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Dedication

To my husband, Ken and my children, Joie and Cody.  You guys make it all worth it. 
Chapter One

Appolion could take the pain, it was the abject loneliness that slowly destroyed him. By all rights, since he was only thirteen years old, he shouldn’t be suffering from either. His biggest worries should be whether or not he would pass his next test in angel school or if some pretty female liked him for more than just a friend. That carefree life was torn from him the day his parents joined Satan in a failed revolt against Heaven. Now they were banished to Hell and dragged him there with them. Since then his life took a turn for the worse.     
 Loneliness was the worst part.
 Maybe it was because he was born a twin and, without Rachael, it was as if a piece of himself were missing. It could also be that since the last time he saw his brother Abdiel, Appolion was only nine. Besides Rachael, Abdiel was the only family member to ever show him any love. The rest of them were masters of hate and abuse.
Abdiel was in Heaven, left for dead, while Rachael was ripped from him the minute their father dragged them down to Hell. Now he had no one and it was that way for almost as long as he could remember.
At first, he was given his own bedroom, but as he grew older and refused to turn demon like his parents, they threw him into a cell. Then dear old Dad turned him over to the demons that specialized in torture.

Appolion huddled in the corner of the cell, trying to heal himself after his last beating. Born a healer angel, he knew a healer couldn’t heal if injured so he was having little success in making himself whole. Indomitable, he still tried, mostly out of sheer desperation.
The door to the cell opened and his father stood there glaring. Appolion hardly recognized him anymore. As soon as an angel turned their back on Heaven and embraced evil, they started to morph into something else, a monster. His father’s skin turned black to match his hair. His eyes were still blue, but now glowed and were rimmed in gold. His mouth was now filled with razor sharp teeth surrounded with black lips.
“Come, it’s time for another lesson.”
Appolion looked at the proffered clawed hand. When he shook his head and shrank even further into his corner, his father smiled. No humor entered his cold, dead eyes.
 “Come with me now, Appolion, or else we’ll take Rachael instead.”
That comment worked. It always did. He would do anything for his twin and his father knew it. Appolion got to his feet…
Appolion sat upright as he woke from the nightmare. Well actually, it wasn’t a dream, but real memories. But that’s not what woke him up. The flashbacks were a nightly occurrence and he was used to them so it had to be something else, but what?

He cocked his head to the side and tried to pick up both the physical and psychic scent of whatever it was. Bingo. It was an angel and they were close. It wasn’t Ana either. He would recognize her scent anywhere—strawberries and champagne.

Regardless of the dangerous situation he now faced, he smiled to himself at the thought of the female angel. She’d chased him around the world for a few years now and he always managed to stay just one step ahead of her. He knew it drove her crazy and so loved to get a rise from her.

Despite the fact he never even spoke directly to her, let alone saw her, he couldn’t help but feel a connection to her. It was ridiculous. Banished from Hell and hunted by Heaven, he was the last one a female like her would want. An outcast who was neither angel nor demon. An outcast who had a bounty on his head and a family tree full of demons. An outcast who had no business even thinking about a female angel, let alone desiring her.

He was brought back into focus when he picked up another scent—decay. That could only mean one thing—there was a demon nearby, too. Since when did demons hunt with angels? Ever since Appolion developed his special gifts every angel and demon were after him so maybe they just decided to team up.

He rolled silently to his feet and got ready for them.

* * * *

Ana cautiously approached the decrepit old house. The grass in the yard, nothing more than hard dried yellow blades, crunched under her feet. She wasn’t in the best of neighborhoods. The air was heavy with the scents of mildew, urine and diesel fuel. Since she was also a justice angel, her fine tuned empath nose picked up other smells no human could—fear, hate and the unmistakable scent of decay. A demon had passed through here not too long ago.

Well, technically she wasn’t a justice angel anymore. She had been sacked from that job because she knew too much. The council couldn’t risk keeping her around as she was a liability they couldn’t afford. Now she worked for the angel police force as an enforcer. Her assignment was to find Appolion, the Destroyer.

She’d searched for him for three years now and was always one step behind the bastard. He enjoyed rubbing her nose in it and made that blatantly obvious with the various notes he always left behind, mocking and taunting her.

The first one had been taped to the bathroom mirror at the house in Chicago. It read—Run home to your brothers, sweetheart. Leave the fighting to the males. If I need something cooked or cleaned, I’ll make sure to call you.
Then there was the one on the kitchen table in Utah—Sorry, I couldn’t go to the dance with you, but something suddenly came up.
The one that really got to her was the one he left in Florida. It had been placed in the middle of the bed with a single rose and a bag of her favorite candy—Ana, really we have to stop not meeting like this. I’m beginning to think you like me a little too much. Sorry, I don’t do angels.
 Those were just the few that stood out in her mind, but there were a lot more. She saved every single one so she could shove them down his arrogant throat once finally she caught his hide.

 She pushed open the door of the house, her hand brushing against the cracked white paint. Her Glock was out and ready, loaded with bullets infused with holy water. She was pretty sure Appolion already dusted any demons, but she wasn’t going to take any chances.

The inside of the house was sparsely furnished yet immaculately clean, just like every other place he lived. In the living room was a black scorch mark on the wall and carpet and the smell of demon was strong. That was all that was left of the minion from Hell. Boy, Appolion sure must have been really pissed.
 She let out a small chuckle when she saw the male angel slumped on the floor next to the burned carpet. It was Ephron, the best tracker the justice angels had. He was tied up tightly and duct tape was wrapped several times around his head, gagging him. On his wrist was an angel harness, a restraining device that prevented him from flashing. It was very crudely made and obviously black market.

 He wore the white leather all justice angels wore. Ana much preferred the black leather, trimmed in blue, she now wore as an enforcer. Ever since she stopped being one of the justice angels, she decided white was for pansies. A sticky note was stuck to Ephron’s chest. She read it and burst out laughing.

Back the fuck off!
 She knew the message wasn’t directed at her. When Appolion wrote to her, it was always taunting, but never angry or crass. He respected her brother Cam too much to talk to her that way and, in a small way, he seemed to respect her too much as well.

Ana went into the kitchen, leaving Ephron still tied up behind and started to process the house for clues. She found Appolion’s mail on the table and quickly shuffled through it, finding nothing. Everything was addressed either to a Joe Smith—real original alias there bud—or current occupant. It was all utility bills and junk mail.

Ana picked up an abandoned ID badge. Well, well, well, the Destroyer was working as a firefighter this time. She ran the pad of her thumb over the small picture and drank in the image of him. His dark hair was cut short, but the front was allowed to grow a little longer so he was able to brush it back. He had the same eyes as his twin sister Rachael—a bright, deep, piercing blue that seemed to look right into one’s soul.

Although this photo was only a headshot, she knew from other pictures the enforcers had of him that his body could put any of her brothers to shame. Appolion was six foot five and every inch of that was hard muscle. Intel had also reported he sported tattoos, but no one ever managed to get close enough to tell what they looked like.

Ana looked frantically around for several minutes before she realized what she really searched for. He hadn’t left any message for her. A hallow pit formed in her stomach and she could feel the corners of her mouth pull into a frown. Now why did the fact he didn’t leave behind one of those condescending letters bum her out so much?

Her cell phone rang. She answered it, still a little dazed by her realization. “If this is you, Barakiel, I don’t want to hear any more whining about Tiffany,” she snapped. “Complaints about your healer are getting old.”

“You just missed me again, sweetheart,” a deep male voice rumbled on the other side.

Oh, it definitely wasn’t her little brother. No, it was him, AKA Appolion, AKA The Destroyer, AKA Mr. Tall Dark and Handsome. Her heart galloped in her chest. Get a hold of yourself, Ana, he’s just a mission, nothing more. It’s not like a male like him would ever be interested in plain old you. “How did you get my number, Appolion?” Wow, was that her voice? It sounded so calm.

“I stole dum-dum’s phone. Is that the best those justice angels have?”

“I noticed you didn’t destroy him like you did the demon. Could it be you have a soft spot for angels?”

 “Please.”

 Even though she couldn’t see him, she knew his lip curled up in disgust.

 “He just wasn’t worth the effort it would have taken to zap him.”

 “Sure,” she said doubtfully. “I couldn’t help but notice you were working as a firefighter, yet another job that entails helping humans. But then you claim you’re no hero as I recall.”

 “Consider it a little hobby, nothing more.”

 “Why are you calling me on a phone, Appolion? We’re both telepaths, you could just as easily reach me that way.”

 “After you have been mind fu—”

She smiled because he obviously did not want to use profanity around her.

 “After you have had your mind messed with as many times as I have in the past, you tend to be picky about who you let in.”

“You let Cam in.” She was a little hurt her brother rated and she didn’t.

“You’re hunting me down, Cam’s not. By the way you have a little bit of dirt on your cheek.”

“Oh, thanks.” She started to rub it away, then stopped cold and spun around the room, her gaze scanning every corner. “How did you know that? Where are you?”

“I’m hundreds of miles away from you so don’t get your hopes up, sweetheart.”

“Then how can you see me?”

He made a little clucking sound over the phone. “I’m disappointed in you. With everything you have seen over the past three years, you still don’t look for the unconventional.”

Ana scanned the room again, this time following his advice, looking for anything not normal. As soon as she saw the justice angel’s face, she knew she found it. Ephron’s face was slack, but his eyes were wide and unfocused. The pupils were so wide they obscured any other color except for black. When she moved closer and peered down to look deep into the male angel’s eyes, she knew she was really looking into Appolion’s gaze. He was channeling the justice angel, using his mind, his eyes. Freaky. “How in Sam’s hell are you doing this?” she breathed into the phone.

“A boy’s gotta have some secrets.”

She shivered. His laughter was deep and rich, warming her from the inside out.

”Cam didn’t tell me you were so beautiful. Well, I have to take that back, he did say that you were beautiful, but he didn’t say you were so gorgeous.”

“If you think I am going to fall for some cheesy line, you’re wrong.”

“Why do you find it so hard to believe I find you attractive?”

“Well because…” she hedged, then finally admitted, embarrassed, “because no one ever has before.”

“That’s because they don’t know you like I do.”

“We’ve never even been in the same room before, how can you know anything about me?”

“I know you love hockey and your favorite food is Mexican. You love to lie around the house in nothing but an old tee shirt and a pair of stupid bunny slippers. You say you miss being a justice angel and the council, but that’s crap, you love the thrill of the hunt you get as an enforcer. You’ve always put your brother’s needs before your own, especially Cam and Barakiel because they’re your favorites.”

“That’s nothing.” Her hands started to shake. “Cam probably told you all that.”

“How about this then? You smell like strawberries and champagne. I know because I trailed you once and snagged one of your hair scrunchies. I was right behind you and you didn’t even know it. It was a fine behind, too.”

“If this is some joke, I’m not amused,” she squeaked. Then, for the first time, he allowed their minds to touch. All of his desire slammed into her and she knew he told the truth. Appolion actually was attracted to her and, for the first time, she admitted to herself, she was attracted to him. Her knees suddenly felt weak and she had to clutch the wall for support.

“Damn, Cam should have warned me you were so hot,” he groaned.

A little smile tugged at her lips. No male ever said anything like that to her before. Her heart galloped loudly in her chest as she thought back to how good he looked in the picture. “Cam’s my brother, it would be just a little gross if he went around saying I’m hot.” She was mortified when a girlish giggle slipped from her mouth. Since when was she a flirt?

He laughed with her. “I guess that would be a Springer moment. Do me a favor, Ana, turn around.”

She paused for a full ten seconds, not quite believing what she was hearing. “What?”

“Turn around. I want to see all of you.”

She shot a worried glance at Ephron.

He added in a strained voice, “Don’t worry, dum-dum won’t remember a thing. This moment is for you and me only. Please, Ana, let me memorize every inch of you so I will have at least that when I go to sleep at night.”

Suddenly Ana didn’t feel like the dowdy old spinster. She felt like a desirable sexy female for the first time in her immortal life. This whole situation seemed so forbidden and naughty, she loved it. She slowly turned in a circle for him, even stuck her hip out in a sexy little pose.

“Take your hair down for me.”

His voice was like velvet in her ear. She pulled at the pins until her long golden tresses were free. She dimly wondered what her brothers would say if they knew their normally uptight older sister was having phone sex with a wanted fugitive. “Is this better?” she asked in a husky voice. My God, she’d never been turned on like this. If he had actually been in the room, she knew she would have probably stripped her clothes off if he asked her to.

“Oh yeah, much better. I’ve always thought male angels were stupid and now I know I was right. I can’t believe they would let a female as beautiful as you walk around unclaimed.”

She didn’t say anything back because the whole situation was leaving her so breathless and aroused she couldn’t speak. Desire pooled in her stomach and an ache built between her thighs.

“You know what, Ana? Maybe I’ll let you catch me after all.”

She stood there, the cell phone to her ear for at least five minutes after he hung up. She tried calling him back, but of course, he wasn’t polite enough to answer it. Little weenie.
She marched over to Ephron, now fully conscious and himself again, and ripped off the duct tape. She took great satisfaction when he yelled loudly in pain. Good, she hoped it hurt like a mother scratcher. “I have some questions for you,” she snapped.

“Why don’t you kiss my ass, I’m not telling you anything,” he snarled.

Lucky for her, she was one of the very few angels with telepathy. She reached into his mind in order to read it, only to find a brick wall blocking her. Crud in a bucket, someone had taught him how to shield his thoughts.
“Nice try, Ana,” he sneered. “But, Jehel made sure we were ready for your little tricks.”

“Too bad. That just means I’m going to have to call for the big guns.” The justice angel grew pale with fear. She gave a small chuckle before she closed her eyes and contacted Cam.

What do you want, Ana?
He sounded very grumpy.
I’m up to my eyeballs in this stupid empath leader crap. All they do is call or come to me and bitch, bitch, bitch. Remind me again why I ever agreed to be their leader.
Because they needed you and you know it.
You’re never going to believe what two of them did. They posted a video of themselves dancing to Justin Timberlake on YouTube. That’s a freaking human web site . Michael just about had a coronary and angels are immortal.
 Ana scoffed softly under her breath. After their parents were mentally destroyed by demons and rendered catatonic centuries ago, she took on the task of raising all eight of her brothers herself. She constantly picked up the pieces after one of their latest escapades. It was good to see Cam on the receiving end for once. I need your help, Cam. His telepathic snort of disgust was so loud it was if he did it for real right in her ear.

Take a number. Everyone seems to want a piece of me lately. Shit, I can’t even eat a full meal without someone bugging me.
 Watch your mouth! She admonished. Angels generally didn’t use profanity and, to hear her brother utter words like that, still shocked her even after all this time.

Okay, I’m coming. You owe me.
Cam flashed into the room and gave her his usual tight-lipped grin. He always smiled like that to hide his fangs the same way he always wore sunglasses to hide his cat-like eyes. When he was taken prisoner three years ago, the demons injected him with demon’s blood in order to turn him into one of them.

However, they hadn’t counted on Cam being as strong as he was. He was able to resist turning completely, but was changed forever. Part angel, part demon, he was one of a kind.

His hair was blond like hers and he wore it in his usual spiked fashion. He was almost as tall as Appolion and just as built. Cam wore a pair of black leather pants and a long sleeved black tee shirt. His long sword was strapped to his back and he had a set of Glocks at his sides.

“I can’t stay too long,” he said in a harassed voice. “Michael is still up my ass like nobody’s business.”

“What did you do this time to make Uncle Mike mad?”

“I just took off for a few hours to have some alone time.”

She snorted in his face. “I’m sure you were alone.”

“Okay, maybe the evening did involve some succubi, but I have needs.”

The tied-up Ephron unwisely added his two cents. “You’re a sick freak. What kind of leader are you, having sex with female demons?”

Cam turned to look at him, acting surprised to see him.

Ana knew it was all an act, nothing ever got by her brother who was always alert and aware of his surroundings.

He squatted down and whipped off his sunglasses to glare at the justice angel. “Be nice.” Cam snapped his fangs together. “I haven’t had my dinner yet and I just might make it you.”

The angel paled and gulped loudly. “So it’s true, you do drink angel’s blood.”

“Yes, and if I don’t get it, I get very, very cranky. It’s been awhile since I’ve had some, too, so I wouldn’t push me too far.”

 “You’re an abomination that should be banished to Hell. The only reason why you haven’t been already is because of Michael.”

Ana gave the justice angel a swift kick to his ribs. Cam’s eyes widened in surprise at her uncharacteristic act of violence, but she didn’t care what he thought. Nobody insulted her brothers. “I need you to read his mind and see how he found Appolion. Jackass here is blocking me so you are going to have to rip it out of him.” Cam balked, just like she knew he would.

“Ana, I can’t mind fuck him. You know what they did to me in Hell. I won’t do that to another angel, not even this idiot.”

“Please, Cam, you know I wouldn’t ask you unless I was really desperate. They almost got him this time and we can’t afford for that to happen.”

“Ana…”

“Do it for me.” She felt horrible asking him, but really was desperate. Ana had to get to Appolion before the others did. She breathed out a sigh of relief when Cam pressed his lips together and reluctantly nodded his head.

Squatting down, he placed his hands on the justice angel’s temples and closed his eyes. The tied up angel tried to struggle, but soon he stilled and went into a trance. After several minutes Cam opened his eyes and stood. “They know how you have been tracking him.” He glanced down at Ephron who was panting and sweating.

Cam’s brow creased with concern and what she was pretty sure was guilt. “So they finally figured out he’s going around the country hunting down serial killers,” she mused. “Well, it was only a matter of time before they did, I was just hoping to find him before them.”

The justice angel finally come to and was pissed. “Wait until the council hears about this. You and your freak brother are going to be banished.”

That was the straw that broke the camel’s back. Ana spun around and kicked the bastard full in the face. She knew she broke his nose when blood spurted out. Cam cursed before he grabbed her by the arm and dragged her out of the house. They left the injured angel behind, bleeding and still tied up.

“What had gotten into you?” he asked.

“He was asking for it.”

“Ana, don’t let what happened to me change you. You’ve never been one to use your fists before, don’t start now.”

“I didn’t use my fists, I used my feet.” She knew she was being snarky, but didn’t care.

“Let’s review how things work. I’m the psychopath with the hair-trigger temper and you’re the diplomatic one.”

“Maybe I’m tired of being the Good Lehor all the time, Cam. Did it ever occur to you I’m sick of doing the right thing all the time?”

“Ana, you just frigging kicked in a justice angel’s face.”

She knew he was getting angry because his blue eyes darkened. “And you spent all last night screwing some female demon so it looks like we’ve both been bad little angels.” Ana flashed out of there before he could argue with her anymore.

* * * *

Cam stared at the spot where she had been standing for several minutes, still shocked. Ana was always so calm and collected and what she did back in the house was totally unlike her. It worried the hell out of him.

He wished his family could go back to the way they were three years ago. Before he was turned into some freak and before they even heard about The Order of Four. An ancient angel prophesy stated there would be four angels with extraordinary gifts that would someday save the world and help maintain the balance of powers in Heaven. They now knew that Rachael, Abdiel and he were the first three members of the Order. Appolion was the last one, the most powerful, The Destroyer.

Cam went back into the house to untie the justice angel. While in there he was going to have to find some diplomatic ways to convince the angel not to blab about what Ana did. The justice angels and warrior angels were only one step away from open war and things needed handled very carefully. He let out a frustrated sigh as the true irony of the situation hit him. For once it was him cleaning up after Ana instead of her picking up his mess.

Chapter Two

Six months later

She was dying. She was an innocent seven-year old girl who hadn’t even begun to live life yet and she was going to die before they got her to the hospital unless he did something. The girl was no gangbanger or criminal, she was in her bedroom playing with her dollhouse when a stray bullet came through the wall of and hit her in the head.

Appolion gazed up to his partner Frank. The last thing he needed was a human witnessing what he was about to do. Frank was busy driving the ambulance. They were running hot to the hospital so his partner was focused on the traffic and not paying any attention to the back of the rig. Good, that meant he could do what he was born to do.

Appolion placed his hands on the human and closed his eyes. He softly chanted the healing songs under his breath. Not that there was any danger in Frank hearing him, the sirens were going full blast. He mended the girl’s wounds from inside out, stopping all the bleeding, repairing all the torn tissue. Her little heart went from a fluttering dying rhythm to a strong healthy beat.

Humans were always the easiest to heal and it only took him a few moments. Soon the small child opened up her big chocolate eyes and stared at him. She seemed to be looking straight into his soul, seeing him for what he really was. Humans were funny that way, their children were often able to see angels. Even when the angels shielded themselves.

 “Are you an angel?” she asked in a froggy whisper.

 “No.” He chuckled at her words. “Just go to sleep, you’re going to be all right.”

 “You are an angel,” the child persisted.

 “No, kid.” He adjusted her oxygen mask. “I’m a nobody.”

It was true, too. He was a nobody. There was nowhere on Heaven, Earth or Hell that he truly belonged. Almost as if she sensed his melancholy mood, the little girl reached out her tiny hand and grabbed his large one. They stayed that way all the way to the hospital.

* * * *

Appolion was at the hospital, finishing up his paperwork when Jean came over and gave him a big hug. He turned to put his arms around the human, happy to see her. Although she didn’t know it, she was the closest thing he ever had to a mother.

“How is my favorite paramedic doing tonight?” she asked, her light blue eyes dancing. Her salt and pepper hair was pulled back in a bun. Light blue scrubs seemed to dwarf her thin frame.

“Great, how is my favorite nurse doing?” He gave her a tiny peck on her cheek before releasing her.

“Better than Dr. Lawrence. He was all hyped up for a major trauma and instead you bring in another stable patient.” She put one hand on her hip and gave him a shrewd look. “How is it all your patients always seem to get better once they get in your ambulance?”

“Pure luck, sugar.” It’s not like he could tell her he was an angel born with the gift of healing. That would earn him a room on the psych floor. Lucky for him, she let the subject drop.

“Did you enjoy the dinner I sent home with you last night?” She sat on the edge of the table, facing him.

“You know I did, you spoil me.”

“What you need is to find some pretty young thing to take care of you. I know of at least six nurses here that would volunteer for the job.” She patted his cheek.

“Now, now Jean, you know I’m holding out for you. But you keep refusing me and breaking my heart,” he teased.

“You couldn’t handle all this,” she said saucily.

“You’re killing me here.” He put his hand over his chest.

After they were done laughing, she fixed him with a stern glare. “You are coming to my daughter’s wedding this weekend, aren’t you?”

He opened his mouth.

“I know you’re not working, I already asked Frank and he said you have it off.”

He laughed in spite of himself. “Okay, you win, I’ll be there.”

“Good, you need some take some time for yourself. You work like a demon.”

You have no idea. He watched her leave the room.

* * * *

Later that night, Appolion decided to play hero and go out patrolling for demons. Since he knew Cam’s and Ana’s little brother, Barakiel, lived in Flint and was probably out hunting, too, he made sure to keep his psychic sense open for angels. While he did have the ability to shield himself from both demons and angels, he couldn’t do so for long periods of time and stuck to lurking in the shadows. But then that’s what he did best, hiding from other angels and demons as he had for centuries.

Soon enough he caught a whiff of the scent he searched for—decay. Almost all demons carried the disgusting smell, which made hunting them all the easier for angels like him. But you’re not an angel remember?“Shut up, Appolion.”

He stopped short in the middle of street as it dawned on him he was actually arguing with himself, much like an elderly married couple would bicker. All the centuries of living alone must have finally made him lose it. He told both of himselves to stifle it and continued hunting.

