.”

I sigh and blink tears away. Omega loves hard, and without my normal shield in place, he dizzies me with it.

“I won’t let him. However, be prepared. I may need to take whatever means necessary to keep him distracted from what’s going on behind the scenes.” My stomach roils at the prospect of what I may need to do.

“Are you going to fuck him?” he spits out.

My face crumbles at his reproaching words.

He draws me to him. “I’m sorry, Love, but it makes me fucking crazy to fathom the idea of him touching you.”

With his caresses, he calms me. Then, finally, I lift up again and peer into his dark, expressive eyes.

“I will never fuck him out of my own want or desire, Omega. He may fuck me if that is where it leads. Everything relies on him trusting me. Don’t you see? I’m going to find out as much as I can so that I can pass it on to Pallas.”

His eyes become murderous. “If he fucks you, I’ll slit his fucking throat.”

My heart throbs in my chest, and for once in a really long time, I don’t know what to do about the entire situation. “Omega, please. Let me do my job. I promise you’ll be in the forefront of my every thought at all times. I’m doing this ultimately for a higher goal—one that could mean a greater life for the two of us. This can only be attained if I am one hundred percent Leviathan.”

“I can’t give you permission to let him fuck and use you, Love. You’re fucking crazy if you think I’ll allow that.”

The walls are beginning to erect themselves. Brick by tired brick.

“Omega, you don’t understand—”

“No. Don’t fuck him. End of discussion.”

I gape at him before swallowing my hurt. “You don’t own me. I’ll do whatever I goddamn please.”

When I go to scramble off him, his massive hands clamp over my hips and he imprisons me close to him.

“I will cut his fucking head off, Love. Then what? What happens when I kill Luc? Does HEL crumble into itself?”

I shake my head at him. “You can’t kill him. Don’t you see? He will slaughter you so fast that you won’t know what hit you.”

His lips press into a firm line, and his teeth grind together. “I will die trying, baby.”

“Omega, you need to leave. He’ll be here any minute.”

“Promise me you won’t sleep with him,” he growls as he flips me over onto my back. Then he enters me in one quick thrust.

For a moment, I have nothing to say. With each powerful pound into me, I forget about my tasks and Luc and Pallas. All I can think about is him. Owning me. Kissing me. Loving me.

“Say it, Love. Promise me you won’t let him fuck you. This pussy is mine.”

But I can’t promise that. I’m done lying to him. And if I need to sleep with Luc to keep things smooth, I will have to do it.

Right?

My conscious rattles my whole being, and suddenly, I’m petrified. If I can’t be the luscious, lying Lovenia while in Luc’s presence, he’ll fillet me.

“I love you, Omega. And I am going to try my hardest to find other ways to deceive him. Trust me that you’ll be in my heart no matter what. If you love me”—a moan rips through me as I near my climax—“I-if you love me, please leave and don’t try to kill Luc on the way out.”

He grumbles but doesn’t argue. Soon, we’re both unraveling in each other’s arms. The moment his cock stops throbbing within me, I push him off me.

“Time to go.”

His eyes search mine. I hope he can see not only the love I have for him, but also the determination to do an incredibly difficult job that impacts others.

“I need you to be my partner, Omega. Trust me.”

He doesn’t answer me while he dresses. Finally, he strides over to me fully clothed and gathers me in his arms. We kiss softly, and with it, his trust in me surges through it.

“Call me the moment he leaves,” he instructs as he pulls away from me.

I nod as I pick up the T-shirt of his I wore yesterday off the floor. Then I pull it over my naked body so I can walk him to the door. A knock at the door makes me jump. Omega’s entire body goes rigid, and I pray to God that he doesn’t snap. All it takes is one wrong move and we could be joining the existence in the basement.

“Be careful,” he growls.

I kiss him quickly and then shove him toward the door.

He flings the front door open and glares at Luc. Luc’s eyes briefly study Omega before flicking over to me. Then they skitter up my bare legs for a long moment. I try not to quiver in fear.

“Omega? Are you not staying for the debriefing?” he questions with a dark eyebrow raised.

Omega shoulders past him. “I have an angel named Bosefus to piss off. I’m sure Lovenia will fill you in.”

I choke down the relief that Omega didn’t lose his cool. Once I realize he is going to make it out alive, I slam my mask into place.

“See you in church tomorrow, Omega,” I purr and wave with my fingers at him.

He nods over his shoulder and storms away in a massive force of fury. The moment he disappears into the stairwell, I nearly cry out from the loss. But I have a serious fucking job to do and it’s time to woman up.

“I missed you,” I flirt, tearing my gaze back to Luc’s lust-filled one.

His eyes probe me as if he’s searching for deception behind them. Taking a step forward, I run a palm up his chest, thumbing the buttons along the way.

“Seems as if you were plenty entertained, dear Lovenia.” His hand slips under my shirt and he splays them over my bare ass.

Stay calm.

You can do this.

Think of Father Paul. What he did to you—to the children.

Find your inner resolve, Love.

Play the game better than the Devil himself.

“He entertains me just as all the men do. I’m insatiable and have needs. You’re a busy man and can’t fulfill them all.”

His hand slides around to my front, and I gasp when his middle finger connects with my clit. A second later, the same offending finger pushes between my legs and inside me.

“You’re still dripping with that man’s come. What a naughty girl you are, Love.”

I pretend to be turned on by his touches. Truth is, I hate him. I’m mentally transported to his horrific bedroom and the sick way he fucked me while making me watch the damned. The man is insane.

“He’s fun and does bad things to me. Things normal people don’t do. I like playing with him.”

It is in everyone’s best interest if Luc thinks I am unaffected by Omega and that I only use him for his kinky ways. That could be further from the truth. Omega isn’t kinky. He’s wholesome and powerful. His body makes me lose control of my mind. With his simple touches, he complicates my very being.

Omega is good and loving.

He doesn’t belong here.

Luc thrusts his finger deeper, dragging me away from thoughts of Omega.

“What sort of things, Love? Does he spank you?”

I freeze and gape at him in horror. In his dark eyes, I see calculation and malice. As he brutally fingers me, I can see the way he dives deep inside my soul. I wriggle to break free of his cruelty, but I’m helpless. All I can do to protect myself is build thick, high walls around all the secrets he is quickly dissecting. The moment I feel mentally protected, I slide my palm up along his neck and into his hair.

“Much worse,” I tease before pressing my lips to his.

His punishing finger stalls as he lets me kiss him. Then he plucks it out, and I nearly scream for joy at having him no longer touching me there.

“Does he bend you over your desk and spank your little ass? You seem like the kind of woman that would beg for that sort of thing.”

I flinch at his words. It’s the only time I have ever showed such weakness in front of this man. And he pounces. I stumble away from him his menacing presence. He kicks the door closed behind him, which reminds me so much of Father Paul that I nearly vomit.

“Luc, you’re being silly,” I gasp out.

But he continues stalking me, and I continue retreating from him, my hands in front of me. I don’t want to beg. I will not beg. I saw those damned souls begging—Luc was immune.

“No. You, sister, are silly. I feel as if you’re playing a manipulative game. Is this all a game to you, Love?”

I stop dead in my tracks, refusing to run away from him. Squaring my shoulders, I face him in what I hope displays the confident manner he’s so used to seeing from me. “Aren’t we all players in the game in life? Right now, you’re playing the stalking lion and I’m the innocent sheep. I can see that you love games, and I’m only trying to please you, sir.”

He regards me thoughtfully as I bat my eyelashes at him. “What happened today at the church? Why is Omega going back to see the angel? Did you two fail?” he questions, halting just inches in front of me.

“Quite the opposite, actually. I can see that Father Owen has evil tendencies, as all priests do. I will expose his true self. It won’t be easy. That is why Omega is going back to rattle the SG. He wasn’t pleased with our arrival today.” I chuckle in an evil way. “He was fucking pissed.”

Luc relaxes and smiles at me. “You’ve done well, sweet Love. I want to reward you.”

I swallow thickly and attempt to keep the smile plastered on my face. Fear trickles through my veins as he palms my breast through Omega’s T-shirt.

“I don’t deserve any rewards. We haven’t succeed just yet,” I declare with a rush of breath when he pinches my nipple.

As he dips his mouth close to mine, I get a whiff of the liquor he most recently consumed. His scent causes my stomach to roil, but I pretend to be turned on, leaning even closer to his body, which produces an inhuman warmth.

“You’re a liar, Love. I don’t know what it is you are protecting, but I sense the deception every time you open your mouth. I’m not sure what you’re hiding, but I will find out.”

I smile at him. “Lying is kind of our thing. Is it not, demon?”

His fingers bite into the side of my neck before he swallows me with an all-consuming kiss. It’s hot but only in temperature. Everything about it is a threat and it seeps its way deep into my bones.

When he breaks free and leaves me gasping, I nearly cower under his murderous gaze.

“You talk to me as if we’re chums—fuck-buddies, if you will. We. Are. Not. Friends. You please me when I want it. You belong to me, Leviathan. You’re a fucking minion, and I’m your king.”

I gulp down my fear. “I understand.”

“Good.” He flashes me a wicked grin. “Now, get on your knees and do your fucking job.”

In this moment, I selfishly wish that Omega were stronger than this being before me, that he were here to rescue me.

With a smile so sickly sweet that Luc can’t help but feel the hate radiating from me, I fall to my knees to worship my “king.” As he unzips his pants, I close my eyes and imagine the man I love.

Omega.

God, I miss him.
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GOD I MISS him.

I hope Connor shows up. Sadness and loss threaten to devour me, but I remain strong as I wait near the stairwell that leads to the basement at HEA Corporation. If I know my best friend, he’ll come. No matter what happened in the past, I know he’s loyal to our friendship—both as Connor and as Alpha. Our friendship overlaps into other existences. Friends like that just don’t fade away.

“The great warrior returns,” a deep, familiar voice chuckles.

I lift my head to see Connor sauntering over to me. His blue eyes shimmer with mischief, but most of all relief. To see me.

I’m fucking relieved to see him too.

“Hug me before I change my mind,” I grumble but grin at him.

We embrace and slap each other on the shoulder before breaking apart.

“Good to see you, Omega,” he says. “Al won’t shut up about you. Apparently, you’re ‘dreamy’ to a six-year-old. She was drawing pictures of you when I left.”

I laugh and stare at him probably in a creepy way. I don’t fucking care; I’ve missed him.

“How are you you?” I ask. “And how in the hell are you with Twiggy?”

He beams. “I don’t know, man. HEA Corp did something—although, I can’t really wrap my head around it. One minute, I think I’m being exiled to HEL, and the next, I wake up in bed with my pregnant wife.”

I wince at his mention of being exiled. His face darkens, and he regards me with a remorseful frown.

“And suddenly you have a six-year-old? How the fuck does that happen?” I question, brushing the tense moment off.

A proud grin stretches across his face at the mention of his daughter. “I’m not really sure. They fixed shit…changed the threads of time… Fuck if I know. I’m Alpha, yet I’m Connor. It’s a mindfuck, man, but I’m so damn thankful. My wife is about to deliver any day now, and I have an amazing daughter. I just go with it because I don’t want them to take it all away. I’m afraid that, if I question it all too much, I’ll wake up and it’ll all be a dream. So I don’t question it. Each day, I wake up and thank God for my family, which I somehow managed to get back. It’s a fucking miracle, Omega.”

His words give me hope. If they can fix it all for him, maybe I can redeem myself with the good guys. I’ll put every ounce of my energy into making that happen.

“How are you, buddy? I expected a lot worse, but you look good,” he rushes out in relief.

I smirk at him. “I always look good.”

“Asshole.”

We laugh, and it feels like old times.

“No, it hasn’t been easy. I was pretty fucking miserable for a while there, but then…” I trail off.

His eyes narrow. “Love?”

“Yep.”

I expect him tell me to run the other damn direction—away from her, Love. But he doesn’t. Instead, he beams at me.

“Slaying dragons and forsaking everything?”

“Yep.”

“People make mistakes, Omega. I’m glad you two have found a way despite where it’s landed you. Love may have fucked shit up where you were concerned, but she’s a good one deep down—past all the makeup and overly flirtatious behavior.”

I smile as I think of her, but my stomach tightens in disgust knowing that that asshole came to see her. He’s there with her right now, doing who only knows what. Rage blooms in my chest. If she hadn’t been so adamant about me not being there, I’d be over there in a fucking heartbeat, ruffling that asshole’s feathers.

“Luc has his fucking talons in her. I’m going to kill the motherfucker one day.”

Connor flashes me a conspiratorial grin. “Need help?”

We laugh again, despite the seriousness of my words, and I wish I could go have a beer with him—catch up with my best friend. But more important matters are pressing, like seeing Jes.

“Don’t be surprised if I call in that favor,” I chuckle. “I wanted you to come with me to meet some guy named Jes. A big-ass angel named Bosefus tells me I need to see him. Of all the years we worked here, did you ever meet a man named Jes? I sure as hell haven’t.”

He shakes his head. “Nope, but if he’s in the basement, he can’t be too important, right?”

I shrug my shoulders. “Bosefus says he’s some bigwig—hates the pretentious offices on the top floor.”

Connor whistles. “Top floor? Hot damn. Maybe he isn’t some nobody. Let’s go meet him. I got your back, man.”

“He’s human now. You really shouldn’t drag him into your problems,” a voice that sounds like tinkling bells utters from down the hallway.

I snap my head in the direction of the voice, and Connor looks over his shoulder. My eyes lock with a Seraph Guardian.

“Holy shit,” I stammer.

Connor darts his attention all around but turns to regard me with interest. “I have an SG?”

I nod. “And she’s a fucking knockout. Straight from the Victoria’s Secret runway.”

And she does look every bit of a model with her full lips and striking, green eyes. Her long, mocha-colored hair hangs down in waves over her perky breasts. She’s donning a fitted, white pantsuit that leaves nothing to the imagination. Every curve and swell is on full display. Her wings seem daintier than Bosefus’s, and they have a slightly pink hue to them. Everything about her screams sexy and sweet, even her white, knee-high, heeled boots.

The Seraph Guardian glares at me. “You’re an ass. He’s not supposed to know about me.”

I roll my eyes at her. “He used to work here. Of course he knows he has one whether he can see you or not.”

Connor chuckles. “This should creep me out, but I find it really fucking cool that you’re talking to my guardian angel, who I can’t see or hear.”

Another eye roll from the SG.

“What’s your name, princess?”

If looks could kill, I’d be a dead motherfucker.

“Anastasia. My friends call me Asia. You can call me Anastasia,” she pouts.

A pouting angel is pretty fucking adorable.

“Are you sure you’re tough enough to protect my friend, Asia? Or will he be the one having to protect your ass?” I taunt as she struts toward me.

Connor playfully punches me in the arm. “Don’t piss my guardian angel off. Asia sounds like a name that could kick some ass.”

Of course she bites back at me. “I could crush you in a second if it came to it, Leviathan. Go back to HEL where you belong and stop bothering my charge.”

I go to goad her some more, but she does that fucking weird-as-hell thing they do and seizes my arm. Instantly, I am rendered powerless and tossed into my past.

The orange cat stares at me. It’s as if she can see into my mind. Like she knows I’m a lonely eight-year-old boy. I would be talking my mother’s ear off, but Daddy is almost home from work.

I’m staying out of Momma’s hair. She wanted to have the house in perfect condition before Daddy got home, just like every day. It’s best when I stay out of her way so she can make sure everything sparkles and shines.

If she doesn’t, Daddy gets angry with her. Sometimes, he hurts Momma. Once, I left my baseball bat in the hallway after playing ball with my friends. He beat the living tar out of her with it afterwards.

It was my fault.

Now, I don’t play with toys.

Now, I try to make life easier for Momma.

“Here, kitty kitty.”

The cat’s right ear twitches as if he hears me calling him but chooses to ignore me. Once, I asked Daddy if I could have a dog. He was drunk again and laughed at me. I remember he said, “We already have one stupid bitch in this house and a needy little pest. I’m not working to feed another goddamned mouth.”

His words didn’t make sense, but he was angry and cussing and drunk. That was a perfect storm for him to become mean.

I hate it when he’s mean.

So I never asked again.

Yet, now, as this kitten stares back at me, I want to love it. I want to protect the sweet kitten. Surely I can take care of him without Daddy knowing.

I stand and begin to walk to the kitten. “Let me love you, little kitty.”

She must be scared of me, because she tears off toward the road. Fear for her safety punches me in the stomach and my belly then flops when I see the car racing down the road toward her.

“No!” I screech.

The kitten won’t make it. Everything slows as I watch the cat run right under the car. I hear a crunch, but the car keeps on going. Doesn’t even stop to help the cat it just ran over!

After rushing to her, I drop to my knees. There’s so much blood!

“I will save you. I promise,” I tell her through my tears as I scoop her mangled body into my arms. With superhero speed, I bolt as fast as I can into my house.

“Momma! Momma! Help me! We have to save her!”

She appears around the corner as I’m flying into the kitchen with the cat. Her eyes bug out in fear and she glances over to the garage door.

“Oh, no, Andrew. You can’t bring that cat into the house. Your father will be here at any moment.”

Even though she’s freaking out, I don’t care. I need to help this cat.

“Fine! I will take care of her myself!” I sob angrily at Momma.

She wraps her arms around me and tries to guide me back out of the kitchen. “Please, Andrew. Take the cat back outside. You’re dripping blood everywhere. I need to clean it up before he gets home.”

Too late.

As soon as she says the words, the door from the garage into the house opens. My father, in his fancy, never-wrinkled dress shirt, jerks his head around in anger at the scene before him.

“What the fuck is going on here?” he snarls.

Momma is shivering and her voice shakes. “Ed, honey, it’s nothing. Andrew wanted to help the kitten. It had been hit by a car and—”

“Let me see that animal.” His quiet words stop my mother’s explanation.

I do as I was told, praying to God that he’ll somehow know how to save the cat. He may be a mean daddy, but surely he can rescue the kitty and be nice this one time.

But he isn’t nice just this once, and what follows is something straight from one of my nightmares.

My father swings the dying cat by its tail and slaps my momma upside her head with it. She and I both gasp. But then he continues to hit her over and over again with it. His always perfect shirt turns red from the cat’s blood, and I stare at the monster in our kitchen.

I’m in shock, and all I can do is stay openmouthed and frozen.

I couldn’t protect the kitten.

I couldn’t protect Momma.

One day, I will grow bigger than everyone and protect all the innocent people and animals. I will bring justice to the evil men like my father.

“Hmph,” Asia says with a smirk as she releases me. “Have fun with Jes. I’ll wait by the stairwell.”

Connor is watching me with furrowed eyebrows. “Are you okay, man?”

I flip his guardian angel off and storm toward the stairwell. “No, and your SG is an asshole.”

Memories of my past fucking suck.
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MEMORIES OF MY past fucking suck.

And right now, as I kneel before Luc, I am thrust into one particular memory that really fucking sucks.

“Dear Lord, please forgive me for what I am about to do,” I whisper before walking to the bed in the dark bedroom.

My plan is to execute Father Paul in his sleep. The kitchen knife I stole may as well be a fifty pound bag of rocks by the way I tremble to keep the seemingly heavy, foreign object in my hands. I worry I won’t be able to hold on to it. But I have no choice.

His soft breathing forces a shiver of terror through me. This monster haunts my dreams every night. I can only imagine how terrified the children are of him.

Not anymore.

I will kill him for Daniel. For all of them.

Prowling over to his bed, I squint through the darkness to make out his sleeping form. Clutching the knife in my hand, I raise it over my head and pause. With each agonizing passing second, my fingers become weak and useless. Before I lose my grip altogether, I let out a rush of breath and drive it down toward Father Paul. But the moment I get close, his strong hand swats it away and it clatters to the floor.

I’m stunned. I thought he was sleeping!

“Tsk, tsk,” he growls.

Before I know it, I’m yanked on top of him. His erection stabs into me like every other time I’m in his presence.

“I hate you!” I spit into his face.

Ignoring the spittle that my hatred brings, he gropes me through my nightgown. “Naughty girl. When will you understand that I am in charge here? I make the rules. Not you. And right now, I am going to punish you for trying to gut me with a steak knife.”

He rolls us over, and crushes me with his powerful weight.

“Hope you’re wearing panties today, sister, because I plan on making you scream and I need something to shut you up.”

“If I wanted to fuck a corpse, I would have gone to a cemetery.”

I snap out of my daze and pop my mouth off Luc’s cock. “Sorry. I’m not feeling well today.”

He glares at me. His rage ripples from him, and I shudder under his gaze.

“Leviathans don’t get to call in sick. Leviathans are always serving their master.”

Shit.

I’m too rattled. The memories. Omega. And now Luc’s oppressive presence. It’s all too fucking much.

I reach for his cock again, but he steps away and stuffs it back into his pants. My relieved sigh is too loud, and I instantly detest that I let my guard down.

He will see. He always sees.

“Get up.”

A whimper escapes me, and once again, I’m powerless—much like I was so long ago against Father Paul.

How did I weaken so much in one day?

I scramble to my feet and do my best to give him a sexy smile. However, he’s onto my game. He glowers at me and points to the bedroom. Without hesitation, I try to stay steady as I wobble into my room.

“Bend over the bed,” he demands.

The very idea of having sex with him terrifies me, but at least we won’t be in his nightmare of a bedroom. I can do this. I have to do this.

Obliging, I stretch across the bed and reach my arms over my sheets, which are rumpled from when Omega and I made love not even an hour earlier. I inhale the lingering scent of him and draw strength from it.

I can do this.

I will do this.

“I’m so wet and ready,” I purr. My voice grows stronger by the second as Lillian runs into the shadows of my mind. Lovenia is strapping her goddamned stilettos on.

His belt buckle jingles as he removes it. Wiggling my butt at him, I beg him to hurry. Truth is, I’d rather be anywhere but here, but there is so much to learn from the man behind me—information Pallas can use to solve the mystery of the inner corruption and Luc’s ulterior motives. Sleeping with him will protect Omega.

I will do this for the good of everyone.

I will do this for the opportunity to redeem myself and have a shot at something better in life.

He draws the shirt up over my ass, and an uncontrollable shiver ripples through me.

“Mmm,” I moan. But when I feel the leather of his belt drag over my ass, my heart stops beating in my chest. Surely not. Surely fucking not!

The swat that follows takes me by surprise, and I scream. Too many memories haunt me, and I’m hanging on by a thread.

“Please, just fuck me, Luc,” I sob.

He grunts and swats me much harder. This time, I scramble over the bed to get away from him. Missions be damned—I’m not fucking dealing with this again!

A hot hand snatches my ankle and yanks me back. My face drags along the sheets, and I attempt to draw up happy memories—memories of Omega and me from earlier.

The smell of his breath mixed with mine.

The way his curls got tangled in my fingers.

The mind-blowing orgasms he extracted from me.

His love.

Love.

“When my employees step out of line, I kindly remind them who they belong to,” he snarls behind me, jerking me from my thoughts of precious Omega. “And you belong to me. For fucking eternity.”

I cry out again as he whips me. The room tilts and spins all around me. Luc continues to speak, but I’ve become lifeless on the bed as he beats the living hell out of me.

Eventually, I give in to the darkness.

No.

No.

No!

It has been four months of taking Father Paul’s abuse. Four long, horrifying months. And now this.

What did I do to deserve this?

My eyes blur as I stare at the home pregnancy test I purchased earlier today. It required sneaking out, stealing some cash from one of the offering trays after mass, and a few lies to a few clergymen along the way, but I obtained it nonetheless.

Pregnant with Father Paul’s child.

An abomination.

I could kill myself. Simply steal another steak knife and slit my wrists. The pain and suffering would end. Finally.

But who would protect the children then?

And this baby is innocent. Like Daniel.

I am innocent, despite trying to kill that awful man once before.

A ragged sob pierces the air, and I shudder. With shaking hands, I drop the test into the wastebasket. There has to be a way to rid this planet of the evilness that is Father Paul. If Mother were here, she would encourage me—help me, even. She wouldn’t sit by and allow this man to harm others the way he does. Who knows how long he’s been doing this?

I know what I must do.

With fierce determination, I storm out of the bathroom and toward the janitor closet. When I reach it, I wrench the door open and flick the light on. It doesn’t take me long to find what I need.

I’m going to burn him like he deserves—send him straight to Hell, where he belongs!

After striding over to his closed office door, I pour the jug of ammonia all over the wooden floors in front of it and make sure to splash his door and walls.

He’ll be expecting me soon, like always.

I don’t interrupt anything anymore.

I am the one he lives to torment.

Once I’m satisfied that I have soaked it good and plenty, I scramble over to the ax inside the locked glass case. With a force only a slightly unhinged person would possess, I smash my elbow into the glass. The inflictions of the sharp edges sting my skin, and blood trickles down my arm. But it doesn’t slow me. Time is of the essence.

I yank the ax out and pull the fire alarm.

Ignoring the wails of the alarm, I walk through the ammonia pool, careful not to slip, until I’m standing in front of his office. The nuns and clergy will safely get the children out of the dormitories. But I will make sure Father Paul isn’t going anywhere.

When the door doesn’t open, despite the ringing alarm, I turn the knob and fling it open.

He gapes at me as I enter the room. Murder and hate glow from my normally innocent eyes. If looks could kill, he’d be dead in this moment.

“Fire drill. You should get going.” He sounds bored. Distracted, even—until he sees the ax. His lips pull into an amused smirk as he rises from his desk. “You tried once, sister. And you failed.”

Glaring at him, I storm over to his credenza and grab one of the long-handled lighters he uses to light the candles with.

“What the hell are you doing?” he demands, concern causing his voice to crack.

“Don’t come any closer or I’ll split your skull in two!” I threaten back and swing the ax for show.

He halts his movements as I retreat backwards. My plan is to set the fire and lock him in his office. But, like always, he anticipates what I want to do next. So he charges. I’ve barely turned around to run when he tackles me to the floor. My chin slams against the wood floor, and for half a second, I am stunned.

The ax is easily torn from my hands.

But I still have the lighter.

The moment I pull the trigger, flames run away from me in all directions where I had doused the place with ammonia. Problem is, though, I’m on the wrong side of the office door.

I would mourn this thought, but I’m thankful he’s here with me.

He’s cursing behind me, no longer on top of me, and I scramble away from the licking flames back into his office.

I’m going to burn to death.

But so will he.

I turn to see Father Paul gawking at the flames. He’s completely immobile, the ax hanging in his hand. The heat assaults us with its punishable intensity with each passing second, and we retreat farther from the flames.

My poor baby.

I find myself clutching my flat stomach and aching for something that could have been loved despite how it was brought into this world. I was going to turn something bad into something really good.

But now…

I scoot behind his desk and see him staring hopelessly at the fire that’s inching its way toward us. Though I should be devastated at having been trapped, all I feel is happiness. Father Paul will die a horrible death soon. No more children or women will suffer at his hand.

But I realize the error of my ways the moment something touches my ankle, causing me to squeak in surprise.

Horror washes over me.

Regret floods my veins.

“I’m scared.” Daniel.

“What are you doing here?” I hiss as he crawls out from under the desk and into my waiting arms.

“I was being punished,” he reveals and the sorrow in his voice claws at my heart. “But you saved me again.”

I squeeze him to me and howl for what I’ve so foolishly done. The crushing unfairness threatens to end me, not the raging fire, the moment my despondent eyes meet the satisfied ones of Father Paul.

He won again.

“You’re going to Hell, sister. Killing innocent people is a sin!” he snarls.

“You’re not innocent!” I scream back through angry tears and squeeze Daniel to me.

The smug bastard smirks at me. “He is.”

I look down at the boy hugging me.

What have I done?

Daniel peers up at me and smiles. I’m thankful it will be one of the last things I see before I die.

“Sister Lillian?”

“Yes, sweet boy?”

“Everything is going to be okay.” 
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“EVERYTHING IS GOING to be okay.”

Connor’s voice soothes me as I raise my hand to knock on Jes’s door in the basement. Having my best friend here is comforting as hell.

“It’s been fucking awful without you, man,” I grumble.

His lips press into a firm line. “I know. I’m so sorry, Omega.”

I wave it off and pound on the door.

“It’s open,” a pleasant voice chirps out.

With Connor on my heels, I push through the door and I’m immediately weirded out. Bosefus wasn’t lying. Jes is a total hippie.

Incense permeate the room, and I instantly associate the smell with Love. This is her scent. Why in the hell does she smell like another man’s apartment? My guard is up as I search for Jes.

Tons of concert posters line the walls and ceilings. The bed that juts out along one wall is covered with a blanket that says I love hemp. And thigh-high stacks of CDs line the walls on the carpet.

I look at Connor, thankful to see the same surprised expression on his face.

“Jes?” I bark out.

“Over here.”

I storm over to the other side of the bed to see a man lying on his back, staring at the ceiling. He brings his questionable homemade cigarette to his lips and takes a hit.

“Want some, man?” he offers before he blows a puff of smoke into the air.

“No,” Connor and I answer in unison.

Jes winks at us as he deposits the joint into an ashtray and sits up. “I’ve been waiting for you both.”

I glare at him. This fucker acts like he’s the damn Oracle from The Matrix.

He stands and points to a sofa. “Please, sit. May I offer you something to drink?”

Both Connor and I nod as we take our seats on the couch. I study Jes as he saunters over to his mini fridge. The man is well over six feet tall but despite his frame being lanky, it’s a strong one. His long, brown hair hangs just past his shoulders in an unkempt fashion. I smirk once I notice he’s wearing a Black Sabbath reunion concert T-shirt from ’95.

He retrieves three water bottles from the fridge and tosses one to each of us, keeping one for himself. I catch it easily, but I raise a confused brow at him when I see the dark, crimson liquid instead of water inside.

“What the fuck is this?” I demand.

He grins at me, and my lips fight against my desire to be angry. The bastard wins, and I smile back at him.

“Wine.”

“You have wine in your water bottles,” Connor says quietly. “That’s really fucking weird.”

Jes and I both chuckle.

I like this guy.

Why the hell do I like this hippie?

For all I know, he’s fucking my woman on the side. His room is saturated by the smell I’ve always associated with her. The thought sickens me and I squash it, choosing to focus on this mysterious man that might could help me.

“I make my own wine. It’s a hobby of mine,” he explains.

Connor and I meet each other’s gazes. His eyes widen and he shrugs his shoulders. If Connor is cool with this dude, so am I.

“Bosefus sent me. Said I needed to see you,” I blurt out. Might as well get right to it.

Jes narrows his eyes at me and sits on the edge of the bed. “Leviathans don’t typically come to see me. Well, aside from Love. Love is lovely.”

Connor must sense my impending storm and pats my knee. “Jes, Omega is seriously territorial when it comes to that woman. I can tell you’re a good, friendly guy. So, if you cherish your life, I would not poke this bear,” he warns Jes.

Jes bursts out into laughter, and the rage that was just surging through me dissipates. I can’t even stay fucking mad at this guy.

“I don’t want her,” he laughs. “She borrows my CDs all the time. We’re both hardcore Nirvana fans. I get her bootlegged stuff only I own.”

A relieved breath rushes from me. “I knew she had a thing for Kurt Cobain, but he’s dead, so he’s of no threat to me.”

Jes smirks at me. “Is anyone ever really dead?”

I think of the damned souls next door—the ones that screamed in agony. They may be dead, but they are certainly still existing. A shudder rakes its way through me.

“I guess not. So, why are we here?” I question and pinch the top of my nose. I’m tired and fucking stressed. I would rather be at home with Love on my cock than here in this weirdo’s basement.

“Clarence tells me you are well, Connor,” Jes pronounces to my best friend, ignoring my question.

Connor smiles. “I’m really well, actually. We have a baby on the way.”

Jes’s face spreads into a wide grin. “A baby made in love,” he sighs wistfully. “I was pretty proud of that one.”

Connor’s gaze finds mine and he stiffens. “I don’t follow.”

“Of course not. You aren’t meant to follow. Just know, I rewrote that program. I amaze myself sometimes. My father says I live to fix things—find solutions to problems. He doesn’t know that I’m really just keen on finding loopholes.”

Connor glances over at me again then shrugs. Neither one of us knows what the fuck Jes even means.

“So, you’re some sort of computer programmer? You have some insight into what the fuck is going on around here?” I demand, desperate for answers.

“Something like that. Do you want to stop me?” he queries, amusement outwardly dancing on his quirked up lips but a subtle ferocity lying below the surface of his kind features.

I frown at him. “No, but I think you could help us. Pallas wants Love and me to do some recon for him. Luc is really attempting to fuck some shit up.”

“Aren’t you a Leviathan?”

Cringing, I nod. “I am.”

“So, why do you want to help HEA?”

Question of the fucking hour.

“I don’t know. Because I miss it here. Because the people here are good. Because Pallas was always the father I never had. Because I want to be with Love and Luc is threatening that. Because the screams of the damned will haunt me until the end of time. I was always really fucking badass at being good. Now, I really fucking suck at being bad.”