He followed both the stink and telepathic vibes the demons were sending off until he found them lurking in an alley. There were five of them and they looked like they were ready for a pissing match.

Appolion might want to be hero, but he wasn’t suicidal. Deciding the odds were against him, he started to slowly back away. His foot caught an empty soda can and the aluminum container skidded noisily down the street. All at once, the demon’s heads snapped up as they spotted him. Shit, why did his luck always have to swing this way?

He could have easily just shot off one of his energy balls and vaporized all of their demon asses, but that would be like announcing,Hello, Mr. Destroyer here, and that was the last thing he wanted to do. With a huge bounty on his head, thanks to that title, he wanted to keep who he was a secret. It was better they just thought he was some plain archangel and that was how he was going to have to fight them—fists and blades without any special magic tricks.

Appolion barely had time to bring up his sword before they were on him. It was easy enough to fight the three in front of him, it was the two pounding on his back that posed a problem.

 Then all of the sudden he wasn’t fighting the demons alone. A tall willowy blonde female angel charged down the street and took on the nearest demon. She fought with two small daggers, one in each hand, moving so fluidly and quickly it were as if her body was made for battle.

“Ana?” he said incredulously, right before a demon cold-cocked him in the back of the head. She flashed him a smile before she pulled out a gun and shot the demon that hit him. As soon as the bullets infused with holy water hit the bastard, it flashed back to Hell. He pulled out his own weapons and they stood back-to-back, ala Mr. and Mrs. Smith style, shooting the remaining four demons. Soon they were the only ones in the alley.

Appolion turned to look at her and it felt like someone slammed him in the chest. He knew she was beautiful, but he didn’t know she was thatbeautiful. Her hair was not just blonde, it was every shade of blonde, light streaks mixed in with darker ones and it was swept up in an intricate knot. Her eyes were a light blue and stared back at him with just as much interest as he gave her.

Ana wore the same leather all the angels seemed to like, but hers was black and so tightly molded to her body he had a full view of her curves. They were a nice set of curves, too. She was thin, but not too thin, her breasts were just the right size. Appolion balled his fists up as he thought about how they would feel cupped in his hands.

When she reached out and wrapped her arms around him, he was surprised, but didn’t resist. Normally he hated when anyone touched him. After centuries of being abused in Hell in every way possible, any physical contact repulsed him, but with her it was different. Appolion even let her kiss him. If you could call what she did a kiss. Her lips were tightly clamped shut as she pressed them to him. It was obvious she never kissed before and it annoyed the hell out of him when the thought gave him satisfaction.

It wasn’t until he heard the snap of the angel harness around his wrist that he realized she duped him. He even stared down at it, dumfounded, for several moments. The fog lifted. He was good and pissed off at her. “Take it off. Now.” He stalked her until her back was pressed against a brick wall.

“No.” She lifted her chin haughtily. “It you think I’m going to let you slip away from me after I have chased you for three years, you’re off your rocker.”

“And if you think that after centuries of dodging every demon my father could think of to throw at me, I’m going to roll over and be taken in by some little female angel, you’re off your rocker.”

Ana opened and closed her mouth a few times as her cheeks flushed with anger. “You have to come with me. The only one that can take off an angel harness is the one who placed it there and I’m not taking yours off until we get to Heaven.”

“No, I’m not going anywhere with you, let alone Heaven. Look here, female, I’m not one of your brothers so I don’t have to listen to you.” Appolion pivoted and strode back to where he left his bike parked, but wasn’t surprised when her boots clicked on the pavement behind him. Once he got to his bike, he turned and fixed her with a hard stare. She was out of breath from following him, but still looked as determined as ever.

“You have to listen to me,” she panted.

“Why?”

* * * *

Why ? Did he just ask her why? Well, because that’s what everybody always did, whatever she told them to, that’s why. Ever since her parents were mentally destroyed by demons, she took care of her eight younger brothers. Even though they were all technically adults now that didn’t make her job any easier, but in the end, they always obeyed her. She didn’t know how to handle Appolion’s stubbornness.

Ana raised a hand and patted down her hair while she tried to think of an appropriate answer. When she felt something shifting on her wrist, she looked down to see what it was. A cold wave of disbelief went through her. That son of a bitch, he slipped an angel harness on her, too. When she growled in frustration, he had the gall to smile at her and shrug his massive shoulders. “How…when…you arrogant jerk.” She gaped.

“All’s fair in love and war, sugar.”

“I don’t love you, I loathe you.”

“You sure could have fooled me with that kiss you just gave me.” He gave a crooked grin.

She tried to ignore how cute it looked on him. Good God, dimples that adorable ought to be outlawed. The pictures she had of him really did not do him justice at all. His hair was so dark it was almost black and it looked so soft, all she wanted to do was run her fingers through it. He towered over her and, when she’d pressed her body to his, she felt every inch of pure muscle. “That kiss meant nothing, it was just a trick.” Ana didn’t think she’d ever been this angry with anyone before in her life.

“Good, because it sucked.”

“What?” As far as she was concerned, it was a perfectly pleasant kiss. Nothing like the ones she witnessed Abdiel lay on Gabi, but she certainly enjoyed it. Before she could tell him off, he strode over to her and gathered her into his arms. He cupped one hand on the back of her head, tilted her head up and captured her lips with his. Ana saw stars. This was a lot different than the earlier kiss. This was so much more demanding and well…hot. Her knees weakened when his tongue rubbed against the seam of her lips.

Open your mouth for me, Appolion ordered telepathically.

When she did, he slipped his tongue in. That’s when her knees did go out Ana sagged against him and, for the first time in her immortal life, yielded control completely. She wanted all of him, every inch of him, to be hers and hers alone.

She tentatively started to explore the inside of his mouth, too, and was delighted to hear him groan in response. Ana was even more surprised to feel his hard erection press against her. No male ever reacted this way to her and here the hottest guy she ever laid eyes on, wanted her.

Ana was so into him she barely realized he took down her hair as his other hand rubbed her bottom. All she did know was that after years of being the cold, prim and proper Ana, she finally knew what lust was and wanted to answer its call, now. When Appolion abruptly tore away from her and held her at arm’s length while they both tried to catch their breath.

“You’re my best friend’s sister, I should keep my hands off you.”

“I don’t want you to.”

He walked away from her and, for a brief horror-filled moment, she thought she drove him away. But then he swung his leg over his bike, got on and held his hand out to her. Ana hesitated for a moment. Her job was to find him and bring him back, not run off with him. After years of putting everyone’s needs before her own, she wanted just once to do something dangerous and wrong.

Before her courage fled, she climbed on the back of his bike. As she buried her face in the back of his shirt and breathed in his spicy masculine scent, Ana knew she was making a life changing decision and there would be no going back. She didn’t give a damn either.

Chapter Three

As soon as Michael returned to the safe house, he felt the tension. Even though Raphael and Cam were in separate rooms and weren’t talking to each other right then, he knew they were involved in yet another pissing match. With a tired sigh, Michael didn’t know how much longer he could go on like this.

Ever since the tensions in Heaven started to build, it was decided it would be best if all three leaders of the angel warriors stuck together and lived in hiding, lest one of them have an unfortunate accident. Actually he was the only one who decided this, Raphael and Cam fought him every step of the way.

Raphael wasn’t only the leader of the healers, but was royalty in the angel world and he carried himself that way. He was cold, aloof and rarely cracked a smile. In short he was the complete opposite of Cam.

While Cam may be the leader of the empaths, he didn’t have one bit of snobbery in him. Instead he lived to break the rules and thumb his nose at angel society and that was before the change. Now that he was part demon to boot, he was all that plus borderline psychotic.

To say the two personalities did not mix well would have been an understatement.

Michael found Raphael in the kitchen. The healer leaned against the counter, his arms crossed. His green eyes were bright with anger and his usually immaculate raven hair was mussed like he ran a frustrated hand through it “What happened now?” Michael asked, his voice laced with aggravation.

“He refuses to feed,” Raphael cast a jaded eye toward the other room.

That was not good, if Cam didn’t drink angel’s blood on a regular basis the demon part of him started to take over. “How long has it been?”

“Several days and he’s starting to get bad.”

“How bad is bad?”

Raphael seemed to be weighing his words. “He’s been damaging himself.”

“What do you mean by that?” Michael’s heart skipped a beat at the thought of his nephew actually hurting himself on purpose.

“He’s been doing various things. He’s started a couple of fights with other archangels, but once the fists start flying, he just stands there, takes it and doesn’t fight back. He’s also letting himself become careless in demon battles. I’ve had to heal three real nasty knife wounds this weekend alone.”

“We have plenty of blood here for him, why doesn’t he use it?”

“Because it’s from Ana and his brothers and he refuses to drink from family anymore.”

“Why’s he being so damn stubborn?” Michael snapped, more out of worry than anger.

“He’s an empath and a telepath. That’s a real potent combination. I think for some reason, whenever he drinks from family members, he picks up on their thoughts and feelings.”

“So what? He’s a psychic, he does that already.”

“I’m talking about deep thoughts. The ones they keep hidden away even from themselves. He sees himself through their eyes, how theyreally see him.”

Michael could only imagine how hard it would be to know the innermost thoughts of one’s family. It was no wonder Cam didn’t want to touch their blood anymore. “Fine then, I’ll donate mine,” he volunteered.

“You’re family, too.” Raphael reminded. “And before you even suggest it, I already offered mine, but he told me to go get freaking bent.
Yeah, that sounded like something he expected his nephew to shoot off. “Do you think maybe we could find a female willing to let him feed off her?”

“That won’t work either, he carries the Bliss in his saliva.”

“The what?”

“Have you ever been bitten by a succubus?”

Of course he had. Just because he was the leader of the angel warriors didn’t mean he hadn’t dabbled with female demons. He was just a whole lot more discrete than Cam. Michael knew being bitten by a succubus gave you the hard on of your life. “Are you trying to tell me all succubi carry an aphrodisiac in their spit and now Cam does, too?”

“Let me put it this way,” Raphael said dryly. “He tried biting a female the other week and I had to physically separate the two of them. The Bliss affected the female so strongly she clawed and hit me when I broke them up.”

“It’s that potent? Cam didn’t hurt you, did he?”

“No, he was able to get himself under control, but I could tell it upset him that he affected the female that way. He told me he was never going to do it again.”

Michael crossed his arms and glared. “So this problem has been going on for weeks and you two haven’t said anything to me. Since when did you two become buddies and start keeping secrets?”

Raphael rolled his eyes. “Cam is totally annoying, improper and a pain in the ass.”

“I think I hear a but coming on.”

“But I can’t help but like him.” Raphael acted like he admitted some embarrassing crime. “He’s a good kid, just confused. Not only that, he’s a lot smarter than anyone gives him credit for. I can see now why my sister Gabi feels so motherly toward him.”

“I think you’re getting soft.” Michael laughed when Raphael gave him the finger. He had never seen the uptight healer do anything like that before. Must be Cam’s charming influence.

“Do we know anything about the demon’s blood that was used on him? Whose blood was it exactly, what demon did it come from?” Raphael asked.

“All Abdiel said was the demons came in and injected Cam with demon blood, they didn’t tell him whose. After they finished poisoning him, Cam started having convulsions and was going catatonic. That was when the succubus came in and helped him.”

“That’s when she came in and gave him angel’s blood to drink you mean.” Raphael ran his hand through his dark hair. “I think she was in on the whole thing from the beginning. You said she had some sick obsession with Cam.”

“So you think it was her blood used to poison him?”

“I’m not sure, but it’s something I’m going to look into further. In the meantime, we have to figure out a way to make him drink. I think you need to lift the ban on the neutral bars.”

Michael scowled at that suggestion. Neutral bars were hole in the wall places that demons and rogue angels congregated. They were a hotbed for illegal activity and black market goods. They were also the only place that sold angel’s blood. That’s not why he had forbidden Cam to go there though, it was because his nephew tended to be a very bad boy whenever he stepped foot in one of the establishments. The fact the normally very rigid Raphael was even suggesting such a trip showed how bad Cam really was.

“Let me go talk to him.” Michael gave a resigned sigh. He went into the living room. The younger angel was sprawled out on the couch, watching television and didn’t even acknowledge his intrusion. He flipped on the lights and Cam sat upright, covering his eyes and hissing in pain as the light burned them. Damn, Raphael was right. In the two days he was away on business, Cam took a turn for the worse. He was pale, with dark circles around his hollow eyes. His hands shook and the look on his face was almost feral. He needed to get him to feed, soon.

“Shit, Michael, turn off the damn lights,” Cam snarled as he rubbed his eyes.

“We need to talk.”

“If this is because I told His Royal Highness to fuck off, you can save it.” He fished a pair of dark glasses out of his pocket and slipped them on. “I’m not apologizing.”

“He’s just worried about you, we both are.”

“Great, just what I need, you two acting like old grannies and nagging me.”

Michael let the comment slide. “When is the last time you got any sleep? You look like hell, kiddo.”

“Oh words of concern from you, Chief?” Cam put his hand over his heart. “I’m so touched. Here I thought just because you wouldn’t even acknowledge you were our uncle until three years ago, you didn’t even give a flying fuck.”

Michael closed his eyes and counted to ten, very, very slowly. He opened them and fixed his nephew with a hard stare before he tossed him his coat. Cam caught it and gave him a questioning look. “Get ready, you’re going out tonight, Cam.”

“If it’s another council meeting forget it. I’m not in the mood for those jerks.”

“No, I’m lifting the ban on your neutral bars. You need to get yourself together.”

Cam looked at him in stunned silence.

Michael was pleased to see there was something that could shut his nephew the hell up. He pointed a finger at the younger angel and spoke slowly so his next instructions came through loud and clear. “You can go out and do whatever it is you need to do, but someone goes with you and you come right back here when you’re done. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Chief.” There was no sarcasm, only shame.

“Do you want me to go with you?”

“No, I don’t want you to see me that way.” Cam pulled at his hair, a nervous habit he had since he was a young child. “You’re my Chief, my leader, I don’t want you to see me when I’m like that. It’s humiliating enough as it is.”

“How about one of your brothers? Do you want me to call Nathaniel?” Michael knew Cam was closest to Nathaniel. In fact, he worshiped the ground his older, archangel brother walked on.

“No.” Cam’s head snapped up in alarm. “Not him.”

Michael worked hard to hide his surprise. If he hadn’t known better, he would have thought Cam was terrified of being around Nathaniel. He decided to let it go for now. “Okay, how about Ramiel?”

Cam nodded and Michael called the oldest Lehor brother. While they waited for Ramiel to come, he sat on the couch next to the younger angel. The empath didn’t say anything, he just fiddled with his hair and stared at the television. Michael kept waiting for him to shoot off one of his famous smartass remarks. The uncharacteristic silence his nephew displayed was almost as scary as the revelation he was hurting himself. “You don’t have to be ashamed around me,” Michael said quietly. “I understand you can’t help it.”

Cam ignored his comment. “Chief, what do you think would happen to The Order if I weren’t around anymore?”

The swift topic change almost gave Michael whiplash. He thought about Raphael’s words about Cam damaging himself. What if Cam was doing more than just trying to harm himself, what if he was actually becoming suicidal? “I hope you aren’t thinking of doing something stupid. Your empaths need you too much.”

“That’s bull and we both know it. Ana would be a much better leader than me.”

“They don’t want Ana, they want you.”

“Please, we both know that’s because they don’t know what I really am.

“Don’t talk like this.” Michael gathered the courage. “You can’t go anywhere, your family cares for you too much. I care for you too much. I know you don’t believe it because I never told you I was your uncle, but I have always loved you boys and Ana. It took you being taken to Hell for me to realize that and I regret it every day.” He was relieved when Cam didn’t reject his statement with a snide comment as was common in the past. His nephew just sighed before he looked over at him. Michael couldn’t read his eyes because of the damn glasses, but there was no anger coming from him.

“If it’s any consolation, Uncle Mike, Bear has forgiven you.”

“Barakiel can never hold a grudge so that’s not saying much. He could forgive Satan himself.”

Ramiel flashed into the room. He had the same blond hair and blue eyes as all the Lehor brothers. He always wore his hair in a close-cropped military style. It fit his personality. Ramiel was an archangel and he was all warrior. Even now, he was dressed in his battle leathers, his sword strapped to his back. When he saw Cam’s condition he shot a worried look over at Michael.

“You ready to go little brother?” he asked softly.

Cam nodded before he ducked his head down, but not before Michael saw the shame that was once again on his face.

* * * *

It was several hours before the brothers got back and Michael paced every single second of them. He just needed to make sure Cam got back safe and it annoyed the hell out of him that the younger angel had been right earlier. Michael, the Chief of all archangels, was becoming a worried old granny.

 When they finally did get back, Cam muttered, “Thanks, Ramiel,” then stumbled upstairs to his room.

When Ramiel made to flash out, Michael grabbed his arm. “Could you stay for a few more minutes? I need to talk to you.” He made sure to make the question sound like a request from an uncle rather than an order from the Chief.

Ramiel shrugged. “Sure, I’ve got nothing better to do.”

They went into the kitchen and Ramiel sat down at the table.

Michael poured them both a cup of coffee. He sat down on the opposite side of the table and tried to decide on the best way to start the conversation. He was so bad at this family thing. “How did it go tonight?”

Ramiel gave him an annoyed glance. “How do you think it went? Same as always, he had some alone time with a female demon in the back before he went outside and got into a fight. You know how hard it is, seeing your little brother lose control like that?”

“I know it is, but thanks for coming. He was getting bad.”

“At least now he’s trying to control himself,” Ramiel’s voice was laced with bitter sarcasm. “It took at least five minutes before he disappeared with his succubus. That’s a new record for him.”

“What’s going on with Cam and Nathaniel?”

“You mean you don’t already know? I thought you knew everything, Chief?” Ramiel narrowed his eyes.

“Cam is blocking all of you from me. I can’t read anything about you guys anymore.”

“You’ve got to admire the kid’s skills.” Ramiel chuckled before his face got serious. “When Cam was in Hell, he ran into Nathaniel’s mate who is being held captive there. I guess he attacked and bit her. Nathaniel hasn’t really forgiven him for it yet.”

“How did Nathaniel even find out about it?”

“Cam told him. In case you haven’t noticed the kid has a serious guilt complex.”

All of the sudden a cold realization slammed into Michael. Cam hadn’t been talking about suicide earlier, he was thinking about doing something even more drastic. He tore up the stairs and burst into Cam’s room. “No,” he barked. “Don’t even think about it.”

“What?” Cam drawled from his bed. “Going to sleep? I thought that’s what you wanted me to do.”

“You’re thinking about trading yourself for Nathaniel’s mate aren’t you?” Cam’s silence was all the answer he needed. Michael resisted the urge to run over and shake some reason into him. “Damn it, Cam, Nathaniel wouldn’t want you do it.”

“Yes, he would.”

Cam sat up, but still refused to look at him.

 “The reason I stopped drinking from my family was because I used his blood the last time. He thinks I’m a monster and he hates me. I mean he really, really hates me. I can take the looks from all the other angels, but when my own family looks at me like that, it kills me. I just want to make it right.”

“Not this way. We’ll work together and find a way to get her back, you don’t have to do this alone.”

“How?”

“I don’t know yet,” Michael admitted. “Just promise me you’ll give me a little time to figure it out before you do anything stupid.” When the younger angel reluctantly nodded agreement, he sighed with relief.

Cam lay back on the bed and rolled over to his side.

The mere fact he was willing to turn his back on Michael spoke volumes. The empath didn’t trust that many angels.

“By the way, Michael,” he whispered. “Bear isn’t the only one who has forgiven you.”

Michael realized how much he did care about Cam. As Chief, he let down his guard, opened his heart and the empath wormed his way in. The young angel was more than just a nephew, he was the son he’d never had and Heaven help anyone that ever tried to harm him or take him away again. Because he would destroy anyone that so much as touched a hair on Cam’s head.

Chapter Four

Appolion watched Ana walk slowly around his house like she owned the place, checking out every corner. She even opened up his drawers and peeked inside, scowling at the various demon weapons he had tucked away here and there. He was trying hard not to admire her sweet little ass while he silently asked himself what in the hell possessed him to take her home with him.

It was because she put on the angel harness and he needed to convince her to take it off. Liar. Okay then, it was because he wanted to get her to stop following him around all the time. Liar. All righty then, it was because she was Cam’s sister and he couldn’t leave her all alone and unable to flash. You really need to stop lying to yourself. He clenched his jaws together when he realized he was arguing with himself again. “I should just take you over to Barakiel’s and leave you with him.”

“Are you going to take this off then?” Without turning from the bookshelf, Ana raised the wrist with the angel harness on it and wiggled it.

He shook his head and crossed his arms in what he thought was a very intimidating pose. “Not until you take mine off.”

She didn’t appear to be impressed with his little show of power. “I’m not taking yours off until you agree to go back with me.”

“Then we are at an impasse because I’m not going back.”

“Then you better get used to having me around, bud.” She spun around and put one hand on her hip. “Because I’m not going anywhere until you do.”

“I could just take your nice little rear and throw it the hell out of my house.”

“I would just love to see you try. Cam’s not the only one in the family that bites.”

The thought of her mouth doing anything on his body instantly turned him on. He looked away while he tried to cool down by thinking of nuns, puppies and kittens. It didn’t work because he could still smell her. Damn strawberries and champagne.
“So where am I going to sleep tonight?”

Underneath me. Appolion was so lost in that fantasy, he completely forgot about telling her there was no way in hell she was staying an hour, let alone the entire night. “You can take the bed, I’ll take the couch.” He groaned when he realized what he just did. Not only did he insinuate this blonde menace could stay at his house, but he offered her his bed. Offered it up without his horny ass being in it with her.

“Great.” She beamed, then spun around and bounced into the kitchen. “Watcha got to eat?”

“I thought that all you angels ate was manna.” He followed her like some puppy dog, all the while, still checking out that delectable butt.

Ana made a face at him, then opened the cupboards. “It’s okay once in a while, but I much prefer human food.” She let out a little squeal of excitement at the when she found some cookies. “I just can’t get enough of it, everything about it is so different.” Ana pulled apart the halves of one of the cookies and started to lick the cream out of the middle.

He swallowed hard as her tongue darted in and out and caressed away the white sweetness. He never wanted to be a cookie so bad in his entire life. “How did you find me anyhow?” he croaked, trying to get his mind out of the gutter. She’s your best friend’s sister, you dirty rat.
“I figured out that you have been hunting demons that kill humans. So I’ve been watching for unsolved serial killings and going to the cities, hoping you would show your face and you finally did here.”

Appolion cursed under his breath. He just had to go and play hero and it got him caught. Stupid, stupid, stupid, he just couldn’t leave well enough alone. It wasn’t like he was some angel warrior like his brother and sister, he was a rogue, an outcast. He should have just kept to himself and minded his own damn business.

Ana rolled her big blue eyes. “Stop giving that mean look. You were doing a good thing. Abdiel was real proud when I told him.”

“I don’t care what my brother thinks,” he lied.

She snorted her own disbelief then hoisted herself to sit on the counter.

When she took off her jacket and had nothing on underneath but a thin, white, tank top, he stared at her like a hungry dog would eye up a bone. Crap, he even licked his lips at the sight of her full breasts pushed against the fabric. Appolion wanted nothing more than to go over there, strip her, grab her hips and claim her as his.

He knew angels mated forever. When a male found his mate, he marked her when they made love for the first time by placing his hand on a discrete area of her body. The marks were supposed to be like tattoos and of the male’s family symbol. Appolion had never seen one for himself.