His eyes narrow as he regards me. “Yeah, you kind of suck. I’ve seen your files.”

I gape at him.

“Jes,” Connor huffs in exasperation, reminding him of my temper.

Jes grins at me. That fucking bastard. And stupidly, I smile back.

“You’re fucking unbelievable,” I gripe. “Why can’t I hate you like I feel inclined to?”

He chuckles. “You couldn’t hate anyone if you tried.”

I roll my eyes. “I hate Luc.”

“Omega, hate is a waste of time. Focus on Love. Love is all you need,” he says, the last part coming out in a singsong voice, eerily sounding like John Lennon.

“If only that were truly the way. I’d take her and haul ass so far from here,” I grumble to myself.

His eyes gleam, and he winks. “Nurture the love in your heart. Protect the Love of your life. And help me with a little task. A vacation might be deserved after that.”

I mull his cryptic words over. A vacation? “I don’t understand.”

He beams again. “Connor, can you hand me that MacBook under the sofa?”

Connor pulls a shiny, white computer out from beneath him, and it reminds me of Luc’s black one. Jes takes it from him and opens it. While he produces a Boba Fett Lego flash drive from his pocket and inserts it into the side, I ask him the question I’ve been dying to ask.

“Are you really some head honcho here?”

He taps away on the computer and then plucks the drive out. “Something like that,” he evades. “Now, this drive is encrypted with a virus. It cracks passwords. I need you to take it to HEL and get me something.”

“Some dude named Zodiac mans the server room,” I start, but he waves me off.

“I have access to HEL’s server. Those goofs could never keep me out. Every time they write new programs to keep me away, I write new ones to let me back in. Sometimes, I crash their server for fun. Like when they make me angry.”

Connor and I exchange glances. It seems impossible for this guy to ever get pissed about anything.

“I can’t imagine you ever getting angry,” I chuckle.

He frowns at me. “When they took Love, I was angry. When they tried to tamper with Alpha”—he drags his gaze over to Connor—“I was angry. And when they got you, Omega, I was angry.”

“Oh.” I feel like a fucking doofus.

“I’ve roamed all over their network. It’s clean. Luc harbors information elsewhere because he knows I’ll find it if it’s linked to their server.”

I stare at the flash drive in my palm. “You’re going to make me go down there, into his hellhole, and put this in his computer?”

He nods and smiles as if it’s the easiest damn thing in the world.

“I don’t know—”

“That’s right,” he interrupts. “Omega, you don’t know. Trust me. Do this and I can fix this. But you’ll need to go there straightaway. One of my contacts has e-mailed me. Luc isn’t in his office. The time is now.”

He’s not in his office because he’s with Love.

Hope blooms in my chest.

Thoughts of Love and me together forever rush through me.

No HEL.

No Devil.

No stupid fucking job working as Luc’s minion.

My plans to end the evil incarnate are thwarted the moment Jes reaches out and grips my bicep.

Motherfucker! Not again!

“Touch him again and I’ll kick your ass,” I snarl to Benji.

He snaps his head over to me and glares. “Why do you care about what I do to him? He was talking to my girl. Pinhead is a fucking loser and shouldn’t be in the same vicinity as my girlfriend, much less talking to her.”

Ever since I started freshman year in high school, I’ve felt very out of place. I hit puberty and have filled out. Most of the kids fear me even though I’ve done nothing to make them feel that way. I annihilate on the football field, but outside of that, I’m quiet and keep to myself.

I’ve observed most of the kids in this school, including Benji and Ronnie, the kid he calls Pinhead. Both are pretty good guys. Benji is the all-American football star, and he has tried to become chummy with me during practices and in the locker room. It’s not him, the reason I don’t want to be happy and have friends. It’s the fact that I always worry about her while I’m at school.

She’s weak these days. A couple of years ago, Dad hit her so hard upside the head that she hasn’t been the same ever since. Some days, she stares at the wall, and I have to rush to get the house clean as soon as I get home from school so he won’t beat her. We’ve been lucky so far, but I’m afraid, one of these days, she’ll zone out when I have to stay late for football practice. Thankfully, they both attend my games and I can keep an eye on her from the stands. Dad, our town’s only bank’s president, has an image to uphold in front of his friends. If it weren’t from his order, I wouldn’t be playing football in the first place.

“He was just being nice. Lori was asking for his help about a math problem. It was innocent, Benji, and you know it.”

Lori, her brunette hair pulled back in a ponytail, peers at me with teary, thankful eyes. I watched for ten minutes as she attempted to explain this to him. With each passing second, Benji and Lori remind me of my parents.

“What, you want her too?” he snaps.

I roll my eyes at him. “No, I do not want her. I’m just telling you to leave Ronnie alone.”

Everyone has taken to calling him Pinhead. But not me. He has a fucking name.

Lori smiles at me, and when I look at Ronnie, he gapes at me. I flash them both a crooked smile.

“You’re really going to defend that dork to me. We’re brothers on the football field. Where is your loyalty?” Benji demands. His fists are balled, and his body thrums with the need to pounce.

It won’t be wise if he does. I lift weights at night in my bedroom, because one of these days, I intend on using my fists on a certain man who lives with me. Teach him what it feels like to get the shit beat out of him. My body is twice as thick as Benji’s. I won’t lose to this quarterback.

“You can’t go your whole life bullying everyone who pisses you off. It may work in high school, but it doesn’t fucking work in the real world,” I tell him as I think of my dad. “After high school, this is the sort of shit you would get hauled off to jail for.”

I wish my dad would get hauled off for damn sure.

“What are you? The police?” He laughs back at me, but I see the wheels turning. He’s lost the inner fire to pick on Ronnie.

“Not now. But later? Possibly. It makes you a bigger man to defend the defenseless, not attack them. You want loyalty? Brotherhood? Be a fucking man and stop acting like a fifth-grade kid,” I growl.

The entire hallway is silenced at our standoff.

“I am a man,” Benji blurts back, his cheeks taking on a light-pink hue. Embarrassment shines in his eyes.

“What if someone messed with Bralon? He’s skinny for his age and picks his nose a lot,” I chuckle as I think about Benji’s thirteen-year-old brother.

“I would be pissed. He has learning disabilities. It isn’t his fault he’s the way he is,” he barks.

Like I said, Benji isn’t a bad guy. I’ve observed him for nearly a year.

“Exactly. Protect the innocent, Benji. Protect them from hate. Ronnie is someone’s little brother or someone’s child. He doesn’t deserve to get his ass kicked for helping another person in kindness.”

Nobody in the hallway breathes as Benji and I converse.

Benji observes me with astonished eyes. “Are you really going to be a cop?”

“Maybe. This town sure as hell needs a couple of badass cops. Have you seen the bullshit graffiti on Main Street?”

Benji’s nostrils flare. “Some fucker tagged my grandpa’s barber shop.”

I smile at him and pat him on the shoulder. “So do something about those people. Not these.”

He squares his shoulders as I let my hand fall away. With fierce determination, he storms over to Ronnie, who flinches.

When he slings his hand out, I at first think he’ll hit the kid but I exhale in relief upon realizing what is happening before me.

“Thanks for helping my girlfriend, Ronnie.”

Ronnie stares back but holds his hand out to accept the handshake. “If your brother ever needs any help with his schoolwork, I tutor after school.”

The bell rings for class and everyone parts ways, no doubt feeling much lighter and inspired.

“Oh, Leviathan, you need a vacation badly.” Jes smiles broadly at me as he removes his hand from my arm. “Whatever happened with the rest of the story anyway?”

I flick my gaze over to a bewildered Connor.

“Benji and Ronnie went on to be partners at our town’s police department while I chose to go off and join the Marines.” My smile is wistful. “They’re still there. Those two guys have zero tolerance for bullying and work heavily with the schools to prevent what they can.”

“What about Lori?” he questions, though I suspect he already knows the answer.

I smile. “She married Benji. And her sister married Ronnie.”

Jes chuckles. “Omega, you like fixing stuff too—the unfixable. I like you. I really like you.”

My chest swells with pride. I don’t know why I care if Jes likes me or not, but I do. I feel really fucking good about it.

“I like you too, man.”

We all stand, and Jes hugs me.

“Make me proud, Leviathan.”
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“MAKE ME PROUD, Leviathan.”

I blink my eyes open and realize the whippings have stopped. Luc is still here, but I refuse to look at him.

“I will,” I lie through my labored breathing.

All sense of the present was torn from me as he beat me and I was dumped into the past. Now, I feel dazed and dizzy. My face is wet from tears, and snot is running from my nose. I sniffle and pray that he will just leave.

“Of course you will. Because,” he says as he drags the leather belt across my swollen and bruised ass, “worse punishment is in store. In fact, I won’t just demote you to a fucking Reaper. I’ll drag your ass straight to Hell, where you can join your friends.”

The screams.

The begging.

The agony.

I gulp down my terror and nod emphatically. “I will please you, Luc. Whatever you say. Whatever you want.”

“Very well. I’m off to see another woman since you were too insubordinate to service me. You’re no longer my favorite, Love. It is hard to become a favorite around here, and you ruined your place with me. I will have to see some hard work on your part to even considering trusting you again. By tomorrow, I want to see Father Owen do something so sinful it will make all of the angels cry. You have the power to do that. Prove to me that you can and I will reward you.”

“Of course I will,” I rush out and fixate my eyes on the soaked-from-my-tears sheets.

“My conclusion from all of this is that Omega has somehow pickled your brain. I’ve told you a thousand times. Love doesn’t belong at HEL. Get it through your thick skull. Because if you don’t, I’ll deal with him in a much worse way than I’ll deal with you. I like you, Love. You please me some of the time. Omega? He’s a thorn in my side, but he’s my responsibility. One more slipup on your part and he’s gone. Understand, Love?”

“I don’t love him,” I lie. “Do with him what you want. He’s good in the sack. That’s all. And he’s my partner on this assignment. My loyalty lies with you.”

“One doesn’t exist for thousands of years like myself and not see right through bullshit, Love. Every fucking thing that has come out of your mouth today is bullshit. You’ve pissed me off, and I need to leave before I do something regrettable to one of my best employees. Do your fucking job right and life will go on as it has been. You’re the creator of your future, and right now, you’re fucking it all up for him.”

I remain in place until the door to my suite slams shut.

Holy shit, I pissed off the fucking Devil!

Now, getting downstairs into his office is going to be damn near impossible. Everything I’ve worked so hard for is for nothing.

But you have Omega. That’s worth something. Worth everything.

Defeated tears well in my eyes. I may only have him for another day. Luc has been spooked and will stop at nothing until he’s picked me apart to find the truth. The truth will send him into a tirade. One thing’s for sure now—I need to see Jes.

On shaky legs, I stand and wince in pain. We may be immortal—until the day Luc decides to dispatch us—but we can still get hurt. And right now, my muscles ache and my ass burns. But the damages go deep below my surface. Not just my body, but down to my very soul.

I scramble until I find a long, hot-pink maxi dress and forgo putting underwear on my fiery ass. After slipping some flip-flops on, I rush out of my suite. Everything in me calls to go be with Omega in his bed, for him to comfort and soothe me, but I can’t. He’ll only get angry at Luc and do something that ruins everything. I need to get to Jes. Jes always helps me. He’s like my very own dealer—a man with a drug so powerful that I’m high from the effects long after I see him.

I step onto the elevator and push the lobby button. Sinister elevator music vibrates the metal box and gives me the heebie-jeebies. Normally I can tune it out, but lately, I’m so out of my element. Everything I’ve worked years to construct is crashing down around me.

When the elevator doors slide open, I step out and someone attempts to enter. The moment our chests touch, I melt.

“Omega,” I gasp as I grip his shirt and inhale him.

His arms encircle my waist, and he pulls me away from the elevator door. “Love.”

I whimper when his hands thread into my hair and he tilts my head to look at him. Dark eyes shine back at me with determination and love. My heart and soul call out to stay here and bask in his protection and adoration.

“He hurt you,” he growls, his thumbs swiping over my tear-stained cheeks.

The man before me blurs as the earlier threatening tears win over and spill down my cheeks. “I’ve been hurt worse.”

A fierce, animalistic growl reverberates from him. “I will find out how to kill him. And when I do, the bastard won’t have a chance. He won’t hurt you as long as I can help it, Love. I will protect you until death.”

I sob because things are unravelling way too quickly. For a while there, I had hope—hope that Omega and I might truly be able to have a life where we could love one another. But now, I realize, this too will be stolen from me.

His lips find mine and envelops me in only a way he can. Everything about Omega infects my very essence. I lose myself in his masculine scent and gentle yet strong caresses.

He kisses me as if he’ll never kiss me again. Which is probably true.

He kisses me as if he’s binding his soul to mine forevermore. This I hope is true.

He kisses me as if to tell me that he has a plan to fix this mess we’re in. This I pray to God is true.

“I have to take care of something, Love, but I promise you I’ll find a way for us to be together. Do you trust me, angel?”

My eyes flutter closed, and I sigh. Omega has always treated me better than I deserve. But I still enjoy it. He heals broken, burned pieces of me I thought would remain charred until the end of time. His presence completes the fractured parts of me I thought could never be repaired.

“I trust you, Omega,” I murmur against his lips as my tears stream down my cheeks. “But in case it doesn’t work, know this. I loved you from the second I saw you. When you spoke, when we flirted, I knew that you would mess up everything but in a good way. I wanted you to know the real me—to discover that I’m not just some evil Leviathan. Being the Devil’s minion means it’s okay to be selfish. But being someone with an out-of-place conscience, I knew more had to be done. That I couldn’t get distracted by you.”

He peppers sweet kisses all over my swollen lips.

“Omega, when I’m with you, nothing else matters. The missions and wars between good and evil fade into the background. You burst into my heart beating your chest like a damn ape demanding I give you my heart, and I did. I just handed it over willingly. I love you, Omega. If this all goes south, no matter where we end up, know that I will be somewhere loving you as much as you love me. The absolute horror of Hell wouldn’t even come close to demolishing the love I will harbor deep inside for you. I won’t beg for mercy or plead for my soul, because deep down, you’ll always be there with me. Comforting me. Protecting me. Loving me.”

His dark brows furrow as his eyes dart back and forth, searching for the meaning behind my words. “Why do I feel like I won’t see you again?”

I sniffle and bravely lift my chin. “Because you probably won’t. I feel it too, Omega. The foreboding. Something will happen and everything will unravel. Promise to always find me in your heart, please.”

He leans in and brushes the softest of kisses on my lips, causing my eyes to close. “I promise that this shit isn’t over. You’re not going to Hell, and neither am I. We’re about to fuck up Luc’s world, and I want you waiting for me when I get back.”

I pop my eyes open and gape at him. “You sound so sure.”

“Baby.” He smirks in smug confidence. “I’m Omega—a fucking warrior in love with two brave women who are one. Nothing will stop my quest to solidify my happy future. We don’t belong over here, and I’m going to bust us right the hell out of here. Do you trust me, angel?”

God, I love it when he calls me angel. Seems so wicked and decadent considering I’m furthest from being one.

“I trust you.”

His grin is my undoing, and I almost don’t need to go see Jes. Omega brings joy into my heart in his own ways. But Jes satisfies my soul in a whole other way—a way I will never lose a craving for.

We kiss once more—simple and not nearly long enough. Then he tears away from me as if it physically pains him to do so. A sob hangs in my throat at watching him leave me and enter the elevator.

“I’m coming back for you,” he promises with ferocity as the doors close shut.

My heart shatters at the loss. I hope so, Omega.
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As I push through the glass doors to HEA Corp, I try not to lose hope. Omega is confident that he can do whatever he thinks he’s going to do, and I pray that he can. This whole plan to bring him to HEL was concocted by Pallas. He promised me that Omega was strong enough to handle a broken heart and would eventually come around. Even when I begged him to find another way—aside from making sure Omega was banished to HEL along with me—he told me that this was the way it had to be done.

That I needed Omega’s strength and ferocity on my side.

Pallas is such a smart strategist. Even when I hardly agreed with his plans, I knew they were good ideas. Omega has been a warrior his entire life, but he is a warrior with a strong, loving heart. He belongs here at HEA. And even though I took that from him, it was only to delay something better. I hope everything falls into place before Luc catches a whiff of the bigger plan.

Dear Lord, I pray that Omega does what needs to be done and with speed. Our talk in front of the elevator probably slowed him down, and now, I’m consumed with worry.

“He will succeed,” Jes says.

I look up to see him grinning at me with his hands on his hips in front of the elevator.