But he wasn’t an angel so what would happen if he made love to her? Would he even be able to mark her and, if he did, what would it be? What if it was a demon mark? That would be terrible. No matter how hard it was going to be, he would have to keep his hands to himself, for both of their sakes.

As soon as she grabbed another cookie and started to dissect it with her mouth again, Appolion knew he fought a losing battle. Holy shit on a bagel. She even had a dollop of the cream on her bottom lip. Without thinking, he reached over and wiped it away with his thumb. For some insane reason, he did it nice and slow, too. Her lips were so soft he wanted nothing more than to taste them again.

He pulled back his hand like he had been burned. “You’re Cam’s sister. You also have been chasing me around Earth for three years. You’re an enforcer and I’m a rogue.”

She raised a brow. “Thanks for the scorecard there, bud. I might have gotten lost.”

“I’m just telling both of us why I should keep my hands to myself.” Her deep sigh was the final straw. The movement made her breasts strain even harder against the tank top. He let out a curse and bolted from the kitchen, leaving her behind. Her expression was equal parts annoyance and confusion, but she didn’t say anything.

Appolion went and took a long and very cold, shower. It didn’t do a damn bit of good either. He was just getting dressed again when he heard someone knocking on his front door. Panic set in when he hard Ana’s footsteps going to answer it. Don’t you dare, he sent out to her.

Oh, I dare. Quite being such a grouch, it’s just a female human.
Crap, it was Jean. If she got wind he had a female in his house, there would be no end to her meddling. He rushed out of the bathroom, but it was too late. Ana had already let the human in and they were chatting it up like they were old buddies.

“So you said that you are an old friend of Brian’s?” Jean was asking.

“Oh yeah, Brian is an old family friend. We’ve known him for ages.”

Ana turned and pretended surprise when Appolion came into the room.

“Why look here comes old Brian right now. Hi, Brian. Do you feel better, Brian?”

 He gave her a warning glare and she had the utter gall to grin back at him. A lock of her blonde hair was swinging in front of her snapping blue eyes and she had one hip cocked out saucily. God, how could a female be so annoying and sexy at the same time?
“You didn’t tell me you had a visitor coming,” Jean chided.

“Oh, I just popped in on him,” Ana supplied gaily. “He had no idea I was even coming to see him.”

Shut the hell up, Ana, he snapped in her head even as he smiled at the human.

I don’t think so, it’s fun watching you sweat. Mr. Destroyer, all afraid stupid little Ana will blab too much to his human friend?

I’m going to strangle you once she leaves. You know that, don’t you?
Hah! I’m immortal so you can’t strangle me.
“So how long is your friend staying?”

Jean nosed like Appolion knew she would.

“Indefinitely,” Ana said.

“Not very long,” Appolion answered. They both turned and shot each other dirty looks. Jean laughed at their by-play and now he wanted to strangle her.

“Brian, your lady friend is invited to the wedding. Just think you’ll get to introduce her to all of your co-workers.”

“Oh, thank you.” Ana beamed. “I just love weddings. Of course I’ll be there.”

“You have nothing to wear, Ana,” Appolion gritted between clenched teeth.

“I have my credit card.” She whipped it out of her back pocket to prove her point.

Appolion briefly wondered how she managed to fit it in there with her pants molded so tightly to her body. “You have a credit card,” he repeated dumbly, knowing he lost this battle. Her smile said she knew the same thing.

 “We can go shopping. I think it would be fun to see you in a mall, Brian.”

“Good then that’s settled.” Jean clapped her hands together and got up to leave. “I’ll see you both tomorrow. I’m going to get going now, I was just checking up on my favorite paramedic, but I can see he’s doing just fine.”

Appolion walked Jean out, all the time pretending he didn’t have thoughts of punishing a blonde haired menace on his mind. As soon as he shut the door behind the human, he turned and growled at Ana. With one look at his face, she let out a little squeak, then took off running with him hot on her heels. He finally cornered her behind the couch and tackled her to the floor. As soon as he had her, however, he didn’t know what to do with her.

She rolled to the side, tossing him off her and crawled on all fours away from him. He grabbed her by one ankle and pulled her back. Since he’d been kicked in the face more than once in the past, he kept a close eye on her free leg. Finally, he reached up and grabbed the waist of her leather pants, using them to drag her back. Appolion got a nice view of her butt crack when he tugged them down a bit too much.

Ana stopped fighting him in order to pull them back up and he used that opportunity to pin her under him again. He realized what a big mistake that was when she started to wiggle around underneath him. Her hip brushed his groin and he took in a sharp breath as his body instantly responded. His desire dropped down a level when she cold cocked him on the side of the head. “Since when do angels carry credit cards?” He dodged her slapping hands.

“Dear old Uncle Mike wanted to make sure I had everything I needed. He insists I always keep several with me.”

“Do they have a spending limit or can you charge all the manna you want?”

“You know what, you are so immature.” She made to bite.

He twisted his arm so it was out of teeth range. “Oh, I’m the immature one? Does Uncle Mike know his little niece is a biter?”

“Let me up, Brian.”

Running had her panting hard and her every breath lightly brushed her breasts across his arm. “I should put you across my lap and spank your cute little rump for that stunt you just pulled.”

“You are such a kinky perv.”

“What do you know about kink? You’re a virgin.”

She slugged him in the arm, hard. “Just because I’ve never been with anybody doesn’t mean I don’t read. I know stuff.”

“What kind of stuff?” Before he could stop himself, he reached over and fingered a lock of her hair that fell loose in their struggle. It was so soft, he wanted nothing more than to bury his face in it. Which was crazy, he never felt like that with any other female. Why was she so different?

Her small pink tongue darted out to lick her lips. “Are you going to kiss me again? I really liked it last time, especially that thing you did with your tongue. Do all males kiss so good or is just you? I wonder if—”

Appolion swooped down and captured her mouth with his just to shut her up, but soon found himself caught up in the moment. At her soft moan, he chuckled in response. When her fingers threaded through his hair and pulled him closer to her, his laughter turned into moans.

He shifted the both of them just enough to settle his hips between her legs. Appolion pressed his erection against her so she felt how badly he wanted her. Ana responded by pushing her hips upward to grind against him. He almost lost control. Even though they were both fully clothed, the friction she caused was the best damn feeling he ever had.

He moved his hand to her hip in order to stop her from doing that and instead, slipped under her top and slowly traveled up. Appolion finally found what he was searching for and cupped it through her bra.

Ana gasped in surprise, then whimpered and arched her body up.

He scooped her up in his arms and carried her to the bedroom, his mouth never leaving hers. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back. Ana was a fast learner, too. There were no more chaste closed mouthed numbers coming from her. She was kissing better than any succubus he was ever with.

Appolion had to get control fast. Even more, he had to show her who was really in charge here. She may be the boss as far as her brothers were concerned, but not him. He lived by his own rules for far too long to let some slip of a female lead him around by the nose.

As soon as he got Ana to the bedroom he carried her to the bed and threw her on it. He then turned around and walked out, slamming the door behind him. Appolion laughed when he heard a loud curse right before what sounded like her boot hitting the door. Damn, she could out cuss a drunken sailor any day of the week.
He made it exactly two steps before the all too familiar vibe hit him. There was a demon nearby and it was the one he hunted, too. The bedroom door opened and Ana came out, hopping on one foot as she put her boot back on, showing she sensed it, too. They both grabbed their weapons and armed up. “I usually hunt alone.” She shook her angel harness at him again. “Not any more, I’m stuck to you like glue.”

He stopped dead, amazed she would use such a corny phrase. “You know what? Cam was right, you are a dork.”

“Oh, I’m the dork.” She made a face. “You’re the one who sings your own theme songs when you fight.”

“I do not.”

“When I found you fighting those demons earlier you were singingWelcome to the Jungle.”
“I was not.” His mind scrambled as he tried to remember if he really had been or not. That was a bad habit he had and sometimes he just couldn’t help himself.

 She made to flash and, when she couldn’t, looked down at the angel harness and muttered, “Damn.”

He grabbed her arm and dragged her out to his bike.

* * * *

Appolion was too late again. As usual, the demon was two steps ahead of him, and because of it, another human was dead. This time it was a young female. The kill was so fresh, steam still rose up from her numerous wounds. Her eyes were opened, fixed and full of accusation. The human police force hadn’t even arrived yet.

Who the fuck was he kidding anyhow? The mere thought he could actually fight demons was a joke. He was no archangel, that was Abdiel and Cam’s job. He was a nobody. Crap, Hell didn’t even want him.

Ana went down on her knees next to the dead human and used her fingers to gently close the woman’s eyes. She then laid her hands of the woman and went into a trance while singing a melody, her voice soft and hypnotic.

Appolion watched mesmerized. Her voice was the most beautiful thing he ever heard. When she was done and opened her eyes, she gave the human a sad smile. “What did you just do?” he whispered, not wanting to break the spell by talking too loud.

“I helped to ease her journey to the upper realms of Heaven by erasing the memories of her death and absorbing her fears.”

“What do you mean about the upper realms of Heaven? I thought Heaven was Heaven.”

“I’m sorry, I forget it’s been a long time since you have lived there and when you did it was at the beginning of time for humans, when things were different.” Ana stood up. “Most angels live in the lower realms of Heaven. There are cities, we have jobs, we even educate our young in schools. There are a few angels, royalty, that live in the upper realms and protect the human souls that have passed on. These angels are called spherams. Abdiel’s wife, Gabi, both her parents live there. When humans think of Heaven, it’s the upper realm they imagine.” She started walking back toward his bike.

He trailed after her. “Can all empaths do what you just did for that human?”

“I’m not really an empath. I’m a justice angel, or rather, I used to be a justice angel.”

“You mean like those assholes that have been following me? You’re one of them?”

“Used to be,” she clarified again. “They fired me because they didn’t like how close I was to Cam, Rachel and Abdiel.”

Appolion reached out and grabbed her so she stopped walking away from him. “Okay, Ana, let’s pretend I have no idea about how anything works in the angel world because I freaking don’t. What exactly is the difference between an empath and a justice angel? Don’t they both feel other’s emotions?”

“Well, yeah, but justice angels are more fine tuned. They can sense guilt and evil in other angels whereas empaths can’t always do that. That’s why the council has always used them to judge other angels and sentence them.”

“So what happens if a justice angel decides someone is guilty of being evil?”

“The offender is declared rogue and their verdict is carried out swiftly and without mercy. There are no appeals in Heaven.”

Appolion growled deep in his throat and knew it sounded demonic, but was too pissed off to care. “Correct me if I’m mistaken, but didn’t your precious council declare me a rogue? What do they do to angels they find guilty?”

“They usually banish them to Hell.”

He pushed her away and started to walk in the other direction. “Get the fuck away from me.” She ran after him. “They won’t do that to you, you’re different.”

Appolion stopped so suddenly, she slammed into his back. He spun around and glared. “Why because I’m part of their precious Order? Well guess what, I’m not their fucking pawn. I’ve sacrificed enough for their cause.” The last thing he expected was tears from her, but that’s exactly what he got.

Ana hurriedly wiped them away with her arm. “You’re not the only one who has made sacrifices, Appolion. My whole family is being slowly destroyed bit by bit and all in the name of the Order.”

 “Ana, please—”

 “You didn’t know how Cam was before they took him to Hell. He was a sweet kid who would give you the shirt off his back if you asked him. Now he’s so angry, hurt and mean and I can’t fix him or help him. I see the way all my other brothers look at him. Part of them still loves him and wants to protect him and another part doesn’t trust him anymore and expects him to turn full demon at any time. Those demons changed my brother forever and for what? Because they knew he was part of that stupid Order and they wanted to control him.”

 Crap, he could take anger any day, but give him freaking tears and he was at a loss of what to do. His own temper died down as he franticly thought of a way to calm her. “You guys got Cam back though and he’s doing just fine.”

“Fine?” She gave him an incredulous look. “He has to drink angel’s blood and frolic with female demons on a regular bases or he gets unstable. How is that doing fine?”

“I’ve seen worse.” As soon as the words slipped out of his mouth, he knew it was the wrong thing to say.

Her light blue eyes flared. “He wishes the demons had destroyed him, in fact he still wishes they would come back and do it now. How can anything be worse than that?”

He wanted to deny her words, but he had talked mentally with Cam enough times to know what she said was true. Appolion wasn’t about to admit that he often felt the same exact thing himself. Maybe he should just fess up to her so she would go away and leave him alone once and for all. If she knew there were countless times, while he had still been in Hell, he’d gone down on his knees and begged his father to end it once and for all, she wouldn’t think he was some great super angel. But she was off on a tangent and speaking so hysterically now he couldn’t have gotten a word in edgewise even if he’d wanted to.

 “Then I find out my mother was set up and all because she was a member of the original Order. Even though your parents had already rebelled with Satan, they still mentally destroyed her.”

 That one caught his attention, he grabbed her and made her look at him. “What original Order? What the hell are you talking about and why does it have anything to do with my parents?” Her expression of oh shithit him.

Ana gulped. “Cam and Rachael didn’t tell you about the original Order of Four?”

“No, but since you seem to know everything about it, how about you spit it out.”

“Look, I’m not the right one to be telling you this, maybe Michael or Abdiel—”

“Ana,” he pulled her closer and tried hard to ignore her little gasp of pain. “I want you to tell me the truth right now.”

“You, Cam, Abdiel and Rachael weren’t the first Order of Four. Before the fall of Lucifer, there was another group of angels. They were Michael, my mother and both your parents.”

Appolion turned away as a cold brick of dread settled in his stomach. “I just want to know one thing. Who was the first Destroyer?”

“Look, Appolion, maybe now isn’t the right time to have this conversation.”

He pivoted toward her and she backed up a step. “You have hunted me down like a dog, Ana. Now that you have me, the least you can do is tell me the truth. Who was the first Destroyer?”

She wrapped her arms around herself, her voice weak, “It was your father.”

Chapter Five

His dad had been the first Destroyer, the same title he now held. He was truly his father’s son. Appolion had known it deep down for all of his life and now the cold facts came up and bitch slapped him in the face. He remembered what he had told his brother Abdiel the last time he saw him, We are beyond damned, big brother. We are thoroughly fucked.
That was right after Cam and Rachael destroyed his two oldest brothers, Douma and Forcas. Not that he shed a tear about losing those two. They were full- fledged demons and evil to the core. They both sold him to other demons for fun and games when he was still a child. As far as he was concerned, the bastards got what they deserved.

But there was always a big part of him that worried he might someday become just like them and their father, his father. A demon with nothing but evil in its heart. Now Ana was telling him he had more in common with dear old Dad then he had ever thought possible.

“I’m sorry, Appolion,” Ana said. “I didn’t mean for you to find out this way.”

“Just go away and leave me alone.” He didn’t even look at her. “I’m not an angel. I’m just a demon waiting to turn.”

She reached up and cupped his face with her hands. “Just what makes an angel, an angel? Do you want to know who set up Cam and my mother? Angels, that wanted to break up the Order because they didn’t want to share their power with it. I used to think all angels were good and all demons were bad and now my whole world has been turned upside down. But, in you, all I see is good.”

“You’re the only one that has ever thought that.”

“That’s because I am the only you ever let see you.”

“I thought you said justice angels saw the evil that dwelt in others. Is that why you’re not one anymore? Because you only see the good in others.”

Ana shook her head. “They got rid of me because I knew it was all lies. The head of the council, Jehel, was the one that betrayed my mother and then later set Cam up to be captured. I sat on the council for years and the whole time I thought it was a good thing and I was wrong all that time.”

Appolion pulled her into his arms.

She nuzzled into his chest and whispered, “I wish I never had to go back to Heaven again. I envy you and your freedom.”

 Freedom? Didn’t she realize how lonely he was all these years? Then he shook his head as he realized, no of course not. He hadn’t even realized how lonely he was until some stubborn female started hunting him down. “You don’t ever have to go back,” he murmured into her rich blonde hair. “You can stay with me for as long as you want.” What the hell was he saying? He wanted to get rid of her, not keep her. Right?

His thoughts were cut short by the sounds of growling. Appolion looked over her head and saw three demons standing there, ready to attack. He hadn’t felt a freaking thing either, which didn’t make sense. The demons were foot soldiers, they weren’t capable of masking their psychic scent. That could only mean another more powerful demon was doing it for them. One that had sent them out after him, the human kill had been a trap and he fell right into it.

 Just as the demons were about ready to attack them, a gunshot rang out. The demons all let out a collective hiss and ran to attack the source. Following their direction, Appolion could see three angels walking down the center of the street, two were males and one was a female.

 “Ana!” the smaller male yelled out as he crouched in a defensive mode.

One of the demons launched itself at the male who started fighting back with a set of small swords. The other two angels with him were engaged in their own scuffles as the other demons attacked, too.

“Oh no, it’s Bear.”

Appolion watched her eyes widen with panic.

 “I can’t let him see me this upset. I just can’t deal with any of my brothers right now, take me out of here.”

 He tilted his face toward the battle. “Shouldn’t we stay behind and help them?”

 She shook her head wildly. “It’s just three small demons, they can handle it on their own.” She took off his angel harness and slipped it in her pocket.

Appolion looked down at his free arm. Emotions whirled through his head. If he had half a brain, he would flash himself far, far away from her. But he couldn’t do that. By taking off the harness, she demonstrated her trust in him and she was the only one that ever had. Moreover, he didn’t want to be away from her, ever. He wrapped his arms around her and flashed them back to his house.

As soon as they got back, a bright light flashed inside his head. He tried to block it, but found for the first time ever that he couldn’t. Appolion rubbed the palm of his hand against his eyes until the pain finally subsided. “Which one of your brothers was that?” he finally managed to rasp out.

“The youngest, Barakiel, why?”

“You never told me that he had psychic abilities.” He blinked several times, trying to clear away the little birdies flying around his head.

“That’s because his skills haven’t shown themselves yet. Cam, Michael and I have always suspected he was talented. What is you sudden interest in him anyway?”

“He just gave me one doozey of a psychic headache is why. To say he’s pissed off at me for taking his big sister, would be an understatement.”

“My Bear did that? But how? Not even Cam of Rachael can penetrate your metal shields and they’re the strongest psychics I know.”

“Your little Bear has a bit of a temper.”

“You’re wrong about him, Appolion.” Her cell started to ring so she grabbed it out of her pocket. “Bear is the sweetest one in our family, he doesn’t have an angry bone in his body.”

“You could have fooled my head,” he muttered as she answered her phone.

“Hey, Bear,” Ana said briskly into the phone. “Fancy hearing from you.”

“Don’t play coy with me, Ana.”

Thanks to his supersensitive hearing, Appolion was able to hear both ends of the conversation.

 “I saw you with that male and I know you saw me, too.”

“That male just happens to be Rachael and Abdiel’s brother. You remember Rachael, she’s the one that you love and admire so much. The one that took care of you when you were so sick that time. As I recall, you told me she was like another big sister to you.”

“So that justifies you making out with her brother right in the open?”

Ana held the phone away from her face and looked at it shock. “What has gotten into you, Bear? You have never talked to me this way before.”

“Yeah, well you’ve never ran off or acted like you have lately.” His voice became muffled. “Crap, Tiffany, that hurt. Just leave me alone a few moments. I don’t know, stare up at the sky and count clouds. That should keep you occupied for a couple of hours. Ouch, damn it, female, you’re supposed to heal wounds, not cause them.”

“You’re injured?” Ana’s voice instantly filled with concern.

“Yeah, I got hurt fighting your demons. You’re welcome, by the way.”

Her eyes flashed with anger. “You know what, you smart mouthed little snot, I hope your wound hurts like a mother scratcher.”

“See, that’s exactly what I’m talking about. The Ana I’ve always know would be worried about me, not shacking up with some rogue angel. What is going on with you?”

“Maybe I’m sick of being the only Lehor that plays by the rules. Personally, I think it’s time you grew up and started taking care of yourself.” She flipped her phone shut with a determined look. When it started ringing again within seconds, she tossed it across the room.

Appolion could not help but smile at her actions. “How many brothers do you have?”

“I have eight, very annoying, pain in the asses, little brothers. Ramiel is the oldest, then there is, Nathaniel, Mael, our twins Case and Joe, Derel, Cam and finally Barakiel. Didn’t Cam tell you all about them?”

“No, really doesn’t talk about his family much.” When he saw the hurt look on her face, he hastened to add, “Except you and Bear, he talks about you two all the time.”

“That’s because he knows we are the only ones that truly trust him anymore. None of my other brothers will even leave him in the same room alone with a female. I think that’s why he likes you so much. You don’t judge him like the others do.”

“Yeah well, that’s because he doesn’t judge me.”

She wrinkled her cute little button nose. “Don’t you ever find it strange you and Cam only talk psychically yet you are probably each other’s best friend?”

“Not any stranger than the fact Rachael, Cam and I can blow things up by just lifting our hands.”

“I need to take a shower,” Ana announced as though uncomfortable.

“Sure thing, there’s already soap and shampoo in there.” But he was talking to empty air because she already took off. Appolion heard her moving around before the sound of running water made him grit his teeth. The thought of her being only feet from him, wet and naked, threatened to drive him crazy. He threw himself on his couch, switched the television on and turned the volume up loud.

 After what seemed like an hour she finally came out. She had helped herself to his Red Wings hockey jersey and a pair of his socks. A blanket was wrapped around her waist and she tripped over it several times on her way to the couch. Ana finally made it and sat down next to him. He shot a questioning look at the blanket.

 “You didn’t have any pants that would fit me,” she explained.

“You didn’t think to bring your own clothes?”

“Well, I could just always flash to Nathaniel or Ramiel’s house. I have clothes stored at both of their homes. Of course that’s out of the question now.” She pointed at the angel harness. “By the way, are you planning on taking this off anytime soon? I did take yours off.”

“Now why would I want to do that? I have a sexy, half naked female angel at my mercy. There’s no way I want to risk having a gift like that flash away,” he joked even while asking himself just why he didn’t take it off.

For the hundredth time that day, she shocked the socks off him. Ana scooted over to him and curled up against his chest. Her body fit into his perfectly. For a brief moment Appolion actually felt normal for the first time since he was nine.

* * * *

She let out a happy sigh as the heat of his body soaked into her body. For the moment, he hadn’t pushed her away and he hadn’t thrown her in the other room again. Ana snuggled her face deeper into his chest and listened to the sound of his heart thumping. He smelled so yummy, all masculine and spicy. A gal could get used to this. Now she knew why Gabi was constantly touching and rubbing against Abdiel.

She knew her time with him was limited, too. Appolion hadn’t taken off her angel harness and that was most likely because he planned on flashing away from her as soon as he possibly could and he didn’t want her following. But she wasn’t going to think about that now. At this moment she had him and she was going to savor every second of it.

Ana frowned inwardly as she wondered for the millionth time just why she’d taken off his angel harness. It’s because you’ve fallen hard for him and you aren’t thinking right. What are you going to do now, leave behind your brothers and job and run off with your rogue? She really had to stop thinking like that. Next she would be deluding herself into thinking she actually loved him.

Her heart skipped a beat as soon as the L word danced through her brain. Could she possibly love Appolion? She had only been around him full time for one day, but already she could not imagine life without him.

His hand was under the blanket and was making lazy circles on her bare hip. Ana didn’t dare move because she was afraid if she did he would stop and that was the last thing she wanted. After centuries of being alone and cold, she finally found a male that set her on fire.

Okay maybe she was acting a little slutty, but she didn’t care. If anything, she just wanted him to move his hand to other places. Maybe she projected that thought to him or maybe she shifted her leg, but now his hand eased toward the inside of her thigh and slowly trailed up until his fingers skimmed close to her most intimate spot. “Appolion, please touch me,” she moaned. Shock had her heart skipping a beat.

“I am touching you.”

Pleased to notice he was just as breathless, she swallowed. “You know what I mean.” Ana buried her face in his chest so he wouldn’t notice her blush. That seemed to be all the invitation he needed. Appolion slipped his hand under her panties and slowly stroked her. She fisted her hands in his shirt and gasped in surprise. Never did she imagine it would feel that way. He slipped a finger inside her and she choked out a sob.

“You’re so tight,” he murmured. “I’m not hurting you, am I? What I mean is, do you like this?”

“Yes, oh God, yes,” she panted when his fingers danced over her flesh.

“Don’t worry, I won’t go all the way and risk marking you. I just want to play for while.”

The problem was she did want him to mark her. She wanted all of him, not just glimpses of what might have been. Ana leaned up and lightly touched her lips to his throat. When he tensed for just a second, she remembered all the bite marks Cam often come home with. She had a pretty good guess about what happened to him in Hell and was going to do everything in her power to make him forget it, even if for just one night.

His hand moved faster and her hips moved in time with him. Ana knew she was acting like some wanton sex crazed fiend and didn’t give a damn. An intense urgency built inside her and she knew he was the only one who could answer it. “What’s happening to me?” she almost yelled.

“You’re coming for the first time and I’m loving every minute of it. You may go on someday and find the right male to mark you, but you’ll always remember that I’m the one that gave you your first orgasm.”

Then she did have her first orgasm. Ana dimly heard herself screaming his name even as he continued to toy with her until every last bit of pleasure was wrenched from her body. When she was done, he didn’t pull away, instead he eased her back until she lay on the couch, his body pinning her down.

 Appolion gave her one long kiss before he sat up and threw the blanket to the side. He slowly trailed his tongue up her leg, going from her ankle to the inside of her thigh. Dear sweet God, she never knew a person’s legs could be an erogenous zone, but obviously they were. His mouth was still on the inside of her thigh, very close to her…he wasn’t going to do that was he? As if to answer, his teeth lightly nipped at her panties before he hooked his thumbs in the sides. He slid them off and, heaven help her, she even lifted her hips so it was easier for him to do so. He paused for a moment and looked up at her.

“I’m just going to taste you.”

 Ana shivered. His blue eyes were dark with desire, so dark they were almost black.

 “I need to know what you taste like when you come.”

“Okay,” she squeaked, then he was on her.

* * * *

Appolion had been raised in Hell and that place was very sex oriented. As a result, he had sex, both willing and unwilling, ever since he could remember. But nothing could compare to right now. Even though he was still hard and hadn’t received any physical pleasure himself, this was the best experience he ever had. This angel, his angel, was the sweetest thing he ever tasted and he could have gone on doing so all night long.

He opened his mind just enough so her emotions poured into him. That way he knew what she liked and what she really, really liked. Appolion answered with gentle nips and swirls of his tongue over her flesh. He knew he was doing a good job when her silky thighs tightened around his head and she tugged at his hair.

He glanced up just long enough to look at her. Her wet hair was still beautiful as it spread out under her. Her eyes were closed, her lips slightly parted. Her chest rose and fell rapidly with each pant of pleasure.

When she came again, Appolion gripped both of her hips so she didn’t buck him off. The palm of his hand tingled a bit and he pulled it back quickly, afraid he pushed things a little too far. He was relieved when he saw her skin unblemished.

She screamed his name. Not some alias, but his real name and he loved hearing it from her lips. He hadn’t realized how much he liked hearing her say it until now. Appolion continued to love her with his mouth as her body trembled with pleasure. When he knew she was done, he gave her one last kiss on her thigh, relished her quiver and sat up.

Ana gave a shy smile. “I never imagined it would be that good.” Her eyes widened. “Oh my gosh, where are my panties?”

He watched her scamper around his living room looking for them. Whenever she bent over, the jersey hiked up a little, showing the briefest glimpses of all the right places. Appolion couldn’t hold back a moan and she turned and looked at him.

“No male has ever watched me like that.” She nibbled at her bottom lip nervously.

“Like what?”

“Like they actually wanted me.”

“What’s there not to want?” Appolion deliberately raked his gaze over her body. “You’re sexy, smart and a hockey fan. That’s the perfect female in my book.”

Ana sauntered over to him and slowly went down on her knees, her body between his legs. “I think my Destroyer has earned a reward,” she said huskily.

“Really, Ana, that’s not necessary,” he argued, but let her unzip his pants and free his cock.

“I happen to think it is very necessary.” She leaned down and slowly licked the entire length of him.

Barely controlled shivers of desire racked his body.

 “You’ll just have to excuse me if I mess up. I’ve never done this before.”

When she took him in her hot mouth, he almost shamed himself by coming right there on the spot. Appolion gripped the couch and fought to control himself. “You’re doing just fine, don’t worry.”

“Are you sure that I’m doing this right then?”

She left him long enough to give him a worried look. Was she doing it right? Holy moley, if she did it any better, he was going to die. “Damn, female, if anything, you’re doing too good of a job.”

Ana laughed huskily and went back to work.

He laid the back of his head against the couch and, for the first time ever, willing let someone else take control of the situation. She used one hand to gently pump him while she used her mouth, lips and teeth on the rest of him. Ana took his cock out of her mouth and blew on it. The cold air blowing across him almost made him come off the couch. She swirled her tongue over to top before she took the entire length of him in her mouth again. Tension built inside and Appolion went to pull away from her. She grabbed both of his legs tightly to hold him in place, all the while still working her wicked magic on him.

“Ana,” he rasped. “I’m going to come and I don’t want to make a mess all over you.” She just laughed again, the vibrations from it were enough to send him over the edge. Appolion threw back his head and bit back a yell as he released his seed in her. He could feel her mouth and throat work as she swallowed. After a few moments, he composed himself enough to look down at her. “You didn’t have to do that, Ana.”

She wiped her mouth and stood. “I know. I did it because I wanted to.”

Ana climbed up into his lap and, after only a few minutes, was sound asleep, using his arm as a pillow. After a while, he let himself drift off, too. For the first time since he could remember, the nightmares didn’t exist.

Chapter Six

Cam lived to annoy the head of the council, Jehel, and that was precisely what he was doing at that moment. Even though they were all right smack dab middle in a meeting, the empath had his head down on the table in front of him, pretending to be asleep. You know, throwing out a great big, Fuck you, this is how important I really think your meeting is. He even added a few snores just for good measure. Making sure that they came out right at the key moments in Jehel’s little speech.

Michael delivered a hard elbow to the ribs so Cam flipped him off from under the table. Uncle Mike elbowed him again, harder this time, he flipped him off again, this time snapping his fingers before he did it just to make sure that Uncle Mike got the point.

Raphael gave a long-suffering sigh.

The council chambers resembled a human’s lecture hall with rounded stadium seating and a podium set up in the front. All the chairs and tables were bright white to match the marble pillars that flanked the room. The floor was gold as were the double doors. The stark whiteness of it combined with the pure light of Heaven was too hard of Cam’s demon eyes so he always wore sunglasses while there.

“So it’s decided then that we will close down the empath training center,” Jehel announced.

Cam raised his head. “If you think for one minute that I’m going to let you send my empaths out there unprepared, you’re even dumber than you look.” Jehel started to get the tick in his eye he always got whenever he disagreed with him.

“It is not the empath’s job to fight, that is why we have archangels. Empaths are there to feel out the demons nothing more.”

“Which is why I lost six empaths last year?”

Jehel nervously cleared his throat. “Some loses are inevitable and sad, but it’s a waste of time training empaths in the art of battle. They’re not bred for it.”

“So just because they don’t have the muscles of an archangel, you’re going to send them out there like lambs being led to the slaughter? I don’t fucking think so.”

The female angel taking notes let out a gasp of shock and dropped her pen.

“That’s okay, sweetie,” Cam told her maliciously. “We’re all adults here so it’s all right if we use naughty words. Here I’ll even spell it for you, F…U…C—”

Michael cut him off, “I think what Camael is trying to say, is that it’s imperative all my angel warriors be fully prepared be they archangel, empath or healer.”

An elder sitting next to Jehel curled his lip in disgust. “What will Camael do if we refuse, go on strike with all his empaths?”

Raphael and Michael both groaned.

Cam just smiled. He loved when they challenged him and that’s just what the elder did. He also given him a Jim Dandy of an idea. “I think that’s just what I’ll do, dickhead.” The empath turned to the female transcriber again. “Dickhead is one word honey, not two. As a matter of fact since you’re already writing this down, why don’t you make a list for me? I’ll need poster board, markers, wood, oh and we’ll want coffee and doughnuts, too. Can’t have my striking empaths going hungry. We better go to Costco for all this stuff. It’s so important to save money whenever you can.”

 Jehel sprang to his feet. “Fine, go take your empaths and picket at the gates of Heaven for all I care. It won’t affect the council at all, it will be the angel warriors that suffer.”

 Cam jumped to his feet, too. “Oh, I’ll be taking more than just the angel warrior empaths with me. I’ll command they all leave, even the ones that serve in Heaven. That means the infirmary, the police force, the schools, all of it.”

“You wouldn’t dare. That would bring everything in Heaven to a screeching halt.”

“You and I both know I would.” Cam walked over until he was standing toe to toe with the council leader. “You said yourself, I’m an abomination with no regard for protocol.” He leaned in and whispered the next part so only Jehel heard. “What would all these nice council members say if they knew the reason I’m the way I am is because you used your own son as bait so the demons could trap me?” The entire room came to a standstill as they waited to see how Jehel would react. Cam could almost hear crickets, the silence was deafening.

“Fine,” Jehel said loudly. “We will keep the center open.”

“See that wasn’t too hard now was it?” Cam backed up to his seat and sprawled into it. “Who knows, maybe someday we can even be buddies.”

Jehel responded by pounding his gavel on the table and ending the meeting.

As the council members slowly filtered out, a few of the empath ones flashed him the thumbs up. Michael just sat there rubbing his head like it ached. Raphael muttered something about going to the lab before he left, too. “I think that went well,” Cam finally ventured.

“You make me tired.” Michael still rubbed his head.

“Then let me go home to Gabi, Abdiel and Rachael.”

“You know I can’t do that.”

“Then it looks like you’re going to be sleepy a lot,” Cam replied sarcastically. “Can I go now? I was going to visit Mom while I was here.”

“Go.” Michael waved one hand. “Just don’t get into any fistfights.”

“Buzz kill,” Cam shot back, but smiled at his uncle. No sooner had he stepped out of the double doors to the council chamber then Bear was on him. His little brother must have been waiting for him and, by the look on his face, he wasn’t happy. He took in Bear’s spiked hair with dyed black tips and dark Goth getup and shook his head. Yet everybody said he was the freak. As far as he was concerned, Bear took the cake on that title.

“We need to talk,” Bear greeted.

“Why, Bear, yes it is nice to see you. How am I feeling? Well thank you for asking. I’m a little down, but obviously not nearly as grumpy as you.” The entire time Cam had the mock conversation with himself, Bear glared. The empath sat on one of the nearby fountains and gave his brother a bored look. All around them, various angels rushed around as they made their way through the courtyard to the different buildings that surrounded them. Sun light peeked through the fluffy white clouds, making it cozy, but not too warm. All in all, it was really a pleasant day, until he took a gander at Bear’s sour puss.

“Cam, we have a big freaking problem,” Bear groused.

“Yeah, you really need to get laid.”

Bear looked quickly around to see if anyone had heard. His jaw worked while he tried to think of something to fire back. “That is not what I’m talking about,” he finally spat. “Not everybody thinks with their dick like you. God, Cam, what would make you even say something like that?”

 “You’ve got it bad for your healer. Living with her must be giving you a constant hard on. It has to be very uncomfortable.”

 Bear balled his hands up into fists, seemed to think about using them, before he crammed them in his baggy jeans. “I don’t have the hots for Tiffany, I freaking hate her.”

“Too bad.” Cam shook his head sadly. “She does have a nice ass. But I’m sure you’ve already noticed that.”

 “Of course I have.” Bear realized what he admitted, then cursed under his breath. “Look, I’m here to talk about Ana, not my sex life.”

 “You mean, lack of sex life.”

 “Okay fine.” Bear snarled. “If it’ll get you off the freaking topic, then I’ll admit I’m sexually frustrated and need to get laid.”

Every angel within earshot stopped dead and turned to look at them. Cam laughed while Bear just closed his eyes and groaned. It was so much fun embarrassing his baby brother because it was just so damn easy to do so. “Good job, the first step to solving a problem is admitting it.” He waved to the crowd.

“Why do I even bother?”

“All right, I’m sorry. Tell me what’s got your panties all in a bunch.”

“I saw Ana yesterday.”

When Cam made a so what face and shrugged his shoulders, Bear balled his fists even tighter and continued.

“She was standing in the middle of Flint wrapped around Appolion like he was a stripper pole or something.”

The scent of lilacs hit his nose and his attention was instantly distracted. There was only one angel who smelled like that and she was way more interesting than Bear.

Amadeaha.

Bear’s voice faded into the background as Cam’s attention was diverted to the green eyed beauty. The last female he should think about, let alone desire. Not only was she a justice angel, she was Jehel’s niece. Both of those things alone made her hands off, even if he wasn’t part demon.

 That didn’t stop him from glancing in her direction. A vision of purity, she stood five feet away, totally oblivious to him. Deep, wine colored hair tumbled down her back, contrasting with the white gown that clung to her supple curves. She was deep in conversation with a male justice angel who stood way too close to her. Cam’s upper lip curled into a growl when the male put a hand on the small of her back. Mine! Don’t touch!
Cam pulled back, shocked. Where had that come from? Amadeaha was an infatuation, nothing more. She was just another pretty face in the crowd. Yeah right, buddy. Then why does it feel like your heart is getting ripped out of your chest because she’s with some other guy?
She looked over her shoulder and smiled.

His stomach did a strange flip. Amadeaha’s smile could stop traffic, it was so beautiful. Before he could stop himself, he grinned back. The male justice angel scowled at their exchange, but she didn’t seem to notice as her attention seemed fully focused on Cam.

The jerk tugged on her arm and Amadeaha shot him a dirty look. As she was being led away, she turned and gave a small wave.

Cam waved back, knowing he still had a dorky grin on his face, but not caring.

“Hello! Are you even listening to me?”

A shove on his shoulder brought him back to reality. “I’m hanging on every word, Bear,” he muttered. A strange, longing, pit developed in his chest when he could no longer see Amadeaha. He rubbed at it and tired not to think what it could mean.

“Ana was in Appolion’s arms and I’m pretty sure he was rubbing her ass.”

That announcement got his full attention. Cam shook his head in disbelief. He must have heard that last part wrong. “Are you trying to tell me that our Little Miss Uptight Muffet Ana was showing public displays of affection?”

“That’s precisely what I’m telling you and she wasn’t the only one. Your good buddy Appolion had his hands all over her.”

He looked down at the gold floor and considered what Bear just told him. That would certainly explain why both Ana and Appolion had cut off all mental links with him over the past few days. They didn’t want him to know what they were thinking or doing. “Maybe this is a good thing,” he finally said slowly.

 Bear gave him an incredulous look. “Are you completely off your rocker? How is any of this good?”

“The past few years have been hard on all of us, but it’s been even worse for Ana. She always thought so long as she took good care of us and lived by all the rules, nothing could harm our family. To say she got bitch slapped by reality would be putting it mildly.”

“So how is making nice with the Mr. Destroyer going to fix that?” Bear snapped back.

He had forgotten how good his brother was with sarcasm. “I just think that maybe it was time Ana found some happiness for herself. Crap, Bear, she’s given everything to us and never taken anything for herself.”

“Just what are you trying to say?”

“All I’m saying is,” Cam braced himself for the inevitable attack, “Ana needs to get laid, too.” Bear did not disappoint and tackled him full on, pinned him to the ground and started to punch him.

Most of the surrounding angels didn’t even give them a second glance, the Lehor brothers were notorious for their fisticuffs. The few that did look were only shocked it was the usually mild mannered youngest one that was the instigator.

Michael came from the crowd and pulled Bear off. “Damn it, Cam, I said no fistfights.”

“Really, Michael, with Bear you can’t call it fist fight, more like a sissy slap fight.” He struggled to his feet.

Bear, still in Michael’s grip, continued to glare.

Cam noticed his little brother’s lip had busted open and was bleeding. He must have done it when they had fallen to the ground because he hadn’t swung once. He wondered briefly what his brothers would think if they knew the reason he picked so many fights with them was because he wanted them to hit him. He liked pain because it was the only time he felt anything anymore.

“Sorry, Michael,” Bear mumbled.

“Honestly, boy’s not again,” a female voice called.

They all looked over at the source and saw a beautiful female angel walking over toward them. She had long dark hair that was a mass of curls kept loose so it swung gracefully around her hips. Her piercing blue eyes were narrowed in mild rebuke. She wore a long sleeved red shirt that was cropped short so her bare belly peeked out. The matching skirt was so short it should have been illegal and probably was. Her long legs were encased in a pair of sheer black nylons that had diamond studded seams going up the back. She was holding hands with a small male that had the same blue eyes and raven hair.

“Hey, Rachael,” Cam and Bear said in unison.

“Uncle Cammie.” The male child broke free from her and threw himself into Cam’s arms.

“Hi, Atar, how is my favorite nephew?” He caught him and gave him a soft noogie.

“I’m your only nephew, silly.”

“Why are you hanging out with your, Aunt Rachael? Where’s your mom and dad?”

Rachael answered, “Abdiel and Gabi needed some, alone time, so I decided to take Atar with me to go find Bear.”

“Me?” Bear pointed to his own chest. “Why are you looking for me?”

“I had a dream last night.” Rachael didn’t react to their groans. Not only did all her dreams come true, they usually meant there was trouble up ahead.

“You dreamed about me?” Bear asked uneasily.

“Yes, and I came to find you to tell you when Appolion comes to your house, you better be nice to him.”

“What makes you think he would come to my house? Last time I checked he avoids other angels like the plague.”

“All except one certain blonde female,” Cam muttered under his breath.

Bear glared at him before he turned back to Rachael. “That might not be so easy. Do you know what he’s been up to? I saw him and Ana and they didn’t exactly act like they were unfriendly. That’s my sister he was pawing up.”

Rachael went up to him and started to mop up the blood from his lip. “What are you going to do, Bear? Lock Ana up in a convent? Didn’t it occur to you she would find her mate someday? She’s a very beautiful and intelligent female, the only reason some male hasn’t already snapped her up is because of her eight guard dog brothers.” She stopped and gave him an accusatory stare. “Unless of course, you don’t think my brother’s good enough? Is that it, Bear? Just because Appolion was taken against his will to Hell doesn’t make him evil. I was right there with him, too.”

Cam smiled down at the ground. Rachael was one smart cookie. She was laying the guilt on thick and it was working.

Bear started to shuffle his feet and refused to meet her gaze. “You know I would never think anything like that about you, Ray, I love you.”

“Good,” she said brightly, “then when Appolion does show up, and he will, you’ll be nice to him.” Rachael spun around on her six-inch spiked heels and went up to the empath. “As for you,” she pointed a finger right in his face, “stop picking fights with your brothers and making them do your dirty work.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” Cam lied.

“Yes, you do. If you want to be smacked around, then get someone else to do it.”

“Come on, Ray, it’s not like that.” He knew it was useless.

“You can’t hide anything from me, anymore than I could hide from you. The link between you, Appolion, Abdiel and me is too strong.” She spun again on her heels and faced Michael. “Which is why he needs to go home with us, where he belongs.”

“Sorry, Rachael.” Michael shook his head. “He stays with me for a little while longer.”

Rachael continued to stare him down. Michael wasn’t only the leader of the angel warriors, he was one of the oldest angels in Heaven. In short, he was the biggest and baddest angel out there and there were very few angels that dared challenge him. Unfortunately, Rachael happened to be one of those very few.

“It’s okay, Ray,” Cam interrupted before there was a big fight over him. He wasn’t worth it. “Really, it’s not so bad living with Michael and Raphael. They even let me stay up past my bedtime on Fridays and get pizza.”

“Hah, hah,” Rachael retorted dryly as she glared at Michael. “Don’t think this is over yet, Chief. I want Cam home with us.” She held her hand out and Atar took it. The small angel waved a pudgy hand at them as he was led away. The three males watched them for several minutes.

Michael looked over at Cam. “She’s a very beautiful female. Did you ever think of claiming her?”

Cam made a face. “Crap no, that would be like doing Ana. Even though Rachael isn’t related to me by blood, I still feel too brotherly toward her to do that.”

“Too bad Appolion doesn’t feel the same way about our sister,” Bear grumbled.

The brothers both looked over at Michael. The Chief was still staring at Rachael as she left, the damndest expression on his face.

Bear mouth, Wow.
Cam nodded in agreement. If he didn’t know better, he could have sworn Michael had it bad for Rachael. But that was impossible, Michael always kept to himself and never showed any affection. Still, the look he gave Rachael said something entirely different. It dawned on Cam that the Chief was giving Ray the same dopey look he gave Amadeaha a few minutes ago, which just went to show what losers they both were since they were yearning for something neither one of them could have.

Cam’s cell started to ring. He looked down at the caller ID and saw it was Uriel, Bear’s archangel. There could only be one reason he was calling. Things were about to get real damn interesting. He gave his brother a nervous glance before he went out of earshot to answer it.

Chapter Seven

Appolion lay on the bed next to Ana and watched her sleep. He did this certain activity for several hours actually. Little, lame, stalker that he was. Long after she drifted to sleep, he just looked at her and drank in every single feature. He memorized every single line and angle of her body and, when the early dawn light had come through the window and brought out other features, he memorized those, too.

Appolion wanted something to remember when he no longer had her. Lord knows he wanted to keep her. He wanted to so bad it hurt. But he didn’t even dare entertain the thought of happily ever after with her. He lost everyone in his life that ever meant anything to him. So why should it be different with Ana?

She had kicked off all the covers, exposing her long slender legs. Their silky goodness just seemed to mock him. Unable to hold himself back any longer, he trailed his fingers up and down them. Her lips slightly parted and she gave out a small sigh, but didn’t open her eyes.

“Wake up, sweetie,” he whispered. Since when did he start using terms of endearment? Yeah it’s official folks, the bad Destroyer is becoming a big softie.
“I don’t want to wake up,” Ana complained, still not opening her eyes.

“You have to wake up.” Appolion leaned down and lightly nipped her ear. Her response was the closest thing he ever heard to a cat’s purr coming from an angel. “You promised Jean you would go to her daughter’s wedding today and you have to go get something to wear.” Her light blue eyes slammed open in alarm.

“Oh no! I completely forgot. We’ve got to get going.” Ana started to scoot off the bed.

Appolion reached out, grabbed her waist and pulled her back. She refused to meet his eyes and ducked her head, a light flush appearing on her cheeks. He gulped down the bile of dread gathered in the back of his throat. “You’re not regretting what happened last night are you?” He didn’t know if he could take her answer and was further sickened to realize her opinion meant so damn much to him.

She met his gaze, her smile shy. “Of course not, it was the best night of my life. I’m just hoping you don’t think I’m some tramp.”

Appolion gave her a long, deep kiss. “You a tramp? Never. Besides it’s not like we went all the way and I marked you. We just fooled around a bit.”