Waiting.

He always waits for me.

It’s as if he knows what I need—has direct access into my heart.

“Oh, Jes!” I cry out and run for him.

Once I reach him, he wraps me in a fierce hug, warming me with his very presence. I sob into his chest as I allow my friend to hold me.

“Shh, child. I have you now. Everything will work out. I promise,” he coos into my hair. “He hurt you, and I am so sorry.”

When his hands slide over my ass, it is far from sexual. Jes has ways. He’s a healer by nature. So the moment his touch hovers over my injured flesh, the pain evaporates.

“Thank you,” I sigh.

He breaks from our hug and regards me with the kind eyes I love so much. Eight years ago, he found me outside HEL Enterprises. I was told that I wasn’t an evil person for what I had done to Father Paul, but somehow, it had been recorded in the books that I was. He promised me that I could redeem myself and one day work for HEA, but he needed someone with a heart and good soul inside HEL. I was to be secret intel for HEA.

My heart soared at the idea that I wasn’t a bad person—that I was going to be used for good but could only manage that if I was considered evil.

Jes healed me then, just as he heals me now.

He protected me.

Looked after me.

Became the best friend a woman could have.

And when Omega came along, he had new plans for me.

“Are you ready to heal the rest, Love?” he questions as he takes my hand.

I nod and clasp his hand with mine. “It’s time.”
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IT’S TIME.

Time to fuck Luc’s world up. Sweat rolls down my chest under my T-shirt, and I briefly remember back to a time when Alpha and I first came down here together. The heat was omnipresent and we were both way out of our league. It was also a time when Corson almost got his head bashed into the fucking table.

And now, as I descend in the elevator, I can’t help but wish that my best friend were here with me again, partnering with me to face the evils of the world together. Instead, I sent him home. Back to Lark and Alysson. Where he belongs.

This task is dangerous, and I wouldn’t ever ask him to risk what he has for me. I could tell he wanted to argue. He wanted to help, but he’s no longer a Minder training to be a Seraph Guardian.

He’s human.

And fucking fragile as hell.

I shove my hand into my pocket and produce the flash drive. This tiny drive is the key to a better future. So much can be accomplished, and it relies on me.

I’ll be successful for her. Love.

When I reach the basement, I’m nearly suffocated by the sweltering heat. I’m already debating peeling off my shirt and I’ve barely made it out of the elevator. My eyes skim over the other doors in the hallway, and I force away a tremble. One is the server room, but the other is the abysmal horror closet. Stalking past both, I make my way toward Luc’s lair.

Once I’m there, I groan in frustration.

The keypad on his door is one I never paid much attention to—until now. Before, I had no desires to come back here uninvited. However, now, I need to get inside. Once I’ve taken a couple of steps back, I turn to my side and charge forcefully toward the door. The moment my shoulder connects with the solid door, I wince in pain, but the door hardly rattles.

“This is fucking ridiculous,” I grumble.

A door clicks shut somewhere in the hallway, and I spin around to face whomever is witnessing my attempted break-in. When I see Gabe and not Luc or Corson, I sigh in relief.

“What are you doing?” he hisses as he stalks over to me.

“Something that needs to be done.”

He glowers at me. “You can’t go in there. Why would you want to go into his office?”

“You wouldn’t understand,” I shake my head at him. “All you people here are demented, and I don’t fucking belong here. I’m doing something good—something right, Gabe. I’m asking you, friend to friend, to back the fuck off. This doesn’t involve you.”

“Omega.”

“Yeah?” I stiffen, preparing myself to knock his ass out if need be.

“I’m sorry, but I have to do this.” The moment his hand grasps my bicep, I’m catapulted into my past.

The graduation ceremony earlier should have been a joyous occasion.

You’d think I’d be happy to get my ass out of this town, but I’m not. I’m fucking terrified out of my mind. Who will protect her when I’m gone? My asshole father won’t let me stay—that’s for damn sure. A bank president’s son goes on to do great things in life, like take the college scholarship that was offered.

But I can’t leave her.

He’ll ruin her without me here to protect her.

She’s no longer the woman I grew up with—funny and loving while he wasn’t around. No, my mother is depressed and not quite right in the head. Her eyes don’t sparkle and shine. They’re dull and lifeless.

My fists clench at my sides to exact damage on the man who single-handedly killed my mother. She is dead inside. Lost because of him. He deserves punishment for what he’s done to her.

I’m larger than my father now, and I could crush his skull in. And I’m barely hanging on. One more hair on her head gets touched and I’m going to kill him.

People with cocktails in their hands mill about the bank lobby that’s long been closed for the night. My father decided to throw me a graduation party, but it wasn’t for me or my mother. It was to show off to his friends like usual. They all gush and laugh at all of his jokes, clearly blind to the monster that lives within. I’ve even heard them whispering about how sorry they felt for him now that his wife has lost her mind.

It’s all too much.

“I’m proud of you,” a soft voice says behind me.

I turn to see my mother, and for the first time in years, her eyes shine. My knees buckle beneath me. She’s so beautiful. An absolute angel.

“Momma,” I choke out and pull her to me.

We clutch each other, and I hate that this hug feels like goodbye. She’s letting me go. Well, fuck that. I’m not going anywhere.

“I’m staying,” I tell her gruffly.

She sniffles and draws away to look up at me. “Andrew, darling, you’re going. I will be just fine.”

Tears swim in my eyes, and I shake my head in vehemence. “No. He’ll kill you.”

A fierceness that matches my own flashes over her features. “Listen to me, son. No matter what happens, I want you to live life to the fullest. I want you to be the good, kind man you are—the one I am so proud of and can do great things. You’ve always been my tough little guy, even when you struggled to survive in the NICU when you were born six weeks too early. I always knew you’d become something amazing. It’s your destiny. And my destiny was to see this day—to see you turn eighteen and fly the coop. My job, keeping his attention on me rather than you, is done. It is time for you to live free without worry.”

My tears have long since begun to flow, and she cups my chiseled jaw in her hands. With a little tug, she pulls me forward and kisses my forehead.

“I love you, sweetheart. Don’t ever forget that.”

I’m choking on my emotion. “M-momma. I’m staying.”

Her lips press into a firm line. “You’re going. And speaking of going…” She sucks in a breath that seems to give her strength. “I’m leaving this party to take your father home. It appears the last drink I gave him has made him sloppy drunk. I’ll take him back home. You stay here and enjoy your party. Ronnie and Benji were looking for you.”

She points to my friends, and I wave at them.

“We’ll talk more when I get home,” I tell her before hugging her once more. “I love you.”

“I love you more than you’ll ever know, Andrew.”

My memory fades as Gabe releases my arm, and I glare at him in confusion. How in the hell can he do that? Leviathans don’t have that power. The lingering loss of my mother yanks at my heart. That night was the last time I saw her. She drove my father’s Buick, with him in the passenger’s seat, right into the ravine. At the speed she was going, they both died on impact.

“The door is too sturdy. Even for big-ass bears.” Gabe grins crookedly at me.

My head swims with questions, but when he punches a number into the keypad, I stare at him in astonishment. “How did you? Why are you—”

He gives me a little shove toward the door. “You don’t have much time. I was just in the server room and looked over the video surveillance. Luc will be here soon, and Corson is hot on his heels. They know you’re down here, so get to it. I’ll do what I can to create a diversion.”

I nod and burst into Luc’s hot-ass office. I’m not sure why Gabe is helping me, but I’ll take it nonetheless. Perhaps he’s the intel Jes told me about.

The door shuts on its own behind me, and I stride over to his immaculate desk. His computer is the only thing on it aside from his black business cards in a neat pile. While sliding into his desk chair, I search for a place to plug this flash drive in.

The loud, horrific music Luc loves so much distracts me and causes my stomach to shudder in disgust. I fucking hate this place.

Think of Love.

I snap my eyes closed and take in her perfect vision. She’s relying on me to do this. I have to get my shit together and make this happen. Popping my eyes back open, I tune the noise out and find the slot. Then I shove the drive into it and wait.

“What the fuck do I do now?” I grumble to myself.

The program on the drive must be working, because the screen flares to life and a progress bar shows up. It appears to be loading “The Christ Curse”—whatever the hell that is.

Forty-six percent.

Come on.

Fifty-three percent.

Voices.

Sixty-seven percent.

Shouts.

Seventy-nine percent.

Crashing.

Eight-five percent.

Numbers being pressed on the keypad.

Ninety-four percent.

The door slinging open.

Tearing my gaze from the computer, I’m met by the raging glare of Luc.

“What in the ever-loving fuck are you doing in here?” he snarls as he prowls toward me.

Standing abruptly, I match his evil stare. “Fucking you over, asshole.”

Hate flares behind his eyes as he stalks toward me. I don’t give him a chance to attack, though, because I leap first, clocking him in the jaw with my fist. He stumbles backwards from the impact. His roar is unearthly, and fear seeps into my soul.

But I think of her.

Love.

Determination surges back through me as I charge him. When my shoulder connects with his chest, I tackle him right through the door that seemed so solid only moments ago. As we crash through it, both of us fight like two alpha lions trying to gain the upper hand.

I roll him beneath me and pummel his pretty face with my massive fists, enjoying the way his skin splits upon the impact of my knuckles. But a noise farther down the hallway steals my attention. Corson is hitting Gabe. And now, he has him by the throat and is dragging him toward the horror closet.

“No!” I roar and scramble off Luc. He grabs at my ankle but I kick him off and charge toward Corson.

Corson’s eyes widen when he sees me charging for him like a pissed off bull. I end up tackling them both and thankfully save Gabe from the goddamned fiery abyss. Corson’s head slams the floor with a sickening crunch, and it seemingly knocks him out.

Gabe grunts as his eyes meet mine. “Stay strong, Omega,” he hisses.

The warning chills me in this hot fucking place, and I snap my head over my shoulder.

Luc is menacing toward us, and the fumes of his livid rage are almost visible as his body quakes with a never before seen fury. When he begins ripping his coat and dress shirt off, I glower at him. Why in the hell is he removing his clothes?

“Fucking worthless human bodies,” he snarls as he shoves his pants down.

I clamber to my feet and square my shoulders at the naked demon. As much as I don’t want to, I’ll kick his bare ass right into the horror closet. But when his body starts to grow and change form into something otherworldly, I understand Gabe’s words. “Stay strong.”

Holy shit.

Holy fucking shit.

Luc’s skin stretches and reddens with each passing second as he transforms into something fucking scary and wicked. Horns protrude from his forehead and the evilness that was always so present multiplies as he becomes his true self.

A monster.

My inclination is to look away—to hide or cower from the beast with the hate-filled eyes and razor-sharp teeth. Steam hisses from his scaly flesh as he stomps for me, a tail whipping and slashing the air behind him.

Any normal person would run.

Any normal person would plead.

“Love is all you need.”

John Lennon’s voice blares on the loud speakers, and time pauses for a moment. The screams of horror are gone. The agony is silenced. Replacing it is the poetic music stating the simplicity of life. Love is all you need.

It gives me strength.

I am no normal person.

I am Omega. The great warrior.

Hell’s worst nightmare.

I am not afraid.
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I AM NOT afraid.

Even though my entire body is trembling, it isn’t from fear. It’s from excitement. Every part of my being flares to life the closer we get to the observation deck on the roof. Jes understands my addiction and he feeds it regularly. For this, I owe him everything.

“Ladies first,” he chuckles as he opens the door and ushers me inside.

The moment I step onto the roof, I feel it.

Love.

Acceptance.

Pure joy.

“Thank you,” I say.

The observation deck smells like warm chocolate chip cookies mixed with sunshine. I’m overwhelmed with joyous sensations simply from the smell of the rooftop. What is beyond the glass dome that covers the roof, though, is what heals my soul.

I absently grab a warm cookie from a table and walk over to my usual spot. The clouds roll around in a peaceful pattern, and I sigh.

Jes joins me and pats my back. “Beautiful isn’t it, Love?”

My mouth is useless, so I nod and bite into my delicious cookie. As I chew, I think about how each time I come up here, I hope they’ll see me. And every single time, they do.

“There. Do you see them?” Jes questions in a proud whisper, pointing beyond the glass.

The clouds part and three figures walk toward me. I wolf down the rest of the treat and wait for them to reach me. I know that the tallest of the three figures is my mother. When her eyes meet mine, she winks. Before cancer robbed her from me, she would encourage me with one simple wink. And despite the years that have passed, it still has a positive effect on me. Even though she was beautiful back then, words cannot express how breathtaking she is now. Her chocolate-colored hair is long and full, unlike when she died and the chemo had stolen it all away. And her golden halo glows proudly as it hovers above her head.

“I love you, Lillian.”

I can’t hear them through the glass, but I can figure out what they’re saying. Jes helps me when I get stumped.

“I love you too, Momma.”

When I first came here eight years ago, not long after meeting Jes, I wanted to cry. But I couldn’t. Jes later told me that there is no room for sadness or regret here. Only joy.

And now, as I stare at them, I don’t cry.

Happiness radiates from me.

“Hi, Daniel,” I greet as I drag my gaze to the little boy.

He’s so content and carefree now. Back when Father Paul tormented us, he hardly ever smiled or showed signs of anything other than heartache. At the orphanage, he had no family or anyone to love him.

But I loved him.

I still love him.

“I love you, sister.”

I drink in his features and my soul calms. “I love you too, Daniel.”

“Want another cookie? I have the munchies,” Jes states beside me.

I laugh and shake my head. “Nope. I have all I need right here.”

He pats my back again. “Not all you need. But in time, Love. In time.”

I lock his words away in my heart. Jes has never hurt me, lied to me, or led me astray. He’s been nothing but an advocate for my happiness since day one. I believe he has a plan for me.

“Thank you, Jes.”

My eyes leave Daniel’s smiling face and go to the little boy holding his hand. He’s eight now. I love watching him grow.

He’s not an abomination.

He’s perfect.

“Hi, son,” I say.

Kurt beams back at me. Jes likes to tease me and say that I named him after our favorite rock singer. This usually earns him a swat. My Kurt is perfect.

“Daniel, his halo is crooked.”

Daniel adjusts my son’s halo while I admire my family. When Jes takes me here, I feel whole again. Despair and loss are things of the past. Only love exists in my heart.

The only thing we’re missing is Omega.

“In time,” Jes pronounces.

I nod my understanding. You don’t question the owner of HEA’s son. Jes knows all and makes everything right again. For this, I’ll forever be grateful to him.

“Oh, look. A new addition,” he exclaims.

We both turn toward the door. A Seraph Guardian is carrying an old woman. She gapes at the beautiful observation deck in wonder.

“Where am I?” she questions.

The SG sets her down to her feet and hugs her. “You’re home, Verna. It was my honor to protect you until it was your time. Go see your family now.”

She looks around, drinking in her surroundings.

Jes nudges me. “Lead the way, Leviathan.”

I grin and bounce over to her. Once I’m near her, the woman smiles at me as I take her arm and hand her a cookie.

“My word, I do believe I’ve died and gone to heaven,” Verna laughs.

I giggle as I guide her to the other door in the dome—the door that will lead her home. Even though my family is inside, I’ve never attempted to go beyond the door. I understand in my heart that they belong there and, for now, I belong here. Jes knows what’s best for me, and I trust him. When in this room, I’m free to be who I truly am—not who I have to pretend to be.

“Tell my family I love them,” I tell her. Then I kiss her wrinkled cheek as I open the door.

She wobbles in with no hesitation and is met by a group of people. My heart threatens to explode with joy. After closing the glass door behind her, I stare. When she turns around, she’s no longer wrinkly and old. Verna has become a version of her younger self—vibrant and stunning and good.

I wave at her before turning to go back to my family, who waits patiently with smiles on their faces.

“I love it here,” I sigh as I raise my hand to the glass.

Kurt touches my hand, and even though the glass separates us, I can feel the warmth of his unconditional love.

“Do you know how to bake?” Jes questions and pokes my ribs, stealing my attention away.

I laugh at his joke. “Why? So I can make you desserts all day for when the munchies strike?”

He flashes me a knowing smile that I don’t think I’m meant to interpret. But the fact that it holds promise and love as well has me grinning back at him.

“Come on, Love. We have work to do. Tell them bye for now.”

My heart aches to have to leave them, but I grasp onto his last two words. As long as there’s a promise for another time, I’m happy.

I wave to the three people I love more than life itself and then follow Jes out of the dome. The moment we exit, each step becomes a heavy struggle. The high from seeing my family and the overwhelming joy of witnessing people being delivered is draining. Once I leave, I’m always completely spent. Sometimes, if seeing them makes me overly emotional, I can barely walk afterwards.