 “I have a confession to make.” She looked down at the bed, her long dark lashes feathering her cheeks. “If you had tried to mark me, I would have let you. Just so you know, that’s not like me, I’ve always been thegood girl and never broke a rule in my life until recently. But with you, I want to break every rule.”

 Before he could comment on that bombshell, she hopped off the bed and ran to the bathroom.

* * * *

Later that evening as they were driving from the church to the reception hall in the car he rented, Appolion barked orders. “When we get there, keep all conversation to a minimum.”

“Well, won’t your friends think I’m a snob if I don’t say anything to them?”

“You know what I mean, and no mentioning how much better the food there is than manna.”

“Like I would be that stupid. This isn’t going to be the first time I’m around humans.” Ana shot him a surly look.

“Yeah, I could tell when we walked into the church and you asked where the baptismal pool was and how you can’t have a proper mating ceremony without one.”

“I’m sorry, at our mating ceremonies the bride and groom are both baptized. It symbolizes washing away their previous lives so they can begin anew together. It really is quite beautiful. I should have remembered humans were different. I’ve seen their mating ceremonies on television before.”

Appolion rolled his eyes. “That’s another thing, Ana, stop calling it a mating ceremony. Humans call it a wedding.”

“Okay, okay.” She held up her hands. “I’ll be a good little angel, I promise.”

“If you do,” he reached over and rubbed a finger on her chin, “I’ll let you eat some cake.”

“Oh that’s right, they have cake at their mating er…weddings.” She bounced in the seat. “I can’t wait.”

“You do love your food.” Appolion laughed at her child-like enthusiasm.

“Don’t you?”

“No, it can be used as a weapon.” As soon as those words slipped out, he wanted them back. He didn’t know what it was about her that made him tell her everything.

Ana looked saddened before she tilted her head to the side thoughtfully. “When we got Cam back from the demons and took him to the infirmary the first thing he wanted was food. I remember sitting there, watching, while he shoveled it in as fast as he could. He was down there a month and those demons didn’t feed him once. They knew since he was immortal, it wouldn’t kill him, but he would still suffer from hunger pains. They did the same thing to you, didn’t they?”

“Hey.” Appolion wiped a tear away from her cheek. “No sadness allowed today. I’m sorry I even mentioned it.”

“No, it’s okay. I want to know everything about you.”

“Believe me, you don’t. I could tell you some things that would make your pretty blonde hair curl.”

“That’s okay, I’ve always envied Rachael’s hair. It’s so pretty with all its curls.”

“You’re perfect the way you are,” he told her. And she was. After what seemed like the ten millionth outfit she tried on at the mall she finally found the perfect one. It was a deep blue cocktail dress that flowed gracefully around her knees. In the back were two big bows, one at the waist, the other at the neck, tying the yoke neck in place. The best part about it was it left her best assets out for view, her long glorious legs that seemed to go on for miles.

While keeping his eyes on the road, he started to make lazy circles on her leg with his fingers. She didn’t pull away from him, instead she leaned her head on his shoulder and gave out a happy little sigh. It felt so right having her there and it scared the hell out of him that he was even thinking such thoughts. You can’t keep her, she’s not yours. But it sure felt like she was. “You keep dressing like that and I might ask you to run away with me,” he said, only half joking.

“I would go anywhere with you.”

His heart thumped in his chest. If only it were true. “Yeah right, like you would leave your brothers behind.”

“Two days ago I’d have never have thought I could. But for you I would.”

Appolion looked over at her to see if she was really serious, but she had her face buried against his arm. “Is this all some joke, Ana, or would you really give up everything for me?” She finally raised her head and he was shocked by what he saw in her eyes. It was love and it was for him. He had always thought nobody could love him because nobody ever had. Yet the most beautiful angel in the world did. For the first time in his life, he actually felt like someone.

 “Appolion, I would do anything for you. I lo—” She bit her bottom lip nervously. “I love you. I know it’s stupid because we have only been together a day, but I know I do. I think I probably have since you left me the first note three years ago.”

They arrived at the reception hall and he parked the car before he pulled her face up again to look at him. Appolion saw the fear in her eyes, fear he would reject her. Not bloody likely. “Why would someone as perfect as you care about me? I’m not worthy of you, Ana.”

She started to open her mouth to protest.

He put his finger over it. “Look sweetie, there are some things about me you need to know. Things I’m not proud of. If after you hear all that, you still want me, we can talk about us.”

Ana responded by kissing him.

He pulled her into his lap and took the kiss one step further. Trailing his fingers up and down her bare back, he swirled his tongue in her mouth. Appolion both tasted and heard her little moan. He slipped one hand under her dress and caressed her thigh. They were interrupted when his car door was opened. It was Frank and, judging by the look on the human’s face, he knew damn well what he was butting in on.

“Hey, Brian,” Frank drawled. “You two coming in or what?”

“Hi, Frank.” Ana tilted her head back and smiled. “Of course we are coming, but only if you promise to dance with me.”

“Sure thing, sweetheart. Then you can tell me where Brian has been hiding you all this time.”

“In a closet, right next to his winter clothes and his hockey equipment.”

Frank laughed and helped Ana out of the car. The two of them then walked into the hall, leaving Appolion behind.

* * * *

“So, Ana, how exactly did you and Brian meet?” one of the nurses asked.

 If Appolion had had any hopes of tucking Ana away in a corner away from others, Frank had dashed them right away. He led Ana to a table full of co-workers and hospital staff. Every one of them seemed to have a million questions, too.

“Actually my brother Cam introduced us.” Ana winked at Appolion. “Our parents have known each other for ages, but Brian’s family left when I was really young.”

“Left where?” another female piped up.

Ana looked panicked for only a second. “Amish country, we grew up in Amish country.”

Appolion choked on the soda he was drinking. Amish country? Was that the best she could do? He squeezed her knee under the table as a warning. She kicked him in retaliation. You’re talking too much, shut up.He sent her.

Give me a break. It’s not like I hang around with humans every day like you do.
Really? You could have fooled me. I thought the Amish country thing was pure genius.
Ana looked over and hissed softly.

Appolion grabbed a piece of cake off a passing waiter’s tray and set it in front of her. She positively glowed at him before she started to dig in.

“Are you trying to tell me that my partner, Brian, is Amish?” Frank jerked his thumb in Appolion’s direction.

“Yup,” Ana never looked up from her cake. “You should see how cute Brian looks in overalls and a straw hat.

 “So, why did you leave, Ana?” a nurse asked.

“I just love zippers.” Ana shook her head sadly. “The call of the zipper and the cell phone was just too strong.”

“So that’s why Brian never drinks.” Frank nodded his head in understanding.

Maybe you should just tell him booze makes angels sicker than dogs,Appolion snapped sarcastically. While you’re at it, tell him your uncle is none other than the archangel Michael, that you’re an angel, too, oh and don’t forget the whole fighting demons part, too.
Quit being snarky. By the way, your hand is still on my leg. If you’re going to leave it there, the least you could do is move it higher.

You’re being a very naughty angel. Watch it or else I’ll have to spank you.
“Promises, promises,” she said low, so only he heard.

Several of the females got up to dance, a couple of them pulled on Ana’s arms and she got to her feet. She easily picked up the steps and soon it seemed like she was having the time of her life. Appolion sure knew he was just by gazing at her. Settling back in his seat, he watched her move in time to the music, her soft curves beckoning him. Then it happened.

Ana turned and smiled.

Appolion knew then he was lost. He loved this female and there was no way in hell he was ever going to let her go. Hell, he had loved her for three years, he’d just been denying it to himself.

A slow song came on and he started toward her. She must have been able to read what he was thinking by the look on his face because she nervously licked her lips. Her eyes darkened with desire and he could see the pulse in her throat quicken.

Appolion pulled her into his arms and she tucked her head into his chest as they began to dance. He stroked her back while he breathed in the smell of strawberries and champagne. Ana felt so right in his arms that she had to of been made for him. There could be no other explanation for such perfection. Hey, Cam, you there? For the first time since Ana arrived, he opened up that channel.

 Oh, look who’s finally talking. What the hell do you want?
Cam sounded so annoyed, Appolion smiled into Ana’s hair. It’s about your sister.
 Ah crap, I don’t want to hear this do I?
 I’m keeping her. As soon as he made this admission, Appolion felt relived. There was no going back now.

 News flash, buddy, she’s a female, not some stray puppy. You can’t just keep her.
Now his friend sounded a bit pissed. I’m not asking for permission. I’m just telling you out of respect for our friendship. She’s meant for me, I can feel it and I’m not letting her go. Appolion tightened his arms around her.

Holy crap, you are serious. Look, I’m fine with it. It’s going to be my other seven brothers that are going to be a hard sell.
Bring them on. I’ll take on all of them at once if I have to. Mocking laughter rang in his head.

That’s all I needed to hear. Just don’t break her heart or justice angels will be the least of you worries.
 “Take me home,” Ana murmured into his chest.

 Not your home, but home. He never thought something so simple could make him so happy. Appolion grabbed her by the hand and led her outside. As soon as they got outside he smelled it—decay. A demon was close, damn close. He went to signal Ana, but she waved her hand and made them both invisible to human eyes. He reached into his coat pocket and pulled out his Glock.

One small foot solder demon was sniffing around their car. Drawn by their angel scent, it probably decided to investigate why they were mingling with humans. As soon as it detected their presence, it raised its spiked yellow head and roared.

 Appolion decided it wasn’t worth a bullet and tackled the demon instead. He easily took it down and pinned it to the ground. After a few good punches, he reached into his boot, pulled out a butterfly knife and buried it deep in the demon’s heart. It vaporized in a cloud of smoke.

Appolion heard clapping and looked over to see Ana sitting on the hood of the car. Her long legs were crossed and she had the funniest look on her face. If he didn’t know better, he could have sworn it was desire.

 “I’ve never seen anyone fight better than you,” she said huskily, confirming his suspicions. “Believe me when I say I’ve been in countless battles and there has never been a male that made me feel the way I do when I see you fight.”

Ana crooked a finger.

Appolion instantly obeyed and went to her. She grabbed him by the front of his jacket and pulled him in for a passionate kiss. For once, it was her that took the lead, her small tongue tracing the outside of his mouth before it went in to explore. He slowly lowered her to the hood of the car and crawled up on it with her.

Chapter Eight

Appolion tore his mouth away from hers. “No, not here. You deserve better than the hood of some rental car. Let’s get home, we can finish this there.” He helped her down and put her in the passenger seat, then ran around the car and got in behind the wheel. No sooner had he shut the door then she was on him, nibbling his ear and kissing his neck. Somehow he managed to get the car started and on the road.

Maybe it was the way that the dress had ridden up on her leg so high that he got an eyeful of her black silk panties. Or maybe it was because she was breathing in his ear and the combination of the heat and sweet smell of cake she was giving off drove him crazy. Whatever it was, at that point he came to a decision. He would confess everything to her first, and if she still wanted him, there was nothing that was going to stop him from taking her. He was willing to go back to Heaven and face the council, Michael and a whole slew of justice angels if that’s what it took. “There’s some things you need to know about me,” he said, even as he was pulling at the pins in her hair to free it. “They’re not good, you may not want this after you hear them.”

“Did you kill any puppies?” She licked his ear.

His gut tightened in reaction. “No, I left all the puppies alone.”

“Then I don’t care about your past.”

“Things were done to me when I was little. I don’t know if I can have a normal sexual relationship.”

“I already know and I don’t care.”

Her fingers ran gently through his hair. Appolion looked at her expecting revulsion to be on her face, but there was only love for him. “How did you know? I never told anyone, not even Rachael.”

“After I found out what your brothers did to Rachael, I figured the same thing probably happened to you, too. Was it Douma and Forcas that hurt you?”

“No, they preferred females. My father and his friends were the ones that liked male children.” Appolion didn’t want her pity, in fact he didn’t think he could stand it. As always, his little Ana didn’t disappoint.

She gave a slight shove on his arm. “Do you blame Rachael for what Douma and Forcas did to her?”

He shot her a stunned look. “Of course not, she was just a child.”

“And so were you. I would never hold anything like that against you. We’ll just take everything one step at a time.”

Stopped at a light, he pulled her into another kiss before he told her the next juicy tidbit. “After I grew up, I wasn’t exactly a choir boy either.”

“Appolion, shut up.” Ana nibbled at his neck again. “Maybe Cam hasn’t told you, but I always get what I set out after and right now I want you. I love you and nothing you ever say is going to change that.”

Her hand started to caress him through the thin fabric of his pants and that was all the permission he needed. Part of him was tempted to pull over, flash them both to his bed and leave the car behind. However, the long drive and the anticipation was the best foreplay he had ever had. Before he got her home, he intended to make her so hot she would beg for release. The light turned green. “Take off your stockings,” he told her.

* * * *

As soon as he barked out the order, Ana knew she pushed him to the point of no return. His eyes turned so dark they were about black and the look on his face was almost wild. Her heart galloped with excitement, fear and anticipation because she knew she was feeling the same way. If she didn’t have him tonight, it was going to destroy her.

She slowly slid her nylons off, shocked that she was so aroused even her own hands sent chills of desire up her spine. As soon as she had tossed them aside, he hauled her back to his side and kissed her again, then turned back to his driving. He put his hand under her panties and caressed her.

Ana buried her face in his neck and whimpered. How was it his touch could drive her so wild? He slipped a finger inside her. She gripped his shoulders tight and bit her bottom lip in order to keep from crying out.

“That’s okay, baby,” he breathed. “Don’t hold back, I like it when you scream.”

“Appolion,” his name came out as a moan, “no other male ever made me feel this way.”

“Good, because then I would have to find him and go all Destroyer on his ass. You’re mine, don’t ever forget that.” Appolion finally pulled into the driveway, quickly shut off the car and got out.

As soon as he opened her door, she threw herself into his arms, her lips finding his. They kept kissing, never separating as they stumbled into the house and to the bedroom. Somehow along the way, she managed to kick off her shoes and he got his jacket off.

Ana pulled at his shirt, popping off buttons and tore it off him. She saw the tattoos on his right arm, one was his family symbol, two snakes face to face, their bodies spiraling up a long sword. It was surrounded by demons lettering, she wondered what it said but that question could be saved for another time. Right now she wanted action, not talk.

She gasped in surprise when cool air touched her skin. He’d undone her dress and she hadn’t even known. Ana kicked it aside and pressed her breasts against his chest. The backless dress inhibited her wearing a bra so nothing stood between their skin. She buried her face in his chest and inhaled his warm spicy scent.

Appolion lowered her on the bed and slowly trailed his hand up her stomach until he cupped her breast.

When he took one of her nipples into his mouth and started to make lazy circles around it with his tongue, she nearly came off the bed. He pulled away just long enough to take of the rest of his clothes and her panties, then settled himself between her legs and hesitated.

 “Are you sure? After we do this there is no going back.”

Ana was touched he still put her feelings first. “I never wanted anything more, please,” she said softly as she ran her fingers up and down his spine lightly. “Make me yours.” He slowly entered her, acting like she was made of glass. She dug her nails in his back to urge him on, but he still didn’t move. “Damn it, Appolion,” she yelled, frustrated by her unanswered needs. “I’m not a human female, it doesn’t hurt us the first time.”

“But you’re so small and tight,” he argued.

“No, we’re a perfect fit because we were made for each other.” That argument seemed to agree with him because he thrust deep inside her. She screamed his name as he filled her, completed her. He moved in and out of her in a slow, steady pattern and it felt so good she wrapped her legs around his waist so he was even deeper inside her.

“Damn it, Ana,” Appolion panted. “I’m going to mark you. I can’t help myself.”

“I want you, too.”

He placed his hand on the small of her back.

Ana felt the welcoming heat coming from it. There was only the slightest twinge of pain as he bonded them together forever. He moved faster and faster and she arched up to meet him. He murmured something in her ear in the demon language, and even though it shouldn’t have, it sounded sexy.

Her body clenched around him as she climaxed and she dug her nails even deeper into his back. After a few more thrusts, he groaned out her name and she felt his own release deep within her body. He collapsed on top of her, his rapid breaths soft in her ear. Ana allowed herself a satisfied smile. Never in her wildest dreams did she imagine it would be this good.

* * * *

Appolion rolled off of her and twisted her to look at the mark. “Oh shit, Ana, I’m so damn sorry.” Crap, crap, double crap, he had gone and defiled her with a demon mark. The same tattoo his father forced upon him was now on his mate. Sick to his stomach, he sat up and put his head in his hands.

“What?” Ana got up and tried to see the mark for herself. She twisted her body around without any success.

If in a better mood, he might have laughed at the way she looked like a puppy dog chasing its tail. She finally went up to his dresser mirror and looked at it.

“It’s so beautiful.” She caressed it.

“Beautiful? Ana, it’s a demon mark.”

“Sometimes you can be so dense.” She rolled her eyes. “Abdiel left the same mark on Gabi. She showed it to me.”

“Are you sure?” He dared to hope.

“Yes, when are you going to accept that you are just as much an angel as me?”

She climbed up on the bed and hugged him from behind. He stoked her arm while he confessed, “I was so worried I was going to taint you.”

“That’s not going to happen, so stop worrying.” She traced the lettering on his arm. “What does this say?”

“I thought angels knew every language.”

“Every language known to man,” she corrected. “This is demon, so I don’t know what it says.”

“It says,” his breath hitched and he felt like an idiot for letting it still bother him after all these centuries. “It says, Property of Eurynome.”

Her eyes flashed with anger. “That’s your father, isn’t it?”

“He fathered me, but I wouldn’t call him much of a father.”

“You just wait until I get my hands on that demon. I’ll destroy him myself.”

He smiled a bit, it felt good to have someone upset on his behalf for once.

“Besides, he’s wrong.” Ana snuggled deeper into his back, her full breasts pressing against him. “You belong to me, not to him.”

“I love you, Ana,” Appolion shocked himself. He never let himself be this vulnerable before around anyone.

She went very still. “You don’t have to say that just because we mated.”

He turned around and pulled her into his lap, loving the way her soft rump felt against him. “I know, and I still love you. So much so that if you want, I’ll go back for you.” Appolion waited for the laughter or the rejection that was always dealt to him in the past. But she didn’t do any of those things. Instead she gave him a tender smile as she brushed back a lock of his hair that had fallen into his eyes.

 “Are you sure, Appolion? Because I would leave everything to be with you if you just wanted to run again.”

“It’s time for me to stop hiding from who I really am.” He kissed her cheek, amazed with the wonderful mate he was blessed with. “Besides, I miss Rachael as much as you miss your brothers. I just have to get passed that damn council of yours.”

“Don’t worry, Cam has some pull. He’ll help you and so will Michael.”

“They might not feel so giving when they realize I marked you.” He rubbed her bottom lip with the pad of his thumb.

She gave him that come hither look again. “Are all those rumors true?”

“What rumors would those be?”

“That male archangels can go all night long.”

His body instantly responded. “I think I’ve created a monster. Cam said you were all uptight and proper, but I just don’t see it.”

“That’s because you’re the only one I feel like I can be free around.” Ana shifted until they were face to face, her legs straddling him.

When her center touched him, Appolion gripped her hips tightly and hissed in pleasure. He lifted her just enough to enter her.

She threw back her head and her beautiful mass of golden hair caught the moonlight.

“It’s a good thing we are immortal,” he whispered against her throat as he kissed it, “because I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of you.”

* * * *

The next morning, he lay on his stomach on the bed and listened to her humming in the bathroom. They had both just finished taking a shower together following a, what he hoped was just the first of many, marathon sex session. Any worries he might have about being able to function during normal sex was wiped away last night.

Appolion yawned as he smiled to himself. They had done things he never would have dreamed a female angel would do. Some of them she had even initiated herself. His little enforcer angel beat any succubus in bed any day.

He glanced around the room and saw her things cluttered around. Yesterday, when they had gone shopping, she bought more than just the dress. She bought several bags worth of essentials. It was strangely comforting to see her belongings mixed with his.

Ana opened the bathroom door and gave him a content smile. She was still wearing his Red Wings jersey to bed and he wasn’t about to deny her that pleasure. It gave him some sense of satisfaction, seeing her in his clothes. She started to walk toward him, her hips swaying sensually.

His lustful thoughts were rudely interrupted when the bedroom window shattered as gunfire exploded through it. She quickly ducked behind the dresser for cover while he dove on the other side of the bed. Bullets rained through the house and she put her arms over her head for cover. His heart stopped when he saw the angel harness dangling from her wrist.

Shit, he forgot to take off the damn thing and now she was pinned down across the room from him, unable to flash. One gunshot wound wouldn’t kill her, but the ammo the shooters were using would tear her apart if she got hit more than once. She was going to be destroyed and it was his damn fault.

 It’s justice angels, she sent, but I can’t tell which ones exactly. They’re doing something to block me.
  I know, sweetie, they’re doing the same thing to me. Just stay down, I’ll get to you somehow.
She shook her head franticly. Just flash out of here without me, it’s you they’re after. They’ll have to let me go.
 Like hell, they’re shooting at you, too, in case you hadn’t noticed . He was already on the balls of his feet. We’re in this together from now on.
Ana gave him a look of fear.

That was all the incentive needed. Appolion launched himself in her direction. A couple bullets hit his back on the way over, but he barely noticed the pain because he was so relieved to have her in his arms. He ripped off the harness and tossed it to the side. “Oh God Ana, I’m so sorry.” He kissed her face repeatedly, just to reassure himself that she was all right. His hands shook as he brushed back her hair to see if she’d been hurt. “I’m fine, Appolion,” she reassured, even as the bullets flew by.

“I can’t even stand the thought of losing you.” He held her so tight he must have been hurting her, but she didn’t complain.

“I don’t like this one bit,” she had to yell to be heard over the rounds being fired. “The justice angels aren’t out to capture you anymore, they want to destroy you. We need to find somewhere safe to hide while I get in touch with Michael so we can figure this out.”

“Where do you suggest we do that?”

“My brother Bear will take us in.”

A bullet took out the mirror over their heads making a shower of glass fall on them. “How do you know your brother will even let me set one foot in his door? Last time I checked, he wasn’t too keen on me.”

“He’ll do it because I told him to,” she said simply. “He knows if he doesn’t listen to me, I’ll kick his ass.”

“Look Ana…” Appolion fell silent as her arms wrapped around him and she flashed them both out. They ended up in front of a large, rather normal looking house. They sat there for a minute, catching their breath, while the ringing gradually left their ears. Finally, he stood up and reached down to help her up, too. The movement made his back scream in protest. Now that they were out of danger, the adrenaline had worn off and he was feeling his wounds big time. Appolion kept darting glances around, half expecting her brother to attack him at any minute. But there was no Bear attack coming his way. The street and front yard were deserted and quiet. Eerily so, given the firestorm they had just come from.

She brushed the glass out of her hair before gesturing to the house, game show hostess style. “Welcome to chateau Bear.”

Chapter Nine

Ana ran up to the heavy wooden door and pounded on it with her tiny fist. When it wasn’t immediately opened, she tapped her bare foot against the cement. A slight breeze came up and blew the hockey jersey around her long legs.

Appolion leaned heavily on the door jam, trying hard to ignore the pain coursing through him. If he had to guess, he would say he had at least three gunshot wounds and, judging by the way his body was reacting, the bullets were laced with demon’s blood.

 Over the past three years, he had been poisoned enough times to know that he was about to get sicker than a dog. He learned that the hard way when the supply of antidote Gabi had given him ran out. He also knew since he was stronger than most angels, that as long as he found someplace to lie down and ride out the worst of it, he would be fine in a couple days. But if he didn’t get to a bathroom real soon, he was going to puke all over little Bear’s nice porch.

“Just humor me by answering one question. Why are we knocking to get in?” Appolion asked, tilting his head to the side to get a better look at her legs. Injured or not, he could have looked at them all day. “Couldn’t you have just flashed us into their living room?”

“Sure,” she replied as she continued to knock. “But it would be rude just to barge in on someone like that.”

“Well, you wouldn’t want someone to accuse you of being rude, that would be just tragic.” He started to roll his eyes, but the movement made his stomach flip so he stopped that nonsense right away.

The door suddenly opened and a small pixie of an angel stood there. She had enormous brown eyes, her light brown hair pulled into two pigtails. She wore a pair of hip hugger jeans and a tight pink sweater. A white Persian cat was nestled in her arms. Appolion shook his head and looked closer because he couldn’t believe what he was seeing as the cat’s fur was spiked and tipped with black.

The female pursed her lips together, then explained, “Bear thinks it’s a hoot to make Hairball’s fur match his current hairstyle. Can you believe that I have to live with that?”

“You named your cat Hairball?”

“No, her real name is Snowball. Bear calls her Hairball and the stupid little traitor refuses to answer to anything else now.”

“Tiffany.” Ana waved her hand in order to get the female’s attention. “Is Bear and Uriel here? I need to speak with them.”

 The small angel’s gaze traveled up and down slowly. “You forgot your pants.”

Ana closed her eyes for a second before she fixed the ditsy female with a stern glare.

Appolion finally got a glimpse of the uptight Ana.

 “Yeah, Tiffany you nailed that one right on the head. I just go around now randomly forgetting to put on articles of clothing. Just the other day I put my underwear over my jeans and paraded around the streets of Flint.”

Tiffany gave her the hand, “Whatever.”

A male voice came from behind her. “Tif, who is it?”

“It’s just some more of Bear’s freaky family,” she shouted back.

“Oh good, Cam, I’m glad you finally made it.” A tall male archangel, with brown hair, opened up the door all the way. When he saw who was really there, his hazel eyes widened in surprise. “Ana, I didn’t expect to see you here anytime soon and with your new friend, too.”

“Sorry to barge in, Uriel, but we have nowhere else to go. My new friend is Abdiel’s younger brother, Appolion.”

“I know exactly who he is.” Uriel leaned his head out the door and scanned the street. “I also know we need to get both of your hides inside before you’re spotted.”

“That might be a problem,” Appolion argued as he felt a small panic build up inside him. “I’ve never been inside an angel dwelling before. I don’t know how your protective barriers will affect me.”

Uriel gave a wicked grin.

Grabbed by the shirt collar, Appolion was hauled across the doorway. Weak from the demon’s blood, he couldn’t fight. Once inside, he stood for a moment and waited for the worst. Yeah, he felt sicker than a dog, but that was from the poison. The house had not affected him at all. He still shot a murderous look at the archangel.

Uriel didn’t act one bit sorry, he just held up his hands and said, “Looks like you handled the protective spells just fine.”

“What if I hadn’t?” Appolion snarled.

Uriel raised a brow at Ana. “He’s just as bullheaded as Abdiel. By the way, do your brothers know he marked you yet? Because if not, I would love to be there when Ramiel finds out. He’s going to blow a gasket.”

Appolion closed his eyes and groaned. He forgot all males instinctively knew when a female was marked. Her brothers were all going to know just what he did with their only sister as soon as they laid eyes on her. That was going to make for a real interesting, Hi, nice to meet ya.

Almost as if to prove his point, Bear came tearing up to him out of nowhere and punched him in the jaw. Appolion staggered back several steps before he was able to recover and get off a weak clip of his own. All that seemed to do was make the empath even more mad.

“You stupid son of a bitch, you almost killed her,” Bear growled before he lunged again.

Uriel grabbed his empath and hauled him back. “What has gotten into you?”

“I just freaking saw what happened to them. Jackass here had put an angel harness on my sister and she couldn’t flash away when they were attacked.”

Ana gasped, “How could you of know that, Bear? You weren’t there.”

“I heard you in my head and knew you were in trouble. So I connected with you and saw what happened.”

“Just when were you going to tell me you could do something like that?” Ana asked angrily.

“I don’t know, eventually. What’s the big freaking deal anyway? This family seems to thrive on keeping secrets anymore.” Bear stopped, looked closely at her and hissed in displeasure as he seemed to sense the mark, too. Then his gaze roved up and down, taking in her half naked state. His face grew stormy before he quickly pulled a cell phone out of his pocket.

“Bear, don’t you dare call the others,” Ana tied to snatch it out of his hands.

He dodged her. “No way, Ana, I am so telling the rest of the family unit about this. Cam should have listened to me the first time.”

Appolion wanted to help her, but his vision darkened around the edges as the poison made him even sicker. Tiffany stared intently at him as she continued to stoke her damn ugly cat. He swayed on his feet and clutched the wall for support. Bear noticed the small female’s fixation and it seemed to make him even more pissy.

“Why are you gawking at my sister’s mate like that?” Bear demanded.

“I’m just waiting,” Tif replied in a singsong voice.

“For what, you airhead?”

Appolion crashed face first on the floor.

“For that,” Tiffany replied.

It was the last thing he heard before he went unconscious.

* * * *

“What did you do to him?” Ana yelled at Bear as she went down on her knees next to Appolion.

“Nothing, honest.” Bear held up his hands innocently.

“No, you hit him.” Tiffany pointed an accusing finger at him.

Ana gently smacked the side of Appolion’s face. He didn’t move a muscle. “Did Bear hurt him?”

“Please.” Tiffany rolled those big brown eyes. “Like his scrawny little self could do anything like that to an archangel.”

 “Hey!” Bear protested, looking hurt.

Tiffany took Hairball and handed her off to Bear. Bear scratched the animal behind its dyed ears and held it close to his chest. The cat immediately started to purr loudly and gave a smug look as it snuggled in his arms. Tiffany looked down. “Your male has been shot and poisoned. Flash him up to my room and I’ll heal him for you.”

Relief washed over Ana. Appolion was just wounded. That would explain why Tiffany watched him so closely. As a healer, she instantly knew he was hurt.

“Don’t worry, Ana.” Bear touched her shoulder. “Tiffany may be annoying, but she’s a good healer. She’ll make Appolion better. I’m sorry I hit him and all. I promise I won’t tell the others anything until you’re ready.”

Ana reached up and grabbed his hand. “Thanks, Bear. Why didn’t Appolion tell me he was hurt?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Uriel drawled. “Maybe he didn’t want to show any weakness in case Bear or I decided to attack first and ask questions later.”

“I’m sorry,” Bear repeated.

“You’re such a creation.” Tiffany wrinkled her nose.

“You’re such a ditz,” Bear shot back.

She curled up her hands into tiny fists and stomped her foot. “I hate you.”

“Ditto, now why don’t you run along and make a detailed entry in your diary about how passion pink lipstick is so much better than racy red.”

“You…you…you dork.”

“Good comeback there, Little Miss. Diva.”

Uriel stepped between them. “All right, that’s enough out of you two. I’m flashing Appolion to your room now, Tif.”

After Uriel left with Appolion, Tiffany gave Bear one last disgusted look before she flounced up the stairs. Bear glared after her before his eyes shifted down some and he got a curious look on his face. He shook his head like as if to deny some inner thought before he gave his attention to his sister.

“Come on and I’ll give you something to wear.” The cat was now sleeping in his arms and looked like it was planning on staying put for a while. “Ramiel would tear me a new one if he knew I let you prance around with your rump hanging out.”

“Since when is Ramiel in charge of this family?” She got up and tried to act as dignified as possible and failed miserably because her butt did almost hang out.

“Ever since this family went from nurturing mode to defense mode.”

She wanted to argue that on, but knew he was right. Ever since Cam’s incident, the entire family had been on guard at all times because they knew they all had a target on their backs. Since Ramiel was the oldest of the brothers and an archangel, it was only natural he would take charge of protecting his sibs.

Leave it to Bear to point out the obvious. He was always the first one to point out the elephant in the middle of the room and want to fix it. His own special talents notwithstanding. He may have been the youngest, but he was always trying to be the peacemaker. She fingered his new black highlights. “This looks so much better than the blue ones.”

“Yeah, well variety is the spice of life.”

“Since when did Uriel change his mind and let you start dying your hair again?”

“A couple of months ago,” he replied.

 It reminded her how long it was since she saw him. Both of their duties had made family gatherings a little hard. “When were you planning on telling us that your psychic abilities had shown themselves?”

He nibbled on his thumbnail, something he always did whenever nervous or in trouble. “I dunno, soon. I just realized myself the other day. I was sitting at the table eating breakfast and bam, I’m in Cam’s head.”

“Oh, that must have been a scary place to be.”

“You have no freaking idea.” He gave her a dry look. “He wasn’t exactly alone at the time. That is one visual I really didn’t need.”

She gave a worried glance up the stairs. “Are you sure Tiffany is going to be okay? Maybe I should call Derel and have him help Appolion.”

“Word of advice, it probably wouldn’t be a good idea to have too many of us brothers around your boyfriend right now.”

“Bear, you really need to give it a rest. Appolion’s here to stay.”

“I know, you just need to give all of us some time to adjust to the fact our only sister is mated to a rogue angel. You just couldn’t pick any old male, no it had to be the Destroyer.”

“Don’t talk about him that way.” She was appalled to feel tears build in her eyes. She had never been a crier and lately it seemed to be the only thing she did. “It’s not like we meant for any of this to happen, it just did.”

Bear’s face softened. “You really love him that much, huh?”

She nodded and wiped her nose with the back of her sleeve.

Bear sighed heavily. “Come on, let’s go to my room and get you some pants so you can go check on your Destroyer.”

* * * *

Appolion heard someone singing in his right ear. He slowly opened up his eyes and saw Tiffany seated next to him. She had a pair of ear buds in and was totally engrossed in painting her toenails. He sat up in the bed and saw he was smack dab in the middle of a pink nightmare. The carpet was pink, the walls were pink, the furniture was pink, shit even the laptop on her desk was pink.

Ana was curled up in a chair next to the bed, sound asleep and her little punk bother was sitting next to her, playing a handheld video game. He would pause every so often to push the cat off his lap, but it just kept jumping back on every time.

“Damn it, Hairball, not right now,” Bear bitched.

“Well, stop calling it to you then,” Appolion whispered as talking any louder was going to hurt his pounding head too much.

Bear’s eyes narrowed in annoyance. “I’m not calling the stupid thing to me.”

“Yes you are, dumbass. You’re sending out a psychic signal that is attracting it to you.”

Tiffany popped out her ear buds and threw a pillow at Bear. “So that’s why my cat is always following you around. You’ve been sneaking and using your mind to call him.”

“You’re just jealous because I have a mind,” Bear snapped back. “Now that Appolion is up, can I please take him to the guest bedroom so we can get the heck out of Tiffany Land?”

“Why the hell am I in here? Couldn’t she just as easily healed me in another bedroom?” Appolion asked, mostly to stop them from arguing anymore.

“Tif likes to heal in her own bedroom,” Bear said nastily before he switched to a fake valley girl accent. “Because she so totally does better in her own element, for sure.”

“You just wait until the next time you need healed.” She stood up and put one hand on her hip. “I’m just going to let you bleed out while you cry like a little girl.”

Ana woke up and stretched. “Don’t you two ever stop?”

Uriel walked into the room. “No, they never do.” He gave them a warning glare. “After a while you learn how to tune it out and make it all white noise.”

Somehow Appolion doubted he would ever be able to do that. He’d only been around Tweddle Dee and Tweddle Dumb for only a few minutes and was ready to strangle them. He decided he would start with Ana’s bratty baby brother first, then move on to the female. He would even off their ugly cat, too, just for spite. “How long have I been out of it?”

“One whole day,” Tiffany answered. “I gave you the antidote for the poison and healed up both the gunshots and some old wounds you had left. When I talked to Gabi she said she didn’t have the chance to heal them completely the last time she saw you.”

“Gabi knows I’m here?” Appolion directed his question to Ana. “So does that mean Abdiel knows, too?”

“Yes he does.” Ana grabbed his hand and gave it a kiss. She ignored Bear’s snort of disgust. “He said that if you needed him he would come, otherwise he was going to stay away until you are ready to see him.”

“For the first time since I can remember I am ready to see the rest of my family.” He toyed with her fingers. “Thanks to you.”

“Oh man, I just vurped,” Bear whined.

“What the fuck does vurp mean?” Appolion snapped.

Tiffany sighed. “It’s when you vomit and burp at the same time.”

Appolion rubbed his temples. “If my head didn’t hurt me so bad, Koala Bear, I would take you out back and beat your ass.”

“If I had a nickel for every time…” Bear said softly, never looking up from his game.

Uriel kicked Bear’s chair before saying, “I just got off the phone with Michael.”

Bear gave Ana a wicked smirk. “Does Uncle Mike know his only niece has been scrumping Appolion?”

“Shut up!” The entire room said simultaneously. Bear flipped them all off and grinned.

“As I was saying,” Uriel gave his empath another warning glare, “Michael was troubled by the fact the justice angels attacked with deadly force. He wants you guys to stay put for now. He said whatever you do, don’t go to Heaven until he knows it’s safe.”          

“I don’t know if that’s such a good idea, us staying here,” Appolion argued. “This is going to be the first place the justice angels are going to look.”

“In order to get into this house, they’ll have to get through me first,” Uriel said darkly. “Your brother isn’t the only archangel that has a reputation for being cranky if crossed.”

“Then how is it these two have lived so long?” Appolion pointed at Tif and Bear.

“Thing One and Thing Two have a way of growing on you. Usually Bear isn’t this much of a jerk, he’s just kind of protective over his family.”

“Of which you are officially a part of now.” Bear gave a drool look. “So if Michael says it’s safer for you to stay here, then you’re staying here.”

Appolion was beginning to feel like he had no control over anything and that wasn’t a feeling he liked. “What are you going to do to me if I refuse, Bear, puke on me?” Empaths like Bear were notorious barfers. It was just in the nature of their makeup. If they got too many evil vibes, they got overwhelmed. It started with the shakes and vomiting followed by, if it went on too long, a comatose state. That’s what happened to Ana’s parents.

“You know, I just might do that.” Bear gave another of his annoying smiles. “If you try to leave, I’ll just call all my brothers and we’ll make you stay. We can’t have you going out and getting yourself destroyed. It would make Ana upset and we don’t like it when Ana is upset.”

Ana put her face in her hands. “You’re killing me here, Bear,” she moaned. “Why can’t I belong to a normal family?”

Bear got up and kissed the top of her head. “Normal would be boring. Now I’m going to go and get you and the Dickstroyer some food. You want anything, Tif?”

“Are you cooking or buying takeout?” the small healer asked wearily.

“Please, like I would poison my own sister, I’m getting takeout.”

“Okay, you know what I like.”

Bear stared hard at ugly cat and it galloped over to Tiffany and started to figure eight through her legs. He clucked his tongue. “What do you know, Appolion was right. I can control Hairball with my mind. Cool.” He started to leave, but stopped and looked at Tiffany. “Thanks for healing my sister’s mate by the way.”

“You’re…welcome.” Tiffany looked totally dumbfounded and bent over to pick up the cat.

Appolion choked back his laughter as he caught Bear checking her out.

“Hey, Tif,” Bear said. “My brother Cam was right about one thing, you do have a nice butt.”

He then darted out of the room so fast you would have thought a pack of hounds from Hell were hot on his heels. Tiffany turned bright red, but there was no mistaking the pleased look on her face.

Chapter Ten

The next morning, Ana woke up and didn’t realize where she was at first. Then she remembered they were at Bears house and safe, for now. Ana let out a contented sigh and snuggled deeper into Appolion’s arms. Waking up next to a mate was nice. She didn’t even mind he was snoring softly in her ear. Besides that, there was no sound coming from the house. It was too quiet, almost like the calm before the storm. Giving her head a small shake, she pushed the negative thought aside and tried to get up only to have him tighten his hold on her even more. She scooted down as she tried to slip out of his iron grip.

“Where are you going?” he demanded sleepily.

“I’ve gotta go to the bathroom.”

“Huh? I’m not quite sure I heard you right.”

“Surprise, Appolion, even angels have to pee.” He finally released her and she got out, letting out a little squeal when he slapped her bottom. She finished her business and brushed her teeth lest she scare Appolion off with her kitten breath. She sensed Bear enter the room and opened the bathroom door to watch what she knew was going to happen next.

Bear ran across the room and dive bombed onto the bed headfirst.

* * * *

Appolion grunted, “Do I even want to know what the hell you are doing?”

Bear didn’t even bother to pretend he was the slightest bit embarrassed. “Sorry about that. Cam and I always woke Ana up that way since we were little.”

“Even though you’re adults, you and dumb ass still do it?”

“Yup.”

“Did it ever occur to you that you’re twice as big as Ana and Cam is three times her size?”

“Don’t worry about Ana, she’s tougher than she looks.” Bear bounced off the bed and went back toward the door. “Besides I come bearing gifts.” He reached out into the hallway and brought back the sword.

Appolion smiled at the brat. He left his sword behind when they were attacked at his house and he thought it lost forever. “How did you manage to get that, Panda Bear?” He got out of bed and ruffled the empath’s hair.

“Uriel and I went to check out your place today. While we were there, I saw your sword. I knew it meant a lot to you so I snagged it.”

Saying that the sword meant a lot to him was an understatement. It was Abdiel’s personal weapon before his brother gave it to him. It was the only time in his immortal life anyone in Appolion’s family gave him anything besides a beating.

“Thank you,” he said in a slightly choked voice.

“I brought your bike over, too. I figured you might need it.”

Ana went over and gave her brother a peck on the cheek. “I’m sure you just hated the fact you had to drive his motorcycle all the way here, too.”

Bear hugged her tight before releasing her. “It was a little fun, I gotta get me one of those. I like my truck, but dang that ride was sweet.”

“Angels driving, now I’ve heard everything,” Appolion said dryly.

“Most of us don’t drive,” Bear supplied. “Just a few weirdos like our family. Oh, and Tif.”

There was a loud pounding on the front door. Bear went over to the window and looked out.

When he loud out a loud curse, Appolion knew it couldn’t be good.

“It’s the justice angels,” he snapped. “Whatever you do, don’t flash out of here, they have a detector.”

 “A what?” Appolion asked, slightly pissed because that was exactly what he planned on doing.

“It’s a device that alerts them immediately if someone flashes,” Ana informed.

Bear put a hand on Appolion’s arm. “You need to stay hidden with Ana while we handle this. Don’t try to fight your way out. I know it’s hard for you to count on others and let them do all the hero stuff, but you’re going to have to do it this time.”

Appolion was a bit taken back by Bear’s very grown up speech. But then Ana did say he was the peacemaker in the family. Maybe he underestimated the punk. The empath ran out of the room. Appolion heard him talking with Uriel and Tiffany as the three of them headed toward the front door. Ana hurried up and got dressed in a pair of Bear’s sweats. She laughed when he gave her a questioning look.

 “Bear has always been good at telling it like it is. You get used to it after a while.”

“Come on, I can shield our presence from the justice angels so we can see what happens.” He pulled her hand and dragged her behind him.

“Where did you learn how to do that?”

“It came in handy in while I was still living in Hell. I can only keep the shield up for a few minutes though.”

They quietly made their way down the stairs and peeked around the corner. Uriel was standing there, his arms crossed over his chest, Tif and Bear stood slightly behind him. Bear looked annoyed while Tiffany looked downright bored. She was twirling a piece of gum with her finger.

“We know you have the fugitives in this house,” a male justice angel said. He was backed by a half dozen buddies, all of whom had Glocks pointed at the three angel warriors. “We demand you release them to us now.”

“What do you mean fugitives as in plural,” Bear snapped. “Since when has Ana become wanted by you jerks?”

“Since she physically attacked one of us. Plus, she’s been harboring a known rogue,” the justice angel countered. “Release them to us now or face the council’s repercussions.”

“I know where they are.” Tiffany bounced up and down and held her hand up like a schoolgirl.

“Really, and just where might that be?” the male asked.

“I heard from Megan, that Heather heard from an empath, who heard from some healer, that they were at Burger King eating Hash Crowns.” She frowned slightly. “I don’t remember the healer’s name, but you know him. He’s the one that was dating that really fugly female empath that is stationed in Lansing.”

“You’re such a dork, Tiffany,” Bear griped. “My sister would never eat at Burger King, she likes Taco Bell more.”

“Well they don’t serve breakfast at Taco Bell.”

“Oh, that’s true. Maybe then they were there. Well good going, big mouth, now you just told them where they are.”

The group of justice angels looked at each other uneasily, not knowing how they should handle the situation. Obviously their justice angel training never taught them how to deal with idiots. The leader just continued to glower at them, his jaw clenched tightly together.

“I’m just trying to figure out what Burger King it was.” She tapped a finger against her chin thoughtfully. “I think it was the one where Megan puked all over the booth, or it could have been the one where Jules got into a huge fight with that male archangel. So much drama.”

The leader finally appeared to have enough and backhanded Tiffany, causing her to stagger back several steps. Bear tackled the leader and drove him to the ground. He had only managed to get in a couple of punches of his own before a gun was put to the side of his head. Bear stopped dead in his tracks. Another one of the justice angels hooked his arm around Tiffany’s neck and put a gun to her temple, too. Appolion grabbed for his sword, but Ana stayed his hand and shook her head. He noticed she grew pale and her eyes were huge.

On the porch, Uriel had pulled out his own sword. “You sons of bitches. How dare you even lay a finger on my warriors?”

The leader curled his lip. “Because we know that is your only weakness, Uriel. You’re way too overprotective of your healer and empath. Now, tell us where the fugitives are or my justice angels will shoot these two little angels so full of holes no healer will be able to put them together.”

Appolion and Ana pulled out their own guns and moved quietly so they stood on either side of the open door. She nodded she was ready. Just as he was about to go out, with both guns blazing, a voice shouted in his head.

  Hold back out of sight, I’m on my way.
Appolion smiled in relief, he would know that voice anywhere. The justice angels were in for one nasty surprise. Cam flashed in behind the group and didn’t look happy at all.

Cam waved his hand and the gun held to Bear’s head flew through the air. He caught it and began to spin it around. “Just what the fuck do you think you are doing?” he snarled at the leader.

“This is a matter of business with the council. We’re only acting on orders.” The leader defended himself, but there was no mistaking the look of fear that crept up into his eyes.

 “How does that entail putting a fucking gun to my brother’s head?” He turned to the justice angel that still had Tiffany. “You better let her go now, before you guys really piss me off.”

The angel gulped and immediately released the small female. She ran over and stood next to Bear who put a reassuring hand on her arm and she seemed to calm down. Uriel motioned with his head and they both went to him. He positioned his body between the two young angels and the rest of the group.

 “I’ll tell ya what,” Cam smiled at the leader, flashing his fangs. “I’ll go check out the house for you. If I see any sign of my sister or Appolion, I’ll make sure to bring them to you.”

 “I’m sure you would,” the leader said. “What are you going to do if we decide to go looking for ourselves, attack us?”

Cam let out a low demonic growl. “If I were going to attack you, I would have already done so. You’re lucky today because I’m in a good mood, but the next time any of you even looks at my brother, I’ll rip you apart and ask questions later.” Moving so quick nobody had time to react, Cam grabbed the justice angel that had held the gun to Bear’s head and wrapped his hand around the terrified angel’s throat. “I know what you look like and I’m not going to forget you threatened one of my family. When you’re lying awake at night, all scared in your footy pajamas, I want you to think about that. You’ll be listening for footsteps or the whisper of movement that will warn I’m coming for you, but it will be useless. Because I make no noise when I attack, I’m just suddenly there.”