Today is one of those days.

“Jes,” I sigh in frustration.

He knows; he always does. “Come here, Love.”

I’m scooped into his arms, and he carries me. As he strides toward the elevators, I hug my friend.

When Jes came to tell me that I was different—that mistakes were made on my behalf—I felt hopeless and lost. But he became my friend and has never let me down.

“What sort of work do we need to do?” I question as we enter the elevator.

He presses the basement floor button and peers down at me while the doors close. His face is always so serene and kind. Tiny wrinkles at the corners of his eyes and mouth are apparent from his continuous smiling. Jes makes me happy.

“Nerdy computer work. You hook us up with the music and snacks. I’ll do the boring stuff.”

I laugh. He calls it boring because it’s boring to me, but I know he loves it. On our way back, I harness the high from seeing my family and draw strength from it. By the time we reach the basement, my energy has fully returned. Once he sets me to my feet, we enter his quaint living space.

“I need to check on something,” he states with a smile as he strides over to his laptop and sits down on the bed.

I kick my flip-flops off and pad over to the mini fridge, which is always stocked with homemade wine in water bottles. After grabbing us a couple of those and a bag of chips, I drop a bottle into his lap and make my way over to his old stereo. It doesn’t even have Bluetooth hookup, so I have to play CDs the old way.

“What shall we listen to?” I mutter absently, still on my high from before, as I thumb through his stacks of CDs.

“The Beatles. Play my favorite song,” he calls out as he taps away on his computer.

I slip the CD in and play the music. Once the familiar tune begins playing, I turn to look at Jes.

“I’m worried about Omega,” I rush out. The earlier strength from upstairs is already beginning to wane.

He flashes me a grin that warms and comforts me though. “I’m not. That man is quite a man of his word. I asked him to complete a task for me and he has.”

A million butterflies flutter in my chest, his tone giving me hope.

“Omega is the best man I know. Besides you, of course,” I tease.

Jes winks at me. “You love him and he loves you. Love is a powerful thing. In fact, love is all you need.”

This is why I adore Jes. When I hang out with him, all of my worries dissipate and he fills my head with these fantastical ideas of a world that only needs love to survive. The picture he paints is alluring, and I want it to be the truth.

But I also know that Leviathans don’t get happy endings. The closest to a happy ending I will ever get is the fact that Omega and I have reunited—and that I can see my family on the rooftop from time to time.

So close to being perfect. If only I could get Luc off my back for good. That’s the hope I fiercely clutch on to—that Jes will find a way to make that happen.

“Uh oh,” he expresses in a low voice.

The tone sends a chill down my spine. “What?”

“Luc is not a very happy camper right now. In fact, he’s rid himself of his human body and is about to attack Omega.” He whistles as if he’s watching a dramatic show unfold on television.

My heart aches inside of my chest. “I have to help him,” I choke out.

Jes sets the laptop down and envelops me in a hug that dizzies me. “You can’t help him, Love. This is his mission, and so far, he’s passing with flying colors. Trust me. It will all work out.”

“But Luc will annihilate him.” My knees wobble beneath me.

He holds me to him to keep me from falling. “Luc’s nothing but a weak angel, Love. That is what HEL is. Just a half-rate version of the most powerful company in existence. They have a heck of a lot of smoke and mirrors, but they lack what we’re founded on: integrity, moral obligation, and love. When one always looks out for himself, he will always be weak. For it is the one who would throw himself in front of the weak to protect them is who is the strongest. A selfless heart is unbeatable”—he chuckles—“and Omega, aside from you, has one of the most selfless hearts I have ever encountered. Have faith, sister. Have faith.”

I have faith in you, Omega.
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“I HAVE FAITH in you, Omega.”

Even with the monster prowling toward me, I sneak a glance over at Gabe behind me. His words are odd and out of place, but I hang on to them.

“Fucking traitors,” Luc growls, the heat of him baking my skin with every step he takes.

“Kind of hard to be a traitor when you never liked the guy in the first place,” I snarl back, meeting his menacing glare.

The man-beast’s eyes have turned completely black, and I’m almost hypnotized by the horrifying gleam in them—so much in one look is being conveyed.

He is going to kill not only me, but Gabe as well.

He’s going to slaughter us with his claws before dragging us into the depths of Hell to be punished for eternity.

All you need is love.

The music becomes louder, and I snap out of my daze, squaring my shoulders at the monster.

I don’t realize I’m retreating until I stumble over Gabe’s hunched form and land on my ass. Luc continues inching his way forward as if he is feeding off our fears—fear of the unknown depths of the agony we will soon face.

“You are an ignorant fucking gnat!” Luc bellows, his voice thundering off every surface in the corridor. “What is it that makes you think you can come to my kingdom and disrupt my world? Who the hell do you think you are?”

“I am Omega, and it’s about time someone knocks you off your high horse,” I retort as I rise back to my feet.

“You. Are. Nothing!” he hisses, raising a palm toward me.

Invisible, scorching heat snakes around my neck, and I howl in pain. The skin on my neck singes at the non-physical touch, which has worry flooding my veins at what it will feel like when I truly have to physically encounter him.

And that will happen.

Soon.

When I attempt to remove the burning grasp, my fingers scream at the blazing heat.

Why did I ever think I was prepared to battle with the evil leader in the first place?

“And, for you, you little shit. You’re going to Hell now,” Luc spits out at Gabe. “Consider yourself lucky. I hate you much less than Omega, so you’ll just get your ass dragged right in there with the damned without any torture beforehand. However, Omega is going to suffer a lot more before he meets you there.”

While the flaming, invisible clutch on me remains, Luc darts a massive arm out and seizes Gabe by his throat. Gabe’s scream nearly matches the anguish in the horror closet.

“Let him go!” I choke out and swing wildly at nothing. The searing grip never wanes.

Luc’s laugh is menacing and otherworldly, chilling me despite the inferno we’re in. “Never. He belongs to me—just like you do.”

This time, I chuckle maniacally. “I will never belong to you. I don’t serve you—never have and never will. I’ll find a way to fuck up your world from the other side if I have to. When you’re whacking it off to the screams of the damned, I’ll teach them about love. I’ll give them hope. I will lead a fucking army of goodness if I have to. You are a weak motherfucker, and you’ve finally met your match. Now, let my friend go and deal with me like real man—not some pussy!”

My attempt to distract him works, because a demonic scream roars through the hallway toward me. He tosses Gabe to the side as he charges me. Thankfully, with his rage, he dropped his grip on my neck, and it only takes a few seconds for me to regain my bearings.

“Stupid Leviathan!” he hisses, the heat of his anger a furious, flaming storm around him.

Instead of cowering back any further, I flood my soul with love, hope, and determination. I remember those days back on the football fields—back when I would tackle my opponent—and I attack him as if he’s a mere player in the game.

No holding back.

No fear.

“I am no Leviathan,” I grit out as I run full speed ahead.

The moment my shoulder connects with the massive hellion, I roar in agony as his flesh scalds me. But I don’t let it slow me. Instead, I push the pain away and think of her.

Love.

As if on cue, the music, which appears to be on loop, gets louder and louder. Luc, although huge and powerful, appears to be thrown off by the peaceful, melodic words in his wicked space, and falters as he jerks his head toward the sound. Using the distraction to my advantage, I slam a fist into his inhumanly angular jaw. The bones in my fingers crush upon connecting with his unbreakable face, and I howl at the agonizing pain ripping through my hand.

He’s made of something my human body can’t compete with.

But that doesn’t stop me from trying.

I nearly pass out the moment his inhuman claws bite into my scorched neck and pierce the flesh. Despite the dizzying pain and my weakening body, I kick and punch at him, hoping to inflict any sort of damages on him.

“Do your worst, asshole. You don’t fight fair—fucking pussy! You’ll never have control over me. I am good. I love Love. I love my dead mother. I love my best friend and his wife. Hell, I even love Gabe over there,” I choke out. “There will never be room in my heart for hate. Even for you, Luc. Hate is so fucking overrated.”

His grip on my neck becomes an unmovable, crushing vise, and black threads of unconsciousness lure me away from the agony. This is it—the moment my body is obliterated and my soul banished to the fucking horror closet.

“Let him go!” a voice thunders from behind Luc.

Gabe.

Luc shudders with rage, but he releases me. A shocked, yet relieved, gasp rushes from me as I drop to my knees and attempt to hold my neck together. The flesh feels charred and torn, and blood seeps from each hole he pierced.

I want to crawl away, right into the fucking elevator, to nurse my wounds, but I know better. It doesn’t end like this. And he certainly doesn’t get off easily. I’ll be the most annoying fucking gnat he’s ever encountered.

Luc storms over to Gabe’s quivering frame and slashes his claws across his chest. With a scream, Gabe stumbles backward in an attempt to escape more punishing lashes from the monster.

Adrenaline floods through me again and I jerk to my feet, not thinking twice about what I must do. My determination to knock this fucker down a few pegs wins out as I haul ass over to him. He won’t kill my friend on my watch. As he raises his arm to slash the injured man once more, I leap in front of Gabe, earning my own gash across my torso.

“You’ll have to kill me first, old man,” I wheeze out.

Luc radiates with vehemence, and for a brief moment, I see something below the surface of his pissed off demeanor.

One flicker.

One tiny gleam of something.

Fear.

This motherfucker may have never been challenged so blatantly, and even though he knows he can win easily, I believe I rattle him to his very essence.

“I’ll kill all of you!” he threatens, but his words roll right off me.

I chuckle darkly at him. “You can die trying.”

Luc’s black eyes blaze at my challenge, but when his gaze flickers to Gabe, he stumbles away from us. I want to steal a glance at Gabe to see what has Luc’s attention but I don’t dare turn my back on him.

A sudden rush of warmth not heat envelops me from behind and I drink in the relieving presence of it.

Even though I’m bleeding and burned beyond repair, I square my shoulders and glare at Luc.

“How did you get down here?” Luc hisses at Gabe.

When I finally dart a glance over at Gabe, I gape at him.

Gone is my Edward Cullen–lookalike friend. He has transformed into something beautiful—more beautiful than any Seraph Guardian I’ve ever encountered. Powerful wings spread out behind him, and he’s donning a white gown with a golden rope tied around his waist.

“Gabe?” I question as my eyes fall to the glistening sword that catches all forms of light and gleams in a glorious way.

He flashes me a confident grin before turning his attention to the cowering monster. “Luc, how could you not remember one of your old best friends? This whole time, I expected you to have some inkling of who I am. Yet, as always, you were so focused on yourself that you didn’t even notice.”

Luc stares at the sword as if it has the ability to make him suffer just as he makes those in the underworld suffer. “G-Gabriel,” he stammers. “Why are you here?”

My Seraph Guarding training snaps into place as I remember studying the archangels. Gabriel, my friend Gabe, is one of the seven. We never met any of them or learned much about them because they were sacred. All Pallas would say was that they were HEA’s chosen warriors and are only called upon when absolutely necessary.

“I’m here, old friend, because you are breaking the rules,” Gabe chides with a click of his tongue. “You were given this company under the agreement that you would work with us, not against us, no matter how much you hated our rules. And even though you went on for decades undetected, planting tiny seeds of confusion and distrust in our system, we knew we’d figure you out eventually. Did you think our CEO would stand for this? You’re lucky he dispatched me rather than Michael. Michael would have slaughtered you first and begged for forgiveness on our side later.”

Luc quivers, and disgust for the demon roils in my stomach. This badass motherfucker is nothing more than a pussy, like I knew all along.

“So, this is it? You’re here to eradicate my existence?” Luc demands, regaining some of his inner ferocity.

It only takes Gabe’s barely lifting his sword in the air for Luc to rear back from him in fear.

Gabe shakes his head. “Without you, chaos would ensue. Whether we like it or not, we need you to be the gatekeeper for the damned. It’s your destiny. However, we don’t have to stand by and allow you to infect the system with your deceptions.”

“So I’m supposed to tuck my evil tail between my legs and run back to my cave—be the good boy you want me to be?” Luc snarls in disgust.

Corson groans from the floor nearby, and I briefly wonder if I’ll have to kill him when he wakes in order to keep him from interfering from the epic battle looming before me.

“That is exactly what you will do, Luc,” Gabriel thunders, “because if not, I’ll cut you into a million pieces and feed you to your demons. This is the law, and you shall abide.”

Luc’s evil laughter echoes down the corridor. “Says fucking who?”

The intense moment is interrupted when the elevator dings and the doors open.

“Jesus fucking Christ!” Luc snaps and drops to his knees while bowing his head. “Unfuckingbelievable.”

When Jes steps out, I’m thankful that Love isn’t with him. I want her safe and out of harm’s way.

“That’s enough, demon.” Jes’s voice is soft but firm. “You heard the angel.”

Whereas Gabriel’s ferocity and strength ripple with every twitch of his muscles or movement of his sword, Jes’s radiates from within, beneath the overgrown hair and concert T-shirt. His voice is powerful and dripping with authority. I’m fucking ecstatic to have the hippie on my side.

“Luc, I’m here to confiscate your computer. I’m issuing you a standard HEA laptop I will have remote access to. You broke a cardinal rule by tampering with the system. Without proof, I wasn’t going to come over here and throw out accusations. However, because of Omega, I was able to access your entire side project and discovered your plans to corrupt our whole network. I also became aware of your plans to change one of the good—Father Owen. That is inexcusable and won’t go unpunished.”

Luc has the sense lower his eyes to the floor in shame. “How will you punish me?”

Jes steps forward and places a hand on Luc’s shoulder. The monster who nearly killed me with a simple touch is affected by the simple man wearing a black T-shirt with a hole in it. He, like everyone else who encounters Jes, seems to bask in his glory. The demon raises his dark eyes to regard Jes much like a child would his father as he seeks comfort.

“Gabriel, fetch Luc’s computer, please. We’ll deliver another one later,” Jes orders in a soft tone to the archangel before regarding Luc. “And you, brother, shall be forgiven for this atrocity. However, I have written the code into law and it has been signed off on by Father that you are no longer allowed to wreak havoc over here. You’ll be under constant supervision now. Gabriel has been assigned to watch over you—posing as any Leviathan or Reaper he sees fit. If something happens to him, Michael is chomping at the bit to get over here. You will obey our laws and continue on as you were intended—being a liaison for the damned. And I will continue saving as many as I can so that they don’t come here in the first place. Your server is now under our control.”

Luc groans but doesn’t argue.

“Oh, and you’re going to have to listen to my playlists now. The screaming of the damned is so archaic, Luc. Have you no culture?” Jes laughs as he squeezes Luc’s shoulder once again.

I don’t miss the fact that he does it in a loving manner. That Jes is something else—only a guy like him could love the Devil too.

As if on cue, the music abruptly changes and The Rolling Stones’ “Sympathy for the Devil” blares through the speakers. I grin at Jes, and I’m about to leave this hellhole to go find my woman when something stabs me from behind in my kidney.

The only other person in this corridor is fucking Corson.

I’m so stunned that I don’t even have the opportunity to face him before he charges us both toward the horror closet. The moment my chest hits the hard surface, I explode through the door and into the fiery depths of Hell with a pussy-ass monkey on my back.

And only one thing is on my mind.

Love.
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“LOVE?”

I lift my gaze from the computer on Jes’s bed to find a man standing the doorway. He seems familiar—something in the way his blue eyes twinkle—despite my not recognizing his outward appearance. As my eyes peruse the good-looking human, I attempt to place him.

“Do I know you?” I question.

The man strolls in and thumbs through some of the albums stacked on the dresser, clearly stalling in his answer.

My eyes return to the computer screen where I check the time again. Jes asked me to stay behind while he ran an errand. He told me to watch the clock and gave me a specific time to change the song on his computer. The man always talks in riddles and has weird requests, but he does so much for me that I always oblige. And this time was no different. Every part of me begged to find Omega and help him in his endeavors. But Jes gently ordered me not to. While his order were silent and vague as hell, I still heard it loud and clear.

His “errand” involves Omega—I know it. I feel it in my heart. And if anyone is prepared to help him, Jes would be that man.

“I’ll give you three hints.” The man finally speaks again and I draw my attention away from the screen to regard him. “One, we love the same man.”

My eyes widen, but I know he’s not talking in a sexual manner—more along the lines of a brotherly way.

“Two, I make one helluva Hot Pocket dinner.” He smirks. “And three, I have wings. They may be inked, but my wife gave them to me and they remind me every day of who I once was—who I still am down to my core.”

Alpha.

After bursting from the bed, I bounce over to him and throw my arms around his waist. “Al!”

He chuckles and strokes my hair, kissing the top of my head. “I go by Connor these days. I’ve missed you, Love.”

I break away and regard the man. He’s certainly a human now, but he is, indeed, my old friend.

“You don’t hate me?” I ask with a quiver in my voice. Tears well in my eyes as I imagine the heartache he must have endured at seeing his best friend get banished to HEL—the banishment I was solely responsible for.

He runs a thumb over my cheek and swipes a tear away. “Love, I could never hate you. I always knew there was something good deep inside you. And if Omega loves you, I love you by default,” he teases.

I giggle but wriggle from his grasp so I can get back over to the laptop. Almost time.

“So, what are you doing here?” I ask as I sit down and check the computer to make sure everything is ready to go.

He saunters over to the mini fridge like he owns the place and pulls a bottle of wine out. Then he unscrews the lid and takes a swig. “I felt compelled to come here,” he says as if it is the most natural thing in the world. “What do you think that means?”

I bite my lip. “I’m not sure. Did you think you could help Omega?”

He smiles wistfully. “Nah. Not in this body. However, I believe my SG could.”

Scrunching my nose up, I glance at him with questions dancing in my eyes. “You think your Seraph Guardian came to help Omega?” I check the time once more while he sips on his bottle.

“Well, I’m not dumb. Even though I can’t see them, I know they’re there. I can feel them. And, by them, I mean Clarence and Asia.”

“You’re not supposed to know about them,” I chide.

He rolls his eyes at me. “Omega spilled the beans about Asia, and I already knew about Clarence. Anyway, Lark was right in the middle of cooking—and, by cooking, I mean boiling water for ramen noodles for Alysson—when, suddenly, she turns off the stove. Apparently, a craving for the Chinese restaurant that happens to be right across the street from HEA Corp hit her and she wasn’t to be persuaded otherwise. So we loaded up and headed over here. I told her I had some business to take care of and I’d pick them up after they eat. What do you think, Love? Think my angels were pushing us to get over here?”

I look down and see that it’s time to play the song. I push play and turn to Alpha—er, Connor—again. “Jes wants me to stay here and do busywork. I’m so worried about Omega,” I sigh.

With each passing moment, my soul feels more and more brittle. I don’t understand the intricacies of this world I am in, but one thing is clear to me. I want Omega safe and sound with his strong arms holding me against him forever. There has to be a way for this to happen.

“Do you always listen to Jes?” Connor questions playfully. “The Love I know never listens to anyone, much less some long-haired, weird guy who tokes it up all afternoon.”

I smile at his summation of Jes. “Yeah, I do listen to him. He looks after me, Connor.”

“I always knew you were a good girl,” he jokes with a wink.

At the mention of a good girl, a presence emerges from the shadows behind Connor. A beautiful woman with long, flowing hair and a fierce glint in her eye is watching me with an eyebrow arched in disdain and a pout on her plump, pink lips. Connor continues to chatter on, but I can’t take my eyes off her. Her white catsuit encases her perfect, curvy body, and she saunters in her matching knee-high boots toward me.

I’m jealous as hell of those shoes.

Then, when her wings spread out behind her, I decide I very much like the pink hue that glistens from them.

But why is she here?

“You should be helping Jes and Omega,” I blurt out as she approaches.

An ache bubbles and festers in my chest. The worry I have for Omega is intensifying with each passing moment. They should have their whole damn army helping him against Luc.

“Asia?” Connor questions as he tosses a glance over his shoulder.

She narrows her eyes at me. “Leviathans—always breaking the rules,” she grumbles. “It isn’t right for him to know about me.”

I roll my eyes at her. “He already knows about you, SG. No sense in getting all bitchy about it. Why are you here and not over there?” I demand, this time a little more snippily.

Connor takes my hand. “Love.” His voice warns me to calm down.

The man always had that comforting way about him, whether it be in this form or in Alpha’s prior form. Where Omega is fierce and passionate and ripples with unbreakable love, Connor radiates calmness and warmth and protectiveness. Lark is lucky to have him.

“My duty is to protect Connor—even from the likes of you, Leviathan.”

I gape at her and jerk to my feet, wrenching my hand from Connor’s grasp. “And what the hell is that supposed to mean?” I snarl.

Connor pops to his feet and stands between the two of us as if he, a human, could really stop a catfight between a monster and an angel.

“It means I will protect him from your lusty, evil ways. You can’t sleep with my charge, Leviathan,” she bites out, despite the way it comes across as tinkling bells.

Bells I want to smash under my goddamned feet.

“I would never hurt him! He’s like a brother to me,” I blast back at her, my voice as far as it can get from anything sweet or pure.

“Asia,” Connor warns even though he’s only hearing one side of the conversation, “I’m fine. Lovenia is my friend. You don’t have to protect me from her.”

Asia glares at me but ignores him. “Touch one hair on his body and I’ll rip you to shreds. Got it?”

Rage blossoms in my chest, and I’m seconds from ripping the hair straight from her pretty little head and stealing her boots. “Fuck you, SG!”

I charge for her, but Connor gathers me in his arms. For a human, he’s pretty damn strong as he holds me away from the bitch. Swinging my arm toward her, my claws bared, I attempt to make purchase, but she seizes it with strong hand.

And in a flash, I’m tossed into the past with no warning.

“Come in,” I purr, my voice thick and seductive as I wait for the man to enter my suite.

The door opens and Omega steps into my space. I don’t have to see him to feel him. In an instant, his scent permeates every inch of my home and seeps into my skin. Omega has an infectious way about him—a way even a monster like me can’t ignore.

The door clicks into place behind him before his heavy feet pad toward my bedroom. The moment he enters, my eyes peruse his solid body, which is still clad in a black suit, a white button-up shirt, and thin, sleek, coal-colored tie.

Today, he was given his final assignment. Now, he’s ripe for the fucking, and I didn’t want to waste another second before having him. As a Leviathan, my duty is to mess around with assignments—see if I can rattle the Minders as they face the most difficult challenge they’ve ever encountered.

But what I’m doing is so much more than that, because I answer to more than one person. Two different sides. Two different powers.

Luc wants me to do my normal job—fuck Omega and Alpha, get into their heads, make their lives a living hell while they attempt to pass their assignment.

Pallas has something alternatively challenging up his sleeve. He wants me to do exactly that. To betray Omega so that I can bring him to my side—HEL—but not because Omega is evil. Quite the opposite, actually. Because Omega is strong and fierce and as good as they come. If Pallas says that we need him, then we do.

So, in either scenario, it is my job to fuck Omega.

Seems like an easy job to me…

“Now what?” Omega growls from the doorway as he works the knot on his tie. “I finally get to unwrap you?”

A sexy, throaty chuckle reverberates from me. My eyes never leave his as he sheds himself of his jacket.

“I promised you I’d be waiting for you with a bow on.” I’m wearing nothing but a thick piece of red ribbon tied in a lazy bow around my curvy hips. I knew that it would drive him crazy and he’d never be able to resist me.

“That you did,” he says in a hoarse voice as he effortlessly flicks through the buttons on his shirt.

Once his sculpted chest is revealed, my pussy throbs with need. I’ve had many lovers as a Leviathan, but something tells me that I’ll really enjoy this one.

Rolling onto my back, I drag a finger along my belly, over the ribbon, and toward my smooth pussy. My eyes find his, which are swimming with lust as he practically rips his pants from his body. His cock bobs heavily in front of him the second his pants are gone, and now, I know he’ll be a good lover. With a cock like that, how could he not be?

Long. Thick. Proud.

I’ve barely touched myself between my legs when he pounces.

“Don’t touch that sweet pussy. It’s mine,” he growls.

My finger remains poised over the throbbing bundle of nerves, and I drink in his beauty as he climbs onto my bed with me. The way he devours me with his gaze in an all-consuming way without ever touching me dizzies me.

I suck in a breath and remind myself that I’m the one in control here.

“Oh, Minder. Don’t you know I don’t take orders from anyone?” I taunt but an almost undetectable quiver in my voice reveals my weakness.

Nothing is playful though about the way he pushes my knees apart, opening me up to him. My heart beats rapidly at the sudden shift of power. He has very easily stolen what control I believed I had over him.

“If we fuck, Love,” he reveals in a low grumble, “then we fuck my way.”

Sex is my thing. My weapon.

And he thinks he can waltz in here and take that away from me.

I scramble to remember my job—the idea is to fuck him. Make him fall for me. Do the unthinkable for me.

Why?

Because we need him.

So I need to do my fucking job.

“What is your way?” I question, letting a little innocence shine through.

His eyes darken as he reaches a hand between my spread legs. I nearly whimper when he bypasses my dripping pussy and dips his middle finger into my belly button instead. I’m trying to not to squirm—not to beg him to fuck me—but I’m hanging on by a thread here.

“My way,” he explains as he pulls his finger out of my belly button and grips the end of the ribbon, “is the only way. I don’t share, Love. When I go into something, I go all in. One hundred fucking percent.”

I gasp as he tugs the ribbon, and it slips away from my skin, which is now riddled with goose bumps. Between my legs, he sits up on his knees and yanks both of my wrists to him. Within seconds, he’s trussed my wrists together with the pretty ribbon.

“I don’t fall in love, Omega,” I warn as he sits back and admires my body.

“Well, I do, Love. And if I see something worth fighting for, I never hesitate. Your constant flirting, the way you sway those gorgeous hips, the sexy way you say my name—I’m already halfway there, angel. If I fuck you, I’m going to fall into you.”

My heart has taken to beating me up from the inside. I know I’m supposed to be making him fall for me, but it needs to happen under my terms. Nothing could have prepared me for the fact that he would be so eager and ready. It’s supposed to play out over three months—him slowly falling for me. Not the first goddamned day.

“Omega,” I say, changing tactics, “Stop talking and fuck me. I want you deep inside me. Claiming me.”

He growls and grips his cock, teasing my wet entrance with it. “You won’t think of another man once I’ve had you,” he asserts in a firm, unyielding tone.

It works its way to my core, and I wriggle my body, urging him to enter me.

Where is the sexy vixen who controls the course of things?

“Of course not,” I placate him.

He pushes my knees until the tops of my thighs are pressed against my abdomen. My body is open and ready for him.

“Fuck me, Omega,” I beg in a sexy, innocent way.

Based on the angry glint in his eye, I expect him to slam into me. But he doesn’t.

He’s still doing things his fucking way.

“You’re so beautiful,” he praises.

I bask in his heartfelt words and flutter my eyes closed as he begins pushing his thickness into me. When he’s filled me to the hilt, I want him to fuck me hard. To own me and claim me. This’s what I am used to. This is how I fuck.

But he doesn’t.

He nearly crushes me with his solid, muscular frame as he lowers himself onto me. My bound hands remain squished between us, and I itch to touch him—to run my fingers through his chocolate curls. So I wiggle my hips and whimper—anything to spur him into action, to stop teasing me.

“Love,” he rasps out before he tastes the flesh of my neck, “you’re mine, angel.”

A tear rolls out of my eye and wets my cheek. The words. The gentle thrusting into me. The way he’s infecting my soul. It’s all too much. I’m out of my element here.

His mouth finds mine and he punishes me with a kiss that’s wrapped in promises—promises I can’t help but desperately hold on to.

He’s flooding my veins with his essence.

Filling my ears with whispered assurances.

Peeking into the cracks of my armored heart.

I can’t get away from the way he consumes me—the way he devours my very being. Not that I even want to. In this moment, the war that wages between two entities ceases to exist. This moment is sacred, stolen, only for us.

Our tongues continue dancing as one—never needing to learn the other’s dance.

He’s familiar.

And powerful.

And infectious.

He’s dangerous to everything.

“Oh, God!” I cry as an orgasm teases me, just out of reach.

The man isn’t touching my clit or clamping on my nipples with his teeth. He isn’t spanking me or choking me or talking dirty to me.

He’s making love to me.

“Love.” He says my name as if it’s the word and not my actual name—a word that hangs in temptation between us. Impossible and improbable.

This is all too soon and feels out of my control.

“Omega, please,” I beg. Right now, I want him run from me as fast as he can. I’m nothing but a toxic bitch who is going to ruin his life.

“Come for me, angel.”

The name again. Angel. I’m no angel.

Tears spill out as I finally give in to the orgasm. It rattles the very foundation of who I am. It affects her—Lillian, the true angel.

“Love. Love. Love.”

His mouth is all over mine, chanting my name between kisses, worshipping me. When his heat fills me with his own climax, my body shudders in response.

I can’t take any more.

This is going to hurt us both. Really fucking bad.

He lifts up and stares at me. My walls have been destroyed as he tries to see what’s underneath them. Curious but careful. He doesn’t want to hurt me—but he can sense my vulnerability.

I allow him one more glimpse before I harden the fortress around my heart. Swallowing the emotions and feelings that don’t have a place in my mission, I meet his loving eyes with a lusty gaze. It feels foreign and false, but I need it to continue on.

“I want to suck you off,” I coo with a moan, “while you eat my pussy.”

His sweet gaze darkens, and I thank God that I am able to manipulate him away from my stupid emotions and right into the palm of my hand.

“Where’d you go there, Love?” Connor questions, his thumbs swiping tears from my cheeks and, with them, the memory of my first sexual encounter with Omega. It was so much more than sex—that is when he stole a piece of my crumbling heart. I had no intentions of giving it to him, so he just took it.

“You bitch!” I sob as I send a venomous glare to Asia. “You had no right to see that!”

Connor squeezes me to him, and I crumple in defeat. Everything is unraveling around me—everything I’ve worked eight long years to complete is now disappearing right before my eyes. I don’t give a damn about HEA or HEL. My heart belongs to Omega, and I’m tired of waiting.

Asia’s hate-filled gaze has been replaced by a serene one, and she retreats back into the shadows. If Connor weren’t here, I’d be tempted to show that angel a thing or two.

“It will all be okay, Love. I promise,” Connor murmurs into my hair.

But the moment the words trickle from his lips, a crippling loss breaks me from the inside out and my knees give out.

All life is sucked from me.

Every single part of my soul rips from my body in an instant.

Something happened. I can feel it with every fiber of my being.

My love, my hero.

Gone.

“Omega!”
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“OMEGA,” SHE MURMURS.

We’ve long since left Pedro’s and are lying in the dark in my bed across the hall. Alpha is with Lark, so it’s just the two of us.

“Mmm?” I question as I stroke her hair.

“I love you.” Her quiet voice cracks a bit.

My bare chest presses against hers as I squeeze her to me. “I know you do. I love you too.”

I love her with every part of me, which is really taking a toll on my sanity. Alpha warned me that I shouldn’t waste my time with her—that, when I become a Seraph Guardian, she’ll be against the rules for me to touch. But the moment I stepped into her suite a couple of months ago, I knew. I knew that this woman would rip everything I was destined to be right from my fingertips.

And that was okay.

I’m fully aware that I won’t be able to leave her and become an SG. All I want is her. The moment I made love to her the first time, I knew that that was all I would ever care about. Because of my love for her, I understand that I will break the rules—that I’ll become a Leviathan one day. I simply know it.

But I’ll have her all the time. No rules. Just her.

We can be in love and it won’t matter where we are as long as we have each other.

“Omega,” she utters in a soft whisper, guilt singeing her words. “I’m not a perfect person. I’m a monster. One day, you may hate me.”

A growl thunders in my chest as I press a kiss to her head. “Impossible. You’re my everything, Love.”

“Just listen to me,” she sighs. “When everything seems like a big mess, I want you to remember this exact moment. This. Moment.”

“It won’t ever seem like a big mess,” I assure her, “as long as you’re there with me.”

A ragged breath escapes her, and she suddenly pushes me onto my back. She straddles my hips, and within moments, she’s expertly riding my cock and owning my mouth with hers.

“Remember this,” she begs between kisses.

Lovenia is normally so pulled together and sure. But these rare moments of her vulnerability are my favorite. It further bonds me to her and reminds me why I love her.

“I will never forget,” I vow.
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Screams.

Agony.

Terror.

My soul is being shredded and gutted and smashed. The scent of burning flesh suffocates me, and my skin melts from me, my muscles turning hard and charred, my bones becoming brittle and black.

“Please!” I wail, begging anyone who’ll listen for mercy.

I’m damned.

To spend eternity suffering.

Flames lick at me. Bite at me.

Souls scream.

My head spins and explodes, and nothing makes sense.

Think of her. Think of Love.

Love. Love. Love.

The thought of her calms my suffering soul and snuffs the pain out. I’m stolen from this Hellhole as I fall into Love.