The justice angel flashed himself the hell out of there, leaving Cam’s hand empty. All he had to do was look at the other justice dicks with his cat eyes and they flashed away, too. After they left, only the leader was left. He tried to put on a brave face, but Appolion saw him shaking.

Cam gave the leader his full attention. “Bummer, they all left in such a hurry. Was it something I said?”

“This isn’t over, you abomination.” The leader flashed away, too.

Cam smiled at the angel warriors. “That was fun.” He then went on to ask the Lehor trademark question, “You guys got any food?” He didn’t wait for an answer, but just went into the house instead.

As soon as he saw Appolion and Ana, he stopped dead in his tracks and gave his sister a hard look. Appolion sighed and waited for what was coming next, he even braced his feet in case Cam decided to attack.

“Crap, Appolion,” Cam drawled slowly. “You don’t waste time do you?”

“Is there going to be a problem with that?” Appolion challenged.

Ana moved to stand between them. “Do you guys have to do this alpha male stuff right now?”

Appolion grabbed Ana by the wrist and moved her behind him. Only after making sure she was totally protected by his body, did he let her go.

Cam raised one brow at his actions before giving a pleased smile. “I have no problem with it. I’ve already told you that. It’s Ramiel you’re going to have to worry about. As far as he’s concerned, there isn’t a male out there good enough for Ana.”

The empath looked around Appolion to see his sister.

 “Holy shit in a bucket, Ana. You’re wearing real clothes and you have your hair all down instead of the usual mean schoolteacher style. Appolion, what have you done with our real sister and who is this pod angel you replaced her with?”

Before Appolion could think of anything to say Bear’s bitching drew their attention to the front porch. The trio trekked back to the front door and looked out. The empath used the sleeve of his long sleeved black shirt and gently wiped away a trickle of blood from Tiffany’s lip.

Appolion was amazed Bear could stop being annoyed with his healer long enough to display any tenderness toward her. But that sure as hell was what he was doing. What’s more, Tif let him.

“Why did you have to go and get yourself hit?” Bear dabbed at her wound.

“It’s not like I did it on purpose, you dork.” She tilted her head up so he could work better.

“Don’t do it again.” He brushed back a lock of her hair.

“I did it to help you and your sister, you big jerk. Gosh I hate you so much.” There was no venom in her voice.

“Thanks for lying like that to the justice angels. I hate you, too.” The tenderness in his voice took away from the insult.

Ana mouthed, Oh my God. Cam gave a small chuckle. Bear might act like he couldn’t stand his little healer, but it was obvious he liked her. He liked her a lot.

Uriel glanced their way and rolled his eyes as if to say, Do you see what I have to live with everyday?
Oblivious to all byplay Bear continued to look over Tif for injuries. “You should have Appolion heal you, sweetie.” Tiffany’s huge brown eyes got even bigger at Bear’s slip of the tongue. Bear pulled back from her like he’d been burned, then turned, went into the house and up to his room. Tif stood there for a few moments, her hand touching the spot where he wiped off the blood, before she slowly went inside, too.

Chapter Eleven

“I called you a couple of days ago. What took so long?” Uriel asked Cam.

Appolion, Uriel and Ana were in the kitchen watching Cam eat. If what you called what he was doing, eating. He was shoveling the food in his mouth as fast as he could. Ana remembered what Appolion said about food being able to used as a weapon and her heart lurched. Unable to stand watching him anymore, she grabbed his plate and cut everything into bite-sized pieces, the way she saw Gabi do with Abdiel countless times. It seemed to work because when she gave it back to him, he slowed down a bit.

“I had a few matters I needed to clear up before I could come,” Cam replied vaguely.

“Do I even want to know what that might have been?” Ana crossed her arms and tried to look stern, which was difficult to do since she was wearing Bear’s Grateful Dead t-shirt.

“It was nothing bad, honest. It was official business.” He took off his sunglasses and rubbed his weird cat eyes. “We’ve got a whole bunch of angels taking Benadryl.”

“You mean as in a-choo Benadryl?” Ana wasn’t sure she heard him right. “Why would angels be taking a human medicine, especially when they don’t have allergies?”

“I guess it affects them like ecstasy effects humans. All their senses get amplified and they get high. Raphael had a more technical explanation, but after a while of listening to him all I hear is, blah, blah, blah.” He used his hand to mimic someone speaking.

“Stoner angels,” Appolion shook his head. “Now I’ve heard everything.”

“What’s the council doing about this?” Ana asked.

Cam scoffed, “As usual, nothing. They’re just sitting there with their heads up their asses. As far as they are concerned, this is an angel warrior problem and beneath them. They refused to even hold an emergency meeting about it when Michael requested it.”

Ana knew she shouldn’t have been surprised, but a small part of her still hoped the council was capable of doing the right thing. “The leaders are probably getting a payoff from somebody to look the other way,” she said bitterly.

“I’m sure they are.” Cam shrugged and pushed the empty plate away. “But proving it’s another thing. Now, Uriel, about your call.” He pointed up toward Bear’s room. “Is it about what I think it is?”

“Yeah, Bear’s gifts have been popping,” Uriel replied. “As soon as I noticed it I called you, just like I promised I would.”

“How’s he taking it?”

“Not too bad. I think even though he denied it, he knew it was coming.”

Cam sighed. “If you don’t mind, I’d like to stay a couple of days to help see him through this.”

“Sure, why not?” Uriel gave him a sarcastic look. “I’ve got almost your whole family here already. What’s one more?”

Ana felt a wave of evil hit her so strongly she let out a loud gasp. The presence was like a slick, black oil that seemed to seep into her every pore. She tried to breathe, but every gasp she took in only filled her lungs up with nothingness. She dropped to her knees and her vision clouded up. Cam cursed and ran to her side while Appolion caught her before she fell all the way to the ground. Cam put his hands on her temples and the evil instantly dissipated. “It just killed again,” she croaked.

“I’ve been tracking a demon that is targeting humans,” Appolion explained. “So far it has killed three women around Flint. Every time I get close to it, I lose its trail. The demon seems to be one step ahead of me.”

“It must be one bad mother fucker in order to affect Ana this bad.” Cam still massaged her temples.

“You have no idea.”

 Uriel whistled up the stairs and said, “Well what are we waiting for? Let’s go get it.”

Appolion shook his head. “This is my hunt, you guys don’t need to get involved.”

“Too bad, so sad,” Uriel snapped back good naturally. “You’re part of my team until Michael says otherwise and my team always sticks together.”

Appolion looked down at Ana, apparently a total loss for words. She shrugged her shoulders and smiled up at him. Although, she wanted to give him more words of assurance, her head was still too foggy. Her brother stepped up to the plate for the chore instead.

“Look at it this way, Appolion,” Cam grinned mischievously. “Angel warriors have an awesome 401K program.”

* * * *

Appolion patrolled the street with his new posse, wondering how in the hell he wound up in this mess. He went from being alone to being a member of a gang all in the span of a couple of days. Tiffany looked at him strangely and he realized he hummed, The Jet Song from West Side Story. “What’s your real name?” he asked abruptly, in order to distract her.

“What do you mean?” She diverted her gaze to the small bow in her hands.

Good grief, even that was pink. Who ever heard of a pink weapon? “Tiffany isn’t an angel’s name, it’s human. So what’s your angel name?”

“Give it up, Appolion,” Bear called back. He was in the front of the pack being a good little empath and tracking the demons. “I’ve lived with her for three years and she still won’t tell me.”

“Because it is a perfectly hideous name and I’ll choke on my own vomit before I tell you.” She pursed her lips tightly together.

Appolion could have easily weaseled his way into her mind and found out, but that just didn’t seem fair. Besides, the last place he wanted to be was in Tiffany’s brain. It was probably full of nothing but air. Check, make that pink air.
Appolion stopped dead in his tracks as an evil presence assaulted every single one of his senses. He noticed Cam, Bear and Ana reacting to it as well. A league of demons flashed in a circle surrounding them. The largest one directed a flash of energy at Cam, which hit him and sent him sprawling backward onto the street.

“Some Empath King you are.”

The demon’s familiar gravelly voice shook Appolion to the core.

 “If that’s the best that Heaven has to offer, I’m sorely disappointed.”

The demon was his father. Appolion fought hard to keep it together as the memories threatened to come flooding back—all the beatings, the humiliations, the betrayals. He felt himself begin to sweat as his breaths came out in harsh rasps. Even though all demons smelled of decay, his father had his own unique foul smell. It burned its way up his nostrils.

Cam rolled to a crouch and directed his own ball of fire at the demon. One of the demon’s followers threw itself in the path of it in order to protect its leader. It was the last thing it ever did for it was vaporized in a matter of seconds. Eurynome seemed mildly impressed before he turned his attention to Ana. He assessed her for a few moments and then smiled cruelly.

“Well, well, son,” the demon addressed Appolion. “Aren’t you going to introduce us to the newest member of our family?”

“Fuck you, Eurynome,” Appolion spat, putting up a much braver face than he really felt. The last thing he wanted was Ana anywhere near his father. He resisted the urge to grab her and hide her behind his back.

“What, no hug for your father?” Eurynome cackled, showing off a set of jagged fangs.

Appolion inwardly flinched as his dark glowing eyes seemed to burn right into his soul. He knew before his father defected to Hell, he had looked like any other angel, however the only way he had ever remembered Eurynome was the way he looked now. The black skin looked greasy and slick and was coated with scales. His long and pointed ears were almost as large as the set of horns on the top of his bald head. Instead of normal feet, he had a set of goat’s hooves. His weapon of choice was a long sickle. The wickedly curved blade was stained with the blood of his previous victims.

The healer in Appolion told him it was a mixture of human’s, demon’s and angel’s. “You’re the one that’s been killing the humans,” he stated as the realization hit him like a ton of bricks.

“I knew that would get you to slither out of whatever hole it was you were hiding in.” Eurynome pointed at Cam. “I just didn’t expect to get this little added bonus. I can take down two members of the Order now.”

“Not that old song and dance,” Cam drawled. “Every single demon I run into thinks they are going to be the one that breaks up the Order. I mean, come on, think of something original.”

Eurynome gave him a demon snarl. “Don’t think I have forgotten what you did to Douma and Forcas. They were my sons and you destroyed them. Now all I have left is Appolion and Abdiel and they’re both useless to me.”

“Damn, that is such a bummer,” Appolion drawled. “Abdiel and I were going to chip in and by you an awesome Father’s Day gift, too.”

Eurynome curled his thin lip and addressed the other demons, “Destroy them, make sure you take care of my son first.”

That seemed to be the only provocation the demons needed. They all attacked the angel warriors en masse. Appolion barely had time to react before two of them were on him at once and these weren’t your everyday demon foot solders either. These were highly trained efficient assassins.

 He sensed Ana being hit and turned to help her. That was the only distraction the demon double mint twins needed. One sliced him with its sword behind his legs while the other cold cocked him in the back of the head. He went down hard, tasting blood in his mouth and dimly heard Ana screaming his name. Appolion shook his aching head back and forth until the cobwebs disappeared and his hearing came back in full force.

Appolion heard someone else screaming and it wasn’t Ana this time. It was Tiffany, she was kneeling on the ground next to Bear. The young empath was flopping around on the ground, caught up in a full-blown grand mal seizure. The demons saw he was defenseless and took advantage of the situation by moving in to attack him. Tiffany threw herself over him, her small body taking the blows were meant for him.

“Flash out of here now, everybody,” Uriel ordered. “We need to retreat.”

Retreat wasn’t a word that was normally part of his vocabulary, but Appolion was not about to argue right now. Not with Bear in the condition he was in. He dove at Ana, wrapped his arms around her and flashed them the hell out of Dodge.

He took them to Tiffany’s room because he knew that was where the healer would be taking Bear. Tif already had him on her bed and was trying to use the healing chants on him. However the empath continued to have convulsions.

Tiffany opened her eyes and started to cry hysterically. “It’s not working,” she sobbed. “I can’t make him better.”

Cam went over to her and gave her a hard shake. “You need to calm down. He’s overloading as it is and your anxiety is making it worse.”

“Don’t tell me what to do,” she screeched. “You’re supposed to be some powerful empath leader so you fix him now.”

* * * *

Ana stepped in, pulled Tiffany to her and held her in her arms. The healer clung to her as Ana rocked her back and forth and let her cry it out. Ana realized she was crying, too, the sight of her baby brother convulsing was more than she could take. What’s more there was nothing she could do and that was a first as far a Bear was concerned. She was always able to help him. The same deep despair that she felt when they first got Cam back slammed into her. Her Cam was now without hope, innocence or happiness and she couldn’t stand to have the same thing happen to Bear, too. She should have found a way to keep him safe as it was her job to protect him, but she failed, again.

Stop thinking like that. Appolion commanded mentally. There is nothing you could have done to stop this. You didn’t fail him.
Ana continued to blame herself. I should have kept him by my side and never let him become an angel warrior.
Cam looked at her sharply and said aloud, “Angel’s don’t become warriors, sis, they’re born. Bear’s destiny was decided from the crib, just like mine. So lay off the guilt trip already. If anyone is to blame, it’s me, I should have gotten here as soon as Uriel called.”

Uriel was sitting on the floor next to the bed. He looked up and snarled, “Well someone had better do something for him soon. The seizures aren’t stopping, they’re getting worse.”

Tiffany broke free of Ana and ran up to Cam. She grabbed the front of his shirt and jerked him toward her. “Bear has always believed in you and thought you could make anything better. So you go make him well, now. If you don’t, I’ll shoot you with my bow myself and I don’t heal wounds I make.”

“Look, it’s just not that easy. I don’t think I can help him. I’ve never dealt with anything like this before.”

Little, spunky Tiffany had suddenly turned into a hellcat and that answer didn’t seem to please her. She jerked on his shirt again and shouted right in his face, “You better try.”

Ana gave Cam her own beseeching look.

With an aggravated sigh, he went over to Bear and put his hands on his brother temples. After several minutes Bear quieted down and went still. “What do you know?” he mused. “Tiffany was right, I could make him better. It’s nice to know I’m good for something.”

“What happened to him?” Ana asked. “I’ve never seen any empath react that way by just being around demons.”

“I don’t know. It’s almost like he absorbed all the evil around us and amplified it, but that doesn’t make any sense. No angel has that gift.”

“That wouldn’t be a gift, it would be a curse,” Appolion said. As soon as Ana gasped, he hastened to add, “I’m sure it was something else though.”

Tiffany went on her knees on brushed Bear’s hair back tenderly. He stirred a bit, but didn’t wake up. She ran her hands over him, looking for other injuries. When she noticed the others looking at her, she blushed and got to her feet. “He’s all sweaty, I’m going to get him a fresh shirt,” she stammered, then left the room.

“How long has this thing been going on between Bear and Tif?” Ana asked Uriel.

Uriel gave her a half smile. “Almost since day one. It’s been getting worse lately though. Frankly, part of me wishes Bear would just hit it and get it over with so I can finally have some peace and quiet.”

Ana arched a brow. “Did you just say, hit it? I never thought I would see the day you used slang. You’re as old school as Michael and Raphael.”

“That’s before they stuck me with Thing One and Thing Two. I’ve picked up lots of new words, thanks to them.” He looked down at the ground. “Damn, we better get Tif back in here. I’m bleeding all over her carpet and she hates that.”

Ana glanced over the three males and realized they were all wounded and bleeding. “It looks like all of you could use a healer.”

“We got our asses handed to us out there,” Cam spat disgustedly. “Every time I meet a member of your family, Appolion, they freaking zap me. You know it’s really getting old.”

“I haven’t zapped you yet,” Appolion argued back.

“I’m just waiting, it’s only a matter of time. Rachael gets me every chance she can.”

Ana left them arguing and went to find Tiffany. She found the healer sitting on Bear’s bed and couldn’t help but smile. She looked so darn cute Ana understood why Bear fell for her. Only Tif could make the angel warrior’s fighting leathers look perky, her honey brown hair was pulled back in a tight braid and she still had that pink bow slung on her back. The girl didn’t seem to notice her there as she just continued to sit on the bed lost in her thoughts. The healer was holding one of Bear’s shirts and she brought it up to her nose and inhaled his scent.

“I wear Appolion’s shirt to bed every night,” Ana walked in and sat down next to her on the bed.

Tiffany jerked in surprise and brought the shirt down. “I’m sorry, I don’t quite get that.”

“I like the way Appolion smells so I wear his shirt so it’s like he’s always with me.” Ana motioned to Bear’s shirt.

“So you don’t think I’m a freak?”

“No, I don’t.” Ana reached over and tucked a stray piece of hair behind Tif’s ear. “Why don’t you tell him how you feel?”

Tiffany’s eyes filled with fear and she shook her head. “Oh no, I could never do that, he hates me. If I told him, he would laugh right in my face.”

“Why do you think that?”

She looked down at her lap. “Because I blew any chance I had with him the very first day we met.”

“What happened?”

“Promise you won’t hate me?”

Ana sighed, “I promise.”

“Pinky swear?” Tiffany held up her pinky.

Ana tried not to roll her eyes as she hooked pinkies with the healer. “All right, I pinky swear.”

“When I first learned I was going to be placed in a house with one of your brothers, I was scared,” Tiffany confessed quietly.

“Afraid of what, Cam?”

“No, I was afraid of all of your brothers. They’re so big and they fight and yell all the time.” Tiffany finally looked up before adding quickly, “I’m not scared of them anymore though. I’ve met them and I realize now they are all really sweet, but back then I didn’t know that. Anyway, when I came here on the first day and saw it was Bear, I was so happy I said something stupid.”

“What?”

“I said, Oh good, they sent the little one. He got so mad and has never forgiven me.”

The healer looked so sad, Ana almost pulled her into a hug.

 “I didn’t mean it like that though and now Bear hates me.”

“Bear does not hate you, far from it.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I know Bear. He likes you a whole lot.”

Tiffany’s big eyes filled with hope. “You think?”

“I know. Now let’s get back to the room, the other males need healing.”

“I’m sorry, but I don’t think I’ll be able to do it.” Tiffany lifted up the back of her shirt.

Ana gasped when she saw the mass of bruises and welts on the healer’s back. When Tif threw her body over Bear’s, she took a beating. Yet she hadn’t abandoned him. In that second, Ana knew she would love Tif forever. She also knew that Tif was going to become a permanent part of the family. “I’ll call our brother Derel,” Ana told her kindly. “He can heal you and the others. You take a break, you’ve earned it.”

Chapter Twelve

Appolion was damn sick and tired of hearing Ramiel’s name. Especially when used in conjunction to that angel beating his ass. Derel was preparing to heal him but that in no way kept him busy enough to stop him from yammering on and on about how he was going to be in for a world of hurt once their oldest brother found out what he did to their Ana.

“Ramiel is going to have a cow,” Derel repeated again. He looked a lot like Cam, except he wore his blond hair brushed back in a neater fashion. He was also built like a healer, long and angular, as opposed to Cam’s much more muscular form.

 “That would be a real interesting sight,” Appolion muttered from behind the arm thrown over his face. “By the way, your bedside manner sucks.”

Derel kept on going, “You really should have come to him first and asked his permission.”

“Are you guys trapped in the stone ages? Last time I checked, Ana had a mind of her own. What’s next, are you all going to demand I give you ten ponies for her hand in marriage?” A hard poke at one of his wounds earned his growl.

Derel retorted, “You still should have asked Ramiel first. It’s the way we do things in the angel world.”

Appolion smacked the healer’s hand away. “I told Cam what was going on. Go ask him yourself.”

“Cam doesn’t count.”

Now he was even more pissed off. “You better go into a deeper explanation of that one, bud. Because if I hear of even one of you treating him like a pariah because of who he is, I’ll kick all of your asses.” There was a moment of silence as the two males faced off and eyed each other down.

Finally, Derel’s face softened and his lips curled up into a crooked smile. “I didn’t mean it that way. It’s just Ramiel is the oldest brother so he’s in charge.”

“Has anyone told Ana that?”

He laughed. “Not me, I value my life too much.”

Appolion noticed the healer already started to heal him. “Aren’t you supposed to compel me to sleep?”

He shrugged his shoulder and continued to heal. “I want to keep talking.”

Of course he did. “How are you doing this without going into a trance?”

Derel didn’t answer.

Appolion was a little jealous. Every healer, himself included, he ever knew went into a deep trance in order to heal. Yet, Derel did it without even appearing to be thinking too hard about it. It was only seconds before all his wounds were completely gone.

Derel got up and started to leave, “I’ve got to get back to my own team. I’m just going to check up on Bear before I go. Nice to meet you, Dickstroyer.”

Appolion just shook his head and rolled out of the bed to go find Ana. Just as he passed the laundry room, the door flew open and she reached out, dragged him in and slammed the door behind them. She kissed him and he let her pin him to the wall as she took the lead, her tongue sweeping in and out of his mouth while her hands caressed his chest.

“Take your pants off now.”

The moan that filled his ear was that cute little kitten voice he loved so much. “What, you mean right here?” He looked around the small laundry room.

Ana licked her lips and nodded, a wicked smile on her face. She didn’t say anything, just hopped on top of the dryer and sat on it. She hooked her ankles around his waist and brought him into her for another kiss.

He pulled his mouth away from hers. “You do realize you have three of your brothers that could walk through the door at any minute?”

“Don’t worry about them,” she cooed and fumbled with the zipper on his pants. “Cam’s sleeping, again and Bear is too busy moping around to worry about us.”

“This is so wrong,” he argued even as he helped her undo his pants because she was taking too long to do it on her own.

“I know, which makes it so much more fun.”

Ana finally managed to free his cock and started to do all kinds of nice things with her fingers and hands. Appolion gulped down a groan and tired hard to keep himself under control. She didn’t help matters any when she started to kiss and nip her way around his neck. He looked over to the side and spotted a basket was holding various scarves and belts. A very wicked idea flashed across his mind.

He pulled her top off over her head and unclasped her bra so she was naked from the waist up. Reaching into the basket, he snatched out a red scarf, wrapped it around her eyes and tied it in the back, right under her silky blonde ponytail. Her pink lips parted in surprise.

“What are you doing?”

Appolion leaned down and kissed the tip of one of her perfect breasts. “Playing, just go along with it. Trust me.” He reached into the basket again, this time pulling out a belt, and tied her wrists together behind her back. He felt some grim satisfaction when he noticed it was Bear’s. Used your own belt to tie up your sister, Bear Bear. Whacha think Ramiel’s going to feel about that one? Finished, he stepped back so he could admire his work.

The way he bound her hands made her back arch just right. Her breasts were thrust forward and waiting for him. She tilted her head, side to side, as she waited for him to make the next move.

“Appolion?”

There was no mistaking the desire in her voice. This was as big as a turn on to her as it was to him.

“Trust me,” he moved in on her.

“I always will,” she said in a shaky voice.

Appolion flicked his tongue at her. He licked his way slowly up the valley between her breasts, inhaling her scent. Her skin felt smooth under his tongue and it tasted a little salty and a little sweet. In other words, it was perfection. He took one of her nipples in his mouth and gently nipped it.

Ana bucked a bit and the leather belt creaked as she fought against the restraint.

He smacked her on the side of her ass with the palm of his hand. “Be good, or else.”

She licked her lips. “Or else what?”