“Do you ever think outside of our jobs, Love?” I question as I drag a finger down her spine toward her ass. “Like, would you ever want to be a mother? A wife? Something simple?”

Her languid body tenses up as sadness radiates from her. “No,” she lies. “My job is the most important thing.”

I drag my finger back up her spine, relaxing her. “I think about it a lot, Love. It’s important to be a badass good guy,” I chuckle softly, “but I also wonder what a normal life would look like—with a family.”

“Omega, just squash the notion right now. Seraph Guardians and Leviathans don’t get happy endings. Their destiny is to work for the greater cause. And while our causes are opposing, it’s still our duty.”

I press a kiss to her shoulder blade. “I don’t give a fuck about causes. You’re my cause, Love. All of this other stuff is bullshit. I want you as my other half,” I avow before nibbling the flesh on her back.

“Mmm,” she hums out but rolls over, away from my mouth, so that we’re facing each other on the bed. “I love you too, Omega. We can be in love, but we can’t have this fantastical idea of a white picket fence and two point five kids. It’s a dream. No matter what happens between us, we are bound to our duties by an unbreakable contract. There’s no changing that.”

I climb on top of her and enter her with a hard thrust. She’s wet and ready, like always.

“So we’re supposed to live in this moment and that’s it? We don’t have a future together?”

She tangles her fingers in my hair and tugs my face to hers. My mouth overtakes hers, and I taste the woman I love. So sweet.

“No future, Omega. Just this moment. Savor it—I sure as hell am.”
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Screams.

Loneliness rips my soul to pieces.

Nothing exists but the eternal flames lashing at me at every possible millisecond.

I’m desperately clutching on to her memory.

What’s her goddamned name?

What does she look like?

I’m fucking losing her!

Love. Love. Love.

Don’t you ever forget, motherfucker. Don’t you dare forget her!

Dark eyes.

Sexy and innocent.

Love.

Thank you, God. Thank you for not taking her away from me.
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Fucking Pedro!

Alpha is hot on my heels, but I don’t give a goddamned fuck. I’m going to kill that asshole. The moment I see him—inside my woman—fucking her like it’s his God-given right, I pause for a mere second before leaping into action.

“I will kill you, motherfucker!” I roar.

Her eyes find mine. Teary and apologetic. My love. My Love.

Rage.

Motherfucking rage explodes through me, and I tackle the fucker straight off her. This, what I’m about to do, ends it all.

Truth is, nothing matters but her. And having seen her with that Mexican prick balls-deep inside her makes me want to rip his head off.

“He raped me!” she hisses at Alpha.

This only further fuels my hate toward him. Punch after sickening punch, I attempt to smash Pedro’s skull into the tattered, shitty-ass carpet.

I love her, damn it, and she’s mine!

Alpha rips me away, and before I know it, he’s dragging me from the piece of shit. He tugs me further away with each step, somehow stronger than my furious, flailing self. I scream and curse the ground he walks on as he manhandles me down the hallway and toward the front door.

My best friend is saving me.

Too bad I don’t need saving.

I need her.

He’s managed to pull me through the doorway of the apartment when I hear Lark’s voice. Good. Maybe she’ll distract him long enough for me to wrench from his grasp. Pedro will die tonight whether Alpha likes it or not.

Lovenia’s scream suddenly pierces the air, and my eyes land on her desolate ones in the hallway from where she now stands behind Pedro, who is raising his Glock toward me.

This is it.

I lose everything. I lose her.

But as the shot blasts from the gun, Alpha twists and takes the goddamned bullet for me. Alpha’s getting hit guts me to my core, but I won’t stop. Pedro deserves to die, especially now.

“That motherfucker!” I scream and finally break from Alpha’s weakened grasp.

Charging forward, I don’t stop until my shoulder crushes into Pedro’s chest and we slam to the floor. Everything is a blur of screams and commotion, but one thing steadies me as I wrestle the gun from Pedro.

Love. Love. Love.

The deal is done. I’m going to kill this fucker now—my destiny will change. I’ll become something sinister and evil, but I’ll be free to love her. No rules. No lines drawn in the sand. Just the two of us for eternity.

I lift my head to meet her gaze as I barely squeeze the trigger, making sure we’re on the same page.

Love flashes in her eyes, and it floods my soul. But the look of regret mixed with sadness confuses me. Tears brim in her eyes, and she nods almost as if the act itself physically pains her.

I don’t think twice before throwing it all away for Love.

Pop!
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Hissing and begging roar in my head. Thousands and thousands of voices all plead at once—shrill and filled with terror. It’s too much. Too fucking much. Nothing makes sense anymore. The fires that rage within me and surround me blinds me with their bright light.

How long have I been suffering with these damned?

Will there ever be any relief?

The only relief I find is when I remember her.

Love.

“You need a vacation, son.” The familiar voice tinkles through the air around me, momentarily stealing me from my desperate attempt to grasp at memories of Love.

I lean toward it. Reach for it. Cry for it.

When solid arms scoop me up, my soul rejoices. With his soothing touch comes silence. With his touch comes reprieve from the pain.

“Thank you. Thank you,” I mutter over and over again to my savior.

He hugs me closer to him, and I inhale the comforting aroma of incense—the scent reminds me so much of my Love.

“Shhh, I will protect you now.”

I believe him. I trust him.

The heat cools degree by degree with every step he carries me. With it, my soul fills with warmth. Hope. And Love.

I’m disoriented as we emerge into a hallway. This same hallway I was in years or eons ago—or maybe seconds ago. I’m not sure.

“Jes,” I murmur.

Jes is untouched—not a dark hair on his head singed. But as I lift my hand, I see nothing but black, charred flesh hanging from bone.

“W-w-what?” I stammer out as I rotate my hand and stare in horror.

“Gabriel,” Jes booms in an authoritative voice as he enters the elevator with me in tow.

The archangel appears in the elevator with us and pushes the button. Then he reaches for me, and Jes transfers my decaying body into his arms.

I hiss from the loss—Jes was healing a part of me that now, without his physical touch, bleeds profusely within.

“Do you like this song?” Jes questions as he takes my rotting hand between his.

Song?

What song?

Closing my eyes, I listen—to see if I can hear what he wants me to hear. It’s upbeat and familiar. All I can make out is the word “love” being sung over and over again in a British dialect. I find and hold onto the word while nodding fiercely.

“Open your eyes, son,” Jes instructs softly.

I open them and gasp in awe. The blackness flakes away from my fingers, my flesh thickening over the bones until my hand is restored. My clothes, which were charred, suddenly cling to my body as if they hadn’t been burned away in the first place.

I’m confused and dizzy.

But relieved and thankful.

“Thank you,” I grunt. My soul still aches and bleeds though, the torture suffocating me from within. I’ll never get the screams out of my head. The agony that consumed my entire being still lingers.

“Don’t worry,” he says with a smile as Gabriel transfers my weak body back into his arms. “I’m not done yet.”

The comfort of his presence once again fills me, and I close my eyes, giving in to the fatigue that takes me away. My thoughts find her like they always do.

Love.
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“LOVE?”

I blink my eyes open to find three faces staring at me, Connor being the one who spoke. His human face is contorted into a painful expression. He felt it too—the loss of Omega.

“Where is he?” I sob as I try to sit up in bed.

Connor pulls me into my arms and hugs me. “I don’t know, Love.”

My head thunders with a migraine and my heart is inflicted as if someone cut it to fucking pieces.

“He went to Hell,” Asia blurts out as if it’s no big deal.

But it’s a big fucking deal! Before I can struggle out of Connor’s hold and kill her, the third person in the room stops me with his words.

“Asia, you’re a naughty angel.” The third voice is like Christmas bells ringing, and I instantly feel calmed by it.

“She started it, Clarence,” Asia whines but gives up and slinks off toward the shadows.

“Are they talking to you?” Connor questions with a groan as he reluctantly releases me.

When I nod, he climbs off the bed to face what I’m staring at.

“Have your otherworldly chat, by all means. I’ll stand here and look like a stupid human,” he grumbles in exasperation.

“Why didn’t you help him?” I demand, accusing Clarence. “He’s gone and you could have helped him!” My body thrums and quivers with rage and sadness.

Clarence smiles at me and winks. His gesture warms me, and my anger dispels against my need to latch on to it.

“Love, has Omega ever shown weakness toward you?” Clarence questions, ignoring my previous words.

Tears well and spill out. “His only weakness was love.”

A sob chokes me up, and Conner puts an arm around my shoulder. His support soothes my bleeding soul. With his hug, I realize the angels brought him here to comfort me during this time—not to help Omega.

“Love isn’t a weakness,” Clarence whistles out and flashes me a grin. “Love is the most powerful thing of all. Don’t you see?”

My heart thuds back to life as my mind blurs with moments I had with Omega. Every moment I had with him was more than I could have ever asked for—more than a Leviathan destined for Hell ever deserved.

“I need Jes to fix me!” I cry out as I clutch my hand to my chest, over my heart. “Love may be powerful, Clarence, but it has rendered me powerless. I am nothing now. Nothing matters anymore.”

Clarence walks around the side of the bed and holds a hand out to me. He’s barefoot and confident as he reaches for me. I take the unusual angel’s hand without hesitation because his presence soothes me, reminding me much of the way Jes handles me.

“Lovenia, darling, everything matters now,” he chirps, his lips quirking up into a mischievous grin. “Jes is busy fixing Omega.”

My body quivers, but with a squeeze of his hand around mine, he comforts me and strengthens me.

“He’s alive,” I gasp out.

“Thank God,” Connor mutters from behind me.

“Can I see him?” I question Clarence.

He nods and begins whistling a familiar Beatles song as he tugs me toward the door. My heart floods with joy that, not only is Omega alive and in Jes’s care, but I get to see him. To touch and kiss him. To tell him how much I love him.

“I guess I’m not invited,” Connor grumbles behind us.

Clarence turns, and with a flash, his wings are gone. He’s made himself visible to Connor, who’s grinning like a fool at him, not at all shocked by seeing his wife’s Seraph Guardian in the flesh.

“Nope. Not invited at all.” Clarence confirms this with a smile, and it trickles warmth into my veins.

Apparently, it comforts Connor as well because he nods and doesn’t argue at not getting to go with us. “You’re lucky I’m not Omega. He’d have ignored that and come along anyway,” Connor chuckles. “Here,” he says while kicking his shoes off. “I see not much has changed since the last time I saw you. You might need these, old friend.”

Clarence, breaks away from me and takes the shoes. “Thank you, kind sir. Now, go be with Lark until I can come back to protect her.”

Connor nods and brushes past us to go be with his wife. Thankfully, Asia follows after him.

“I’m practically in retirement,” Clarence whispers as if he’s keeping some grand secret. “Connor is her true guardian. I’m just there to watch. Oh, and to tell Asia knock-knock jokes. I have an endless supply.”

I laugh as he guides me out of Jes’s apartment and up the stairs. Just knowing that the “naughty angel” gets to spend her years listening to Clarence annoy her with jokes she probably hates hearing brings me great satisfaction.

“Knock, knock,” he says in a chipper tone I hope grates on her nerves every time.

“Who’s there?” I play along as we walk hand in hand.

“Etch.”

“Etch who?”

“God bless you!” he exclaims before erupting into laughter that fills and heals my soul.

“I like you,” I sigh as we make our way toward the elevator.

He stops before we enter and regards me with compassionate eyes. Then his palm circles my bicep and I’m tossed into another memory without warning.

“Now, add a cup of chocolate chips,” I instruct the boy with a mop of brown curls.

With shaky five-year-old hands, he dumps the morsels into the dough, only managing to spill a few outside the bowl.

“Great job. Stir it up real good.” I lean forward and kiss the top of his head while he stirs, inhaling his scent of love and incense and chocolate chip cookies.

“What now, Mommy?”

The way he says my name in such a sweet voice nearly brings me to my knees. Every single time.

“Well,” I reply, blinking back my happy tears, “now, we drop scoops of the dough onto the pan so we can cook them. Can you help me with that?”

I hand him a spoon, and he sets to work.

“When I grow up, I want to be just like Daddy,” he chatters.

I grin at the mention of his father. “Oh yeah? Why’s that?”

“Because he has big muscles and he can carry you. I want to carry you one day, Mommy.”

I burst out laughing. “Why don’t we focus on making that brain strong first? How was Miss Vivian’s class today? Did you learn anything?”

“I learned how to write Daddy’s name.” He grins broadly at me.

I mirror his infectious smile. “What about my name?”

He climbs off the stool and bounces over to his backpack in the corner of the kitchen. Then he tugs a yellow piece of construction paper out. When he brings it to me, I grin at him.

“You wrote Daddy’s name so well, sweetie. And your own name too,” I say with pride as I admire the big, beautiful heart he colored in the middle of the page around their names. “When are you going to learn to write mine?” I tease.

His chubby finger traces the outside of the heart. “You’re silly, Mommy. Daddy already taught me. He said I write your name like this.” Once again, he follows the heart with his fingertip.

Tears well in my eyes as I squeeze him to me, kissing his mess of curly hair again. “I love you, Andrew.”

“I love you too, Mommy.”
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That, whatever just ran through my head, was not a memory. Yet I find myself clinging to it so it won’t disappear. It felt real, and I crave it more than anything I’ve ever wanted in my entire existence.

“I like you too, Love,” Clarence answers with a smile. As if entering people’s minds isn’t a big deal and he didn’t just cross the lines of social etiquette.

“That wasn’t a memory,” I tell him, my chin quivering.

He guides me into the elevator and pushes a button to take us up. “Love, we can see all. Not just your past. We can also see your hopes, intentions, and dreams. And darling, I like what I see. Jes was right about you.”

I sigh as we ascend toward my love. “Yeah? What’s that?”

“You’re one of the good.”
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“YOU’RE ONE OF the good.”

When my eyes blink open, I see Jes smiling at me. His presence saturates its way through me, but it doesn’t fully erase the hell that’s contaminated my soul. I worry I’ll never be able to rid myself of the terrors I faced while in the horror closet. The thought of never ridding myself from the all-consuming dreadful memories depresses me beyond repair.

“Ever been on the roof?” Jes questions as Gabriel opens a door before us.

I shake my head and wonder why he’s taking me to the roof of HEA. The man continues to carry me like I weigh nothing but a bag of feathers. In the past, I would have worried about feeling like a pussy being carted around by some man as if I’m his child.

But I don’t care.

I need him.

I need him so I can get back to her.

As we walk into a beautiful domed observation deck, a warmth surges through me. This place is serene and calm. It shuts the terrible memories out and, instead, fills my head and heart with pleasantness.

“Care for a cookie?” he questions as he sets me on a bench.

Closing my eyes, I inhale the scent. Warm cookies. Sunshine. Smiles.

“I’d like that,” I tell him as my gaze falls to the glass in front of me. “What’s in there?”

He chuckles as he sits beside me and hands me a fresh-from-the-oven chocolate chip cookie. “Peace. Healing. Love.”

At the mention of love, my heart flutters.

“Well, not that Love. The other kind of love,” he reveals.

As I slowly chew on my cookie, I stare off into the clouds beyond the glass. They eventually part, and two figures approach. The smaller of the two runs ahead, and when he presses his nose to the glass, I gape at him.

The little boy with the backpack.

No longer is the boy sad and scared. There’s no hole in the side of his skull. It seems like eons ago that Connor and I attempted to rescue the boy. No, this boy before me is smiling broadly. When he waves, I can’t help but wave back at him. Happiness niggles its way through me, and nothing bad or horrifying will steal me away from this moment.

I’m mesmerized as parts of my soul mend themselves together.

“Omega, I really love the children,” Jes sighs. “They’re my reason.” His voice is filled with a love only a father could possess—a father much better than mine could have ever been.

“I’m glad he’s happy,” I choke out

The boy waves once more before scampering off. Then my gaze falls to the woman with flowing, dark hair. She peers at me, love and pride shining in her eyes.

“I love you,” she mouths to me.

I can’t hear her, and I snap my head to Jes to find out why.

Jes pats the top of my knee. “Go to her. She can hear you. You’ll figure the rest out.”

Popping up from the bench with renewed strength, I jog over to her and press my fingertips to the surprisingly warm glass. Her smile is breathtaking as she mirrors my action. My heart threatens explodes with joy—I’ve missed this woman for so long.

“Momma,” I rasp out before swallowing my tears. “You’re a vision of perfection.”

She grins and mouths words I easily figure out. “I’m so proud of you, son.”

We stand like this for seconds or minutes or hours simply staring at each other. The horrors from earlier seem like a painful, distant memory now that I’m looking at her.

That Jes is something else—knowing just how to heal me.

“Time to go, Omega,” he says after a while as he places a warm, kind hand on my shoulder.

I want to frown, but I’m too content. “But I’ve missed her so much.”

He squeezes my shoulder. “You’ll see her again. Trust me.”

I nod at him because I do trust him. His promise embeds itself into my heart.

“Goodbye, Momma. I love you.”

“I love you too, son. Goodbye.”

Reluctantly, I leave my mother and follow Jes out the door. Each step away from the outside of the door is like wading through molasses.

“Need a ride?” Jes questions with humor over his shoulder.

Now that I’m away from the blissful observation deck, I can’t help but find some of my old spark. “I’m no pansy. I’ll walk,” I tell him curtly.

He chuckles as we amble to the elevators. “Tough guy, huh?”

I grunt in confirmation, but when we reach the elevators I glance at him when he doesn’t enter with me.

“Omega, you did well.”

His words flood my soul.

“Thank you for healing me,” I tell him.

He nods as if walking through the flames of Hell and plucking a man from the molten lake of fire aren’t a big deal. “It’s kind of my thing.” He smirks. “Here.”

I reach for the key he’s handing me. “What’s this?”

“You need rest. Tomorrow starts your vacation. Take two weeks off—both of you—and see Pallas when you come back.”

My heart swells at his words. A vacation—with Love? I’ve died and gone to Heaven.

“Are you serious?”

He grins. “Yeah, man. But take care of her, for neither of you will be Leviathans anymore. In fact, until you come back, you’ll be every bit as human as your best friend Connor. Keep her safe.”

I growl at him. “I’ll take care of her until my dying breath.”

He places a palm on the side of my cheek. The world spins and I’m forced to snap my eyes shut. Visions and memories—all good, beautiful and pure—dance around in my head until the tilting stops. And the moment he removes his flesh from mine, I sag from the loss of it, a sudden heaviness weighs me down. I drag my eyes open to look at him.

“It is done. See you in two weeks.” The doors begin to close, but I stop them with my foot.

“Wait!” I exclaim. “What happens in two weeks? Can Love and I be together? What will happen?”

He gently nudges my foot back inside of the elevator. “Trust me, Omega.”

And as the doors close, I know I will.
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The doors open to a quiet floor. No windows and only one door. After walking over to the door, I unlock it. Once I push through, I see that the small, simple room has a bed and not much else. Concert posters, much like those in Jes’s room in the basement, adorn the walls. Some rock music is playing in the background, but that’s all I notice, because when my eyes land on her, everything else disappears.

“Omega!” she cries out, leaping from the bed and into my arms.

The moment our bodies connect, power surges and nearly restores me. I’m no longer weak or sad. With her in my arms, I’m strong and unbreakable.

“Love,” I groan as I press kisses all over her perfect face. “Sweet Love.”

She sobs, and her hands are all over me—groping and clutching and caressing. “I love you, Omega. I missed you so much.”

Even though our time spent apart can’t have been more than a couple of hours or so, it feels as if we haven’t seen each other in ages.

“I know, angel. I love you too,” I growl as I slip my hands over her shoulders and slide the material off them. “But these clothes have to go, woman.”

Her giggles are a salve to the last bit of my bleeding heart. And as I tug the dress completely off, I know deep down in my gut that everything is going to work out. Jes told me so.

“I need to love you, Love. I need it more than air,” I tell her as I rip my shirt from my body.

Her fingers are unbuttoning my jeans, and together, we both shove them down my body. Once we’re both naked, I lower us onto the bed, and in an instant, I’m inside her.

“My God,” I growl, but then I halt my movements, enjoying the way her hot, tight body grips my cock. “I want this forever.”

She whimpers and wiggles beneath me, urging me to buck into her. “Omega, please,” she begs.

My mouth finds hers, and I taste her slowly as I begin an unrushed thrust. I want to feel her—and do it at my own pace.

“You saved me,” I mutter between kisses. “When things were at their worst, it was you who took away my pain.”

Her fingers tangle in my hair, and she moans with each pound into her. “I will never be a source of pain for you again,” she vows, “I will always be your whole heart.”

“Who will you be, angel? Is she gone? Lillian? Who are you, baby?”

She shivers beneath me. “Lillian died a long time ago, Omega. Sure, parts of her exist within me, but she’s gone.”

“And Lovenia?” I question with a grunt as I feel my balls tighten, my climax nearing.

“Lovenia never truly existed at all. Lovenia was a farce,” she hisses, her body quaking at my touch. “I’m Love.”

I slide my fingers into her hair and hold her in place. My eyes find her dark ones, which are brimming with unshed tears—tears of joy and happiness. I know they mirror my own.

“Love is all I’ll ever need,” I groan and burst inside her. My cock throbs out its release the moment her body clamps down around mine. “I’m going to marry you, Love,” I tell her after a fierce kiss, my dick softening within her and her breathing becoming more rhythmic.

Her smile is broad, and I grin back at her.

“Don’t you think that goes against some rule?”

I laugh as I pull out of her and roll onto my side, tugging her warm body flush against mine. “Since when do we follow rules?” I chuckle. “Besides, Jes said we get a vacation—a human vacation. And humans who love each other get married. Simple fact.”

She palms my cheek, and I close my eyes, relishing her touch.

“That simple, huh?” she asks.

“Yep. That simple.”

God, I love her with my whole heart.
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GOD, I LOVE him with my whole heart.

The waves crash along the shore, and I sigh in contentment. A week ago, I would have never imagined actually going on vacation. And with my husband, no less. Life really is mysterious and beautiful.

The day after we were given vacation time by Jes, Omega and I hightailed it to Father Owen. We were married that morning by the gentle, old man, and things have felt perfect ever since.

As I dig my toes into the sand, Omega tosses Alysson into the ocean toward Conner, who effortlessly scoops her into his arms. Her girlish squeals bring more joy into my heart.

“You look happy,” Lark says, lying next to me on the blanket.

I tear my gaze from the beautiful scene before me and regard her pregnant form. Loads of nearly black hair with streaks of pink are piled haphazardly on top of her head. Her limbs are thin and pale, but she’s beautiful. I make the mistake of glancing at her swollen belly. She’s due any day now. A pang of envy seizes me—that’ll never be me—but I quickly squash it. I’m truly happy for them.

“You have no idea.”

She shields her eyes from the sun and flashes me a rare smile. We haven’t ever been friends, but I feel like, without the façade of Lovenia the Leviathan, she can see me for who I really am.

Love.

The woman who loves her warrior with all of her being.

“I have a clue,” she says as her hand absently strokes her belly and her eyes find her family.

We sit in comfortable silence as we watch everything we love in this life play in the ocean. Finally, after a while, Connor scoops his daughter out of the water and they make their way over to us.

“Ready to go home, Twiggy?” Connor questions Lark as he sets Alysson to her feet and reaches a hand for his wife.

She grabs it, and he pulls her up from the blanket. “Yeah. I’m tired.”

While they gather their things, Omega leans down, dripping water over me, and presses a kiss to my forehead. “We’re going to stay and watch the sunset,” he tells them as he plops down beside me.

After we say our goodbyes and the three of them leave, Omega snakes an arm around my waist.

“I love you, angel.”

I smile and meet his lips with mine. Everything is perfect. I’m not sure what the future will hold, but with my husband, I’m not afraid. As long as we’re there together, I’ll be more than happy.

“Come on,” he growls. “Let’s go swim.”

I squeal when he effortlessly pulls me into his arms and stands. He carries me toward the ocean, and when he gets waist-deep, he tosses me into it without warning. Salty water rushes over my beach-wave hair, which I spent an hour fixing, and I burst from the water.

“God, you’re an ass,” I faux pout and rub the water from my eyes.

He tugs me into his grasp, and his cock pokes my belly between us. “Your ass,” he says with a chuckle.

“Yeah, but now, I look like a drowned rat thanks to you.”

His full-bellied laugh fills my soul as he drifts further and further into the water with me in his arms until we’re shoulder deep. “You’re beautiful. Inside and out, angel.”

I sigh at his sweet words, but my heart quickens when his hands find my hips and he tugs at the strings of my bikini bottom, pulling them off in one fluid motion.

“Here.” He smirks. “Hold this.”

Rolling my eyes at him, I take the bottom half of my swimsuit. “Now what?”

He grips my bare ass and urges me to hook my legs around him. Once I’m settled, he tugs his cock out, and a moment later, he’s inside me.

“This,” he says in a smug tone.

I go to swat at him, but a big wave nearly knocks us over. His grip is firm and protective as he keeps us from going under. Omega has always been the force that keeps me grounded and safe.

“You rescued me,” I moan as I bounce on his thickness.

He slides a palm over my breast and pinches my nipple through the fabric. “You’re mine. I’ll always rescue you.”

Once we’ve finally come, he helps me put my swimsuit back on so we can go back to our blanket. We curl up together and bask in the sun, which is quickly setting. Everything feels right.

“What do you think is in store for us when we go back?” I question.

He drags a finger along my arm, and I shiver. “I’m not sure, but I trust Jes.”

“Me too.”

“Love,” he states. “After what happened with Luc and the horror closet, I’ve been unsettled. The urge to do what’s right is ever present. I don’t want anyone to ever have to go there. We have to do our part, angel—to promote goodness and kindness. To save those who need saving and protecting. It’s our duty. ”

I’ve know this all along. I’m not sure what our part will be though. Will they make us Seraph Guardians? Will they separate us? What exactly will our jobs entail when we get back?

“Don’t worry though,” he murmurs before kissing my head. “We’ll do it together. Whatever it is, we’ll find a way to have a life.”

Tears well in my eyes, and I latch on to his words.

“But we’ll never have what Lark and Connor have, Omega. Does that make you a little sad? It guts me to know we’ll never have a family.”

Thoughts of the young boy baking cookies with me assault me. I remember the way he smelled. The sound of his sweet little voice.

God, how wonderful would it be to have a child of our own—a little, perfect blend of the two of us.

My husband rolls me onto my back and kisses me hard, tugging me back into the present. When he finally breaks away, his jaw is firm and his brow is furrowed.

“You’re my family, Love. Always and forever.”

I nod as the tears spill over, and then I tug him to me for another kiss. “You’re right,” I mutter into his mouth. “All we need is each other.”

His palm slides over my cheek, and his thumb delicately traces the corner of my lips. He smiles in such a breathtaking way that, if I were standing, it would knock me on my ass.

He winks. “All we need is love.”
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Seven months later…

ALL WE NEED is love. That has always been Jes’s mantra. I’ve literally been to Hell and back—so I hold on to that precious thing called love with every fiber of my being.

“What about this one?” Pallas questions with a grunt as he tosses me a file, pulling me from my hippie thoughts.

I quirk an eyebrow at him as I skim the summary. Fireman killed saving a child from a burning building. Two tours in Afghanistan. Volunteered at the old folks’ home on weekends.

“I like him. He’s a good one. Brave, selfless, and valiant,” I agree. “He’d make a kickass SG.”

“Language,” he growls in annoyance.

I know better than to think he’s angry with me though. Pallas is like the father I never had, and he secretly likes it when I rile him up.

“Sorry,” I laugh. “But seriously, let’s sign this one.”

He nods his agreement and stamps the file as “approved.”

Pallas and I are HEA’s most successful recruiters. Together, we work to find badass people to train for the elite. The moment Love and I got back from our much-needed vacation, I was pulled into his office, and this is where I now go each day from nine to five, Monday through Friday.

We pore over a few more files, and before I know it, it’s quitting time.

“Sorry to leave you hanging, old man”—I stand and stretch—“but I need to go see my woman.”

He rolls his eyes at me, just like always, pretending to be sickened by our syrupy love. “You saw her, like, four hours ago at lunch.”

“Four hours too long,” I chuckle as I wave to him.

The moment I leave his office, I trot toward the stairs. I don’t want to wait to see her, and the elevator is too damn slow. God, I miss her so fucking much.

Once I make it to the floor of the observation deck, I burst through the door and pass an SG who’s leaving. Sadness at having delivered his good charge to Heaven causes his wings to sag. I feel bad for the guy, but I know he’ll soon be watching over someone new—someone he’ll grow to love and care for just like the last one. Those guys really do have awesome jobs.

I make my way to a door to the right—the door that leads to the kitchen, where the cookies are made. What I see upon entering stops me in my tracks, and I pause to enjoy the view.

Love is bent over at the stove, removing a fresh batch of cookies. She looks fucking delectable in her white leather pants and matching knee-high boots and it causes my dick to grow hard. One of Jes’s rules, though, is no hanky-panky in the kitchen. We’ve only broken the rule once.

“Whatcha cookin’, good-lookin’?” I drawl out as I stride over to her.

She giggles and drops the pan onto the hot plate. Wrapping my arms around her, I splay my palms over her very large belly.

“How’s my boy?”

She sighs. “Active. You know how he loves it when I’m in this kitchen. I have it on good authority that he’ll be a great cook like Mommy one day.”

The very idea that we got pregnant during our two week “vacation” pleases me to no fucking end. Jes asked us to trust him, and we did. He always looks out for us and recently asked where we’re going next year for our “vacation.” That day, Love cried and cried in his arms, thanking him for everything he’s given us and everything he continues to give.

He always said that he loved the children.

I twist her in my arms and peck her lips before falling to my knees. Pressing an ear against her belly, I talk to my son.

“I missed you, Andrew. We can’t wait to see you,” I rumble out, keeping my voice deep so he’ll hear it.

He rolls around in her tummy, and I smile.

“I thought I said no hanky-panky,” Jes laughs behind me and ruffles my hair.

Speak of the devil… I look up in time to see him steal a fresh cookie.

“Hey! Stay away from my cookies,” Love playfully chides.

“What?” He shrugs his shoulders as I stand. “I have the munchies.”

I shake my head at him but laugh. “You’re looking for trouble, hippie. You know how this woman feels about her cookies.”

“I know,” he says with a smile. “She’s so mean.”

She sticks her tongue out at him, but it’s all in jest. “Where’re you going all dressed up?” she questions.

I skim his appearance and chuckle. He’s wearing a holey shirt, no pun intended, and an even holier pair of jeans.

“Baseball game with the kids. Big Kurt says his team is winning, but we all know my team always wins,” he reveals with a wink.

I don’t miss his underlying message, and I’m so fucking thankful we’re on his team.

Love puts fresh cookies on a platter. “Here. Take these to the children. Make sure you save one for Daniel and little Kurt, Jes. I don’t want to have to come after you—because you know I will.”

He chuckles as he takes the plate. “One day, you can come with me, Love. I promise.”

We both know he holds true to his word.

“Catch you later,” he calls out as we follow him out onto the observation deck. He pushes through the door and out into the clouds.

The two of us wave after him and watch in awe as he’s crowded by many figures. That Jes is loved by all, especially by us.

Once he disappears, I turn and tug my wife into my arms.

“I love you, angel,” I growl, “and I can’t wait to peel these sexy-ass pants off your body.”

She giggles and swats at me. “Language, Omega!”

“Okay, Pallas,” I tease before I steal a kiss, and haul her gently back into the kitchen. Once inside, I kick the door closed with my foot. “Let’s make some hanky-panky.”

When I kiss her hard enough to make her knees buckle, she whimpers. But she’s not going anywhere. I’ll always have her tight in my grasp.

“Do you think it’ll always be like this?” she questions in a soft tone and regards me with a look I love—one filled with trust and unconditional love for me.

“Like what?”

“Omega and Love, on top of the world.”

I smile and press a kiss to her supple lips. “Is there any other way?”

The End.


A Note from K

 

If you enjoyed this book, please check out some of my other books. I’ve published dozens of books in many different genres including: contemporary romance, erotic romance, paranormal romance, and historical romance. My stories are all different and unique from one another. Thank you for taking a chance on my book and I hope to hear how you liked it!
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Weight of Love – The Black Keys

Uprising – Muse

Long Way Down – Robert DeLong

Howlin’ For You – The Black Keys

I Lived – OneRepublic

Love Runs Out – OneRepublic

Mess Is Mine – Vance Joy

Lake of Fire – Nirvana

All You Need Is Love – The New Beatles

Stubborn Love – The Lumineers

Sympathy For The Devil – The Rolling Stones

Lyla – The Mayfield Four

Don’t Walk Away – The Mayfield Four

Mad World – Donnie Darko Soundtrack

Believe – The Mayfield Four

The Way – Saigon Kick

My Least Favorite Life – Lera Lynn

Hallelujah – Jeff Buckley
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