He groaned against her flesh. The last thing he ever expected was for her to be turned on by his dark fantasies. “I’ll take you over my lap and spank you like the naughty angel you are.”

“I think I would really like that.”

Her breathless confession made him almost lose it right there. “As much as I would love to do that, the last thing we need is for the whole house to hear us. But tonight, when we are alone in our room, you’re all mine to punish.”

“I want you to make love to me now, Appolion, fast and hard.”

So that’s what he did. Derel brought her some clothes when he came so she had on a pair of tight fitting jeans this time. Appolion wasted no time in ripping those off her. He left her sitting on the washer and took her right there, one hand braced against the door so no one would barge in, the other on her hip. When she finished, he put his mouth over hers, drinking in her cries so no one would hear her, even as he found his own release. When it was over he stood there, still inside her, panting for breath, while he buried his face in the top of her head. “What brought that on?” he asked with a chuckle.

“I was bored.” Her voice was muffled against his chest as she snuggled into him.

“Is that all I am to you?” He tickled her in the ribs before taking off the scarf and releasing her hands. “Something to keep you entertained?”

She giggled. “But it’s such good entertainment.”

There was a knock on the door. Appolion couldn’t help but laugh at her, Oh shit, expression. It served the little minx right.
“Hey, guys. Whacha doing in there?” a voice sang.

It was his twin sister Rachael and, judging by the tone of her voice, she damn well knew what they were doing. Appolion looked down at his pants, which were around his ankles and decided his sister picked one hell of a time for a family reunion. “Adding fabric softener?” He hadn’t meant for that to come out as a question.

There was a pause on the other side of the door before Rachael yelled, “Hey, Cam, they’re adding fabric softener.”

Appolion closed his eyes. Great, just freaking great, not only did his baby sister know what he and Ana had been doing, but ol’ Cam had chosen that moment to wake up and now he knew, too. He really was going to spank Ana for this one.

“Is that what they’re calling nowadays?” Cam replied. “According to Bear, they were adding fabric softener all night long. His room is next to theirs.”

“I’m so going to kick your ass,” Appolion called.

“Dude, just make sure you put some pants on first. The last thing I need to see is bare ass coming at me. It would scar me for life.”

While Rachael and Cam laughed at their expense, Ana and Appolion dressed, then walked out into the kitchen. The joy of finally seeing his sister again was diminished by the smug look on her face and the skimpy outfit on her body. “Where are the rest of your clothes?” Appolion gaped.

Ray looked down at her tight black tee shirt and mini skirt. “What are you talking about? I do have all my clothes on.”

With an excited squeal and ran toward him. He put his arms out to hug her, but she went right by him to Ana. Well, maybe he did deserve that one for avoiding her and Abdiel all these years. Appolion awkwardly put his hands in his pockets and tried to act like the brush off hadn’t hurt him.

“Ana, you look so beautiful,” Rachael gushed.

“What do you mean?” Appolion interjected softly. “She’s always been beautiful.”

Rachael walked a slow circle around Ana as she surveyed her thoughtfully. “Yes, Appolion, your mate had always been beautiful, but she’s even more so now. Ana, I have never seen you this relaxed and happy. It’s good to know Appolion isn’t mean and grumpy to everyone.”

“I’m not mean.” Rachael’s dark blue eyes snapped in his direction and he frowned.

 “I seem to recall you saying something about it only being a matter of time before you and I turned demon like our parents. I would say that qualifies as a particularly nasty statement.”

He felt like she sucker punched him in the stomach. “I’m sorry, Ray, I shouldn’t have said that. I know now it’s not true.”

After a few moments, her angry looked passed. “I never could stay mad at you, you little jerk.” She smiled at him and tossed back her mass of curly, black hair. “That’s okay, you can make it up to me by buying me a big present.”

“How am I supposed to do that? I left everything I own back at my house when we were attacked and I can’t even go back to my human job anymore because my cover was blown.”

“You can use this.” She took a credit card out of the front pocket of her ridiculously short skirt. “Michael sent it especially for you.”

She held it out to him, but he hesitated in taking it. She patiently waited and, after several seconds, he finally ran his hand nervously through his hair and took it. When he looked at the name, he frowned.

“It has some fake name on it. How do I even know that this is really mine?”

Rachael blew out an aggravated breath that was so big it poofed up her bangs. “Because I told you so. It’s not like we could put Appolion orDestroyer on it, that might have been a bit of a giveaway if the justice angels tried to track you. Besides, he sent this, too.”

She held out another card and he took it. It was a driver’s license with the same alias on it, but the picture was him. It finally started to sink into him he was now officially on the payroll of the angel warriors. Michael had accepted him. A whole immortal lifetimes worth of fear of rejection was resolved with two little pieces of plastic.

Rachael took his hand. “Michael wants you to join up with us and swear allegiance to him. He wants you to be one of his archangels.”

“Why would he want to do that? He hasn’t even met me?”

“Michael has a way of knowing everything about everyone.”

That was Rachael’s way of telling him Michael knew about his past and it didn’t matter to him. He ducked his head to hide the emotions that probably flashed across his face. After everything that had happened to him when he was younger, he never thought the leader of the angel warriors would accept him, let alone want him to become one of them. “What would I have to do?”

Cam answered, “You would have to swear a blood oath to Michael and recite the angel warrior vow.”

Appolion shook his head. “I’ve never even heard the angel warrior vow, how am I going to know what to say when the time comes?”

Cam smiled. “Don’t worry, you’ll know what to say when the time comes. It’s been ingrained in our hearts since birth.”

Appolion looked over at Ana and the love he saw in her eyes was the last thing he needed to make his decision. “All right, tell Michael I’m in.” Rachael squealed in delight and threw herself into his arms. He closed his eyes and savored being near his sister again. God, how he missed her. When he was still small he pulled away from her, refusing to contact her even mentally, because he thought he was protecting her at the time. He hadn’t wanted her to know the abuse he was suffering in Hell. It was so hard to break apart from his twin, it nearly destroyed him.

Bear came pounding into the kitchen. “Ray, I didn’t know you were coming.”

Rachael pulled away from Appolion and Bear scooped her up and spun her in a circle. She giggled and slapped at his arm until he put her down. Once she was on her feet, her face grew serious.

“Where’s Derel?” she asked. “I heard he was here, too.”

“He had to go back to his own team. He left about five minutes ago.”

“I heard about the other night.” She ran her fingers through his hair, fixing it. “How are you feeling?”

Bear shrugged. “It was no big deal.”

Rachael narrowed her eyes. “Don’t lie to me. I’ve felt your sadness and distress.”

“That’s putting it mildly,” Cam said blandly. “He’s been a real downer ever since.”

Bear gave him a dirty look. “Look who’s talking. You’re the king of bad moods.”

Cam flipped him off and Bear returned the favor before he grabbed a cola from the fridge and sat down at the kitchen table. Tiffany came downstairs and Appolion’s jaw dropped when he saw what she was wearing.

She was dressed up a Little Red Riding Hood, but there was nothing sweet and innocent about the outfit. The red checked skirt had a matching petticoat under it and barely covered her bottom. The top was low cut and a black corset hugged her waist. Her little red cape hid the small bow slung on her back. She finished off the look with thigh-high white stockings and black high-heeled shoes.

“Where the hell do you think you’re going dressed like that?” Bear snapped.

She barely looked at him. “Halos is having a costume party tonight. I’m going with my friends. Uriel gave me the night off.”

“What’s Halos?” Appolion asked.

Ana tore her shocked face from Tif and answered. “It’s a local dance club some of the younger angels like to go to.”

Tif smirked at Bear. “Those of us that like to have fun that is.”

Bear gave her a thunderous look. “So what are you going as Tif, Little Red Whoring Hood?”

Appolion knew the kid was in big trouble when he heard every female in the room release an outraged gasp. Tiffany grabbed Bear’s drink and dumped it in his lap before she turned and walked out of the room. Bear stood up, cursing, while Cam laughed so hard he fell out of his own chair.

“What the hell did she do that for?” Bear grabbed some paper towels and tried to clean himself up.

Ana crossed her arms. “You deserved it. That was a mean thing to say, even for you.”

Rachael added her two cents. “You really hurt her feelings. I happen to think she looks cute.”

Bear seemed stunned Ana and Rachael weren’t on his side for once. “I’m sure every other male she meets is going to think she looks cute, too.”

Ana rolled her eyes. “You need to tell her you like her, Bear, then you won’t have to worry about other males.

“I don’t like her.”

The entire room laughed right in his face.

“Please,” Cam shot out. “You are so gaga over her you can’t even think straight.”

“Bite me and I don’t mean literally.” Bear shook his head. “Let’s just say for arguments sake I do like that annoying, pesky, spoiled rotten female. What makes you think I would even stand a chance with her? Females like her go for the archangel type. I’m just some skinny dorky empath that pukes all the time. Oh, and don’t forget to throw in my newest turn on, seizures.”

“Quit talking about yourself that way,” Cam ordered.

“Why? It’s all true. I was a freak before and now I’m an even bigger freak.”

“You’re not a freak.”

Now it was Bear that laughed, although his was laced with hurt and sarcasm. “Okay, if I’m so normal, then how about I go out clubbing tonight?”

Cam ground his teeth together, making Appolion wonder how he managed to do that without chipping a fang. The room was silent while everyone waited to see how Cam was going to handle the question.

He finally said, “You know I can’t let you leave the house until we know what’s going on with you.”

Bear let lose a stream of cuss words that would make a sailor proud. “This really sucks. So what am I supposed to do, sit on my ass and knit?”

“Michael wants you to tweak that computer program for him,” Cam tried weakly.

Bear gave a nasty look. “I’m a warrior not some dork from Angel IT.”

“He specifically asked for you to look at it.”

“Uncle Mike can go take a flying leap,” Bear growled as he left the room. “You can, too, as far as I’m concerned.”

“You need to stay put, Bear,” Cam called. “That’s an order. Do not leave this house.”

“Sure thing,” he called back. “My cat and I will just hang out in dorkdom together.”

As if answering some silent cue, Hairball came bouncing through the kitchen, hot on Bear’s trail. The feline stopped long enough to give Cam her own dirty look. They all flinched when Bear’s door slammed. Uriel opened his mouth to say something, but stopped himself before he left the room, too.

 Appolion said, “He’s not going to listen to you.”

Cam raised a brow. “Why would you say that?”

“Because he’s too much like you.”

Cam shook his head. “He’ll listen to me, he knows better.”

Somehow Appolion doubted that, and judging by the look on Ana’s face, she did, too.

Chapter Thirteen

“Earth to Tiffany. Hello, are you there?” Heather, dressed up as Snow White, waved a hand in front of Tif’s face.

They were seated at a table off to the side of the large dance floor. Maroon Five was playing at full blast so they had to yell to be heard. All around them both males and females gyrated and moved in time to the music. Several of them used Benadryl and they were staring transfixed at glow sticks as they spun them around rapidly.

“Sure, I’m just tired I guess,” Tiffany lied and forced a smile.

“No you’re not,” Megan shook her mane of strawberry blonde hair. She was wearing a Little Bo Peep costume that showed more skin than Tiffany’s get up. “You’re still thinking about your Bear.”

“He’s not my Bear. He made that abundantly clear today.”

“You should tell him how you feel.” Jules pointed a finger at her. She had come as Dorothy from the Wizard of Oz. She even had her long, curly, blonde hair tied back into pigtails.

“I’m not his type,” Tiffany sighed. “You guys should have seen the way he reacted when his precious Rachel showed up. After spending the whole day not saying a word to anyone, he gets all happy and giddy all of a sudden, just because she’s there. That’s the type of female he likes. He just thinks that I’m some airhead.”

“That’s because you act that way around him,” Megan pointed out. “Does he even know how talented you are with computers? You’re every bit as good as he is.”

“No,” Tiffany picked at her manicured nails. “I just get so nervous whenever we really talk that I usually say something stupid and it ticks him off so we fight.”

“Please,” Heather said drolly. “He’s a Lehor brother, they always fight. For them it’s a sign of affection.”

“I saw Ramiel fighting just the other day.” Megan gave a wicked smile. “Man oh man, is he hot.”

Jules gave a small sigh, “I’ll take the twins Joe and Case any day. It’s two for the price of one. That is one pair of males I wouldn’t kick out of my bed for eating crackers.”

Heather joined in by saying, “Derel can come on over and heal me any time he wants to. I just want to take him home with me and feed him cookies.”

“I didn’t know Bear could dance.” Jules said.

“Of course you do,” Tiffany replied, confused. “I told you ages ago, remember?”

Jules shook her head. “What I meant is, you didn’t tell me he could dance that good. Dang, he has some skills there.” She pointed at the dance floor.

Tiffany looked to see what she was talking about. Bear was dancing all right and Jules was right, he was damn good. Her mouth dropped in shock and she quickly closed it and tried not to look bothered, but it was hard because he was not dancing alone. He was dancing with that skanky bitch, Anihita. If there was one female that was Tiffany’s Lex Luther, it was Anihita.

Ever since they were little, if Tiffany had a dollar, well then Anihita would say she had a dollar and a half. Tiffany hated her with a purple passion and now the wench rubbed against Bear like some cat in heat. She balled her hands into fists and resisted the urge to go out onto the dance floor, grab the bitch by her dark roots and smack her around.

“That is so stupid,” Heather spat. “Who ever heard of a Gretel without a Hansel?”

Now that Heather mentioned it, Anihita was dressed up as Gretel. Tiffany scanned the crowd and finally found Hansel. He was shooting Bear a murderous glare, other than that, the other angel didn’t do anything. Even though Bear was the smallest one of his family, he could still hold his own in any fight and there weren’t many that wanted to tangle with him.

“Bear keeps looking over here at you,” Megan announced.

Tiffany rolled her eyes. “It’s probably because I’m doing something that’s annoying him.”

“I think the dork is trying to make you jealous,” Heather scoffed disgustedly.

Well it that was the case, then it was working. Anihita grabbed Bear by the front of his shirt and planted a big one smack on his lips. When Bear didn’t pull away, Tiffany felt an awful burning lump build up in the back of her throat. “I gotta pee.” She stood and ran to the bathroom before her friends saw the tears, but judging from the expressions they all exchanged, they already had.

* * * *

Bear knew the instant she left because he always knew where Tif was. Even though he hated admitting it to himself, she occupied his every waking thought. Lately, she occupied the sleeping ones, too. Anihita was still kissing him and it did nothing for him. He gently pushed her away. She rubbed against him and laughed when she felt his hard on. Bear wondered what she would say if she knew it wasn’t from her, but from Tif. Ever since he saw her in that sexy little Red Riding Hood costume back at the house, he was like that. God, Cam was right, he did have the hots for his healer, bad.
Anihita lunged at him again. “Come on, Bear, I know a place where we can have more privacy.”

“Not right now.” He jumped back when she grabbed him through his pants. She ran her hands up his chest and rubbed her breasts against him.

 “I know all kinds of ways of taking care of you.”

She ran her tongue along her bottom lip so he had no doubts whatsoever on how exactly she would take care of him. That part of him screamed to go with her, but, he felt like he would betray Tiffany if he did. You stupid idiot, go. It’s not like Tiffany had even the slightest bit of interest in you. This is a sure thing, don’t blow it. Pun intended .
“Thanks for the offer, but I can’t tonight.” What are you saying? His alter ego screamed in his head. Have you freaking lost your mind? He dodged Anihita’s hands, for like the ten millionth time, and left the dance floor to find Tif. He knew she was upset because he felt it, but then he felt everyone’s freaking emotions. In fact, it felt like his head was going to explode from all the overload.

Anihita yelled, “If you leave, Bear, you can just lose my number. Wait, I didn’t mean that. Give me a call tomorrow, okay?”

He ignored her and continued walking, never looking back, intent on reaching Tiffany. A couple suddenly blocked his way. The female put a fast melt Benadryl strip on her tongue and then kissed the male so they could share it. When they were done, she turned to Bear and held up another strip with a questioning look on her face.

“No thanks,” he replied weakly. “I’m good.” He pushed his way past them to get to the table where he saw Tif sitting. Her three friends gave him dirty looks, their arms crossed. Yippie, this is going to be fun.
“You’re supposed to be wearing a costume,” Little Bo Peep said

 “Huh?”

Snow White crossed her arms over her barely covered chest and snapped, “Where’s your costume, Lehor boy?”

Bear pulled a pair of plastic fangs and sunglass out of his pocket and put them on. He followed up with a ta-da motion of his arms. All three of the females looked horrified.

“You came as your brother, Cam?” Snow White’s voice was sharp with anger.

“Umm…yup.”

“You dare to mock your Lordship?” Little Bo Peep’s blue eyes looked like they were about to pop out of her head.

“Sure I do.” Bear took off the glasses and fangs. “He pissed me off. Now, why don’t you lay off me, Little Bo Peep?”

She pursed her lips, “My name is Megan, thank you very much.”

Bear sighed, this insane conversation wasn’t getting him anywhere. He still didn’t know where Tif was. “Where is she?” “Who?” The dark haired one snapped. “Tiffany or that fugly bitch you were dancing with?”

“Yeah,” piped in Megan. “You almost marked that witch right there on the dance floor. I can’t believe you kissed her. You better go get yourself checked for diseases.”

“Look,” Bear growled. “I have a freaking headache and I’m really not in the mood for games. So tell me right now, where is Tif?”

“Oh no, look out.” Heather held up her hands and her brown eyes got big with mock fear. “He’s going to go all Lehor brother on us and start throwing stuff.”

Bear closed his eyes and counted to ten, very slowly. “Please, I just want to apologize to her.”

“For what?” Megan tilted her head to the side. “Calling her a whore or breaking her heart by dry humping some other female?”

“Since when does Tif care who I’m with?”

The three females looked at each other and rolled their eyes. “He’s supposed to be the smart brother?” Jules quipped.

Bear already knew her name because he had gone to empath training with her.

“Personally, I always thought Derel was the smart one.” Heather replied. “Bear here just knows a lot about computers and stuff like that. Derel knows about everything.”

Megan shook her head in disagreement. “We all know Cam is the smart one. That’s why he was chosen to lead the empaths. He’s been such a good ruler, too.”

Jules snorted. “You’re just saying that because you have the hots for Cam.”

Bear pounded a fist on the table so hard that all the females jumped. “Can you three just focus for one freaking minute? I need to know where she is.”

Heather turned her nose up at him. “No.”

Bear ground his teeth together, swallowed every last bit of pride he had left and gave her the same flirtatious smile he saw his brothers use countless times in the past. “Please, it would mean so much to me.”

“I said, no.”

He wasn’t surprised the charm failed. That was Cam’s department, not his. He shoved his hands in his pockets and turned to leave.

“Wait, stop,” Megan called. “Heather, I can’t take those sad puppy dog eyes. He’s really worried about her.”

Heather motioned to the empty chair next to her and Bear reluctantly sat in it. She said coolly, “I’ll tell you were she is, if you answer one question for me. How do you feel about Tiffany? I want to know the truth, too. I may not be telepathic like a lot of your family is, but I’m an empath so I’ll know if you’re lying to me.”

Bear twisted around in the chair, desperately seeking an escape route, only to find himself surrounded by the three scantily dressed females. He fought demons almost every night, hell he had even been in a full-scale angel-demon battle, but he’d never been as scared as he was now. He started to chew nervously on his thumbnail. “It doesn’t suck being around her,” he muttered.

Heather cupped her ear with her hand. “What was that? It’s so hard to hear with all this loud music.”

“I like her just fine,” he said loudly. His head pounded even worse. He glanced over at a nearby table and saw a group a male archangels doing Benadryl shots. Every time they downed one, the buzzing in his brain got worse. He shook his head to try and clear it, but that only made it worse.

“What do you like about her?”

“Huh…what?” Between the second hand Benadryl buzz and getting the third degree from the females, he had trouble staying focused.

Jules gave him a shrewd glance. “Are you high?”

“Crap no. My brothers would kick my ass if I so much as touched that stuff. Besides, I’ve got enough excitement in my life without adding chemical enhancements to it.”

“Good,” Jules smiled smugly. “We wouldn’t want Tiffany dating a dope head. She’s our friend.”

Bear rubbed his temples. “We’re not dating.”

“Only because you’re too stupid to ask her.”

He brought his head up sharply, wincing in pain. “Are you trying to tell me she wouldn’t turn me down?”

Heather clapped her hands together. “It’s a miracle, he has finally seen the light.”

“Are you guys trying to punk me? There is no way in hell you’re going to convince me that Tif likes me. Females like her go for the archangel type, not empaths like me.”

The three females looked at each other and seemed to come to a silent agreement about something. Jules addressed him, “You can either believe us or not. All I know is that if you break her heart one more time, I’m going to kick your ass.”

He shuffled his feet and wondered how in the hell he got himself in this situation. He should have just stayed home, but no he had to disobey Cam and go looking for Tiffany. He scrambled to think of something clever to say, but his mind was still on overload and he was really starting to feel sick. His stomach started to roll in painful waves and his mouth watered. “Don’t you feel it, Heather?”

She frowned. “Feel what?”

“Those Benadryl heads are sending all their emotions out and I’m absorbing them big time. You’re an empath, too, so aren’t you feeling it, too?”

“No, I’m not.”

Well he definitely was and he was about to hurl all over Tif’s friends. He tried to get up, but Heather braced her legs against the wall and blocked his way. Bear sat back down with a groan and he swallowed several times as he fought to get his rebellious stomach back in control.

Heather rapped on the table with her knuckles in order to get his attention. “You never answered my question. What do you like about Tiffany?”

Desperate to leave the club, Bear admitted the truth. “I like everything about her. Satisfied now?”

“No, you need to be more specific.”

Bear cursed under his breath. “I like the way that she smells like Cherry Jolly Ranchers, that she always sings the wrong words to songs on her iPod, how she snores just a little bit when she sleeps. I even like the way she fights.”

“That’s so sweet.” Megan clasped her hands together. “No wonder Tiffany is so into you.”

Heather finally had mercy and moved her legs.

Bear jumped up and ran outside. He barely made it to the back of the building before he puked his ever-living guts up. With his head leaned against the wall, he struggled hard to clear his mind. What was wrong with him? It seemed lately he was turning into an empath to the tenth degree. He was not only absorbing others feelings, but it seemed like he was amplifying them, too.

He groaned as he realized what he admitted to Tiffany’s friends. As Cam liked to say, fuck, damn, shit. They were going to tell her. How was he going to even look at her again let alone live with her? What was worse was Cam was sure to find out he snuck out of the house. He was going to be in for it big time. He tired hard not to sniff in the stink of his own vomit while he wallowed in self-pity. This had to be the worst night of his entire life. A small, soft hand touch his neck. It trailed upward before fingers spread out and fanned through his hair. The caress felt so good against his pounding head. “Is that you, Tiffany?” he asked hopefully, not turning from the wall.

“Oh, you look like my little puppy,” a soft voice cooed.

Oh boy, that definitely wasn’t Tiffany. He spun around and saw a small blonde succubus standing there. She smiled, showing off her fangs, then shook her long black wings and folded them neatly into her back. She wore a tight red leather outfit with matching high-heeled boots.

No biggie, she was only one demon. He could take her easy. He grabbed his nanchakus and moved to attack. Before he could, she reached out and grabbed his arm. He sucked in his breath sharply as his mind was slammed with flashbacks. They weren’t his though. They were Cam’s. His brother was in some dank cell dying and this female demon hovered over him. Then she fed him angel’s blood and changed Cam forever.

“You’re the one that turned him,” Bear rasped. His knees buckled underneath him as the energy leave his body. Whatever was happening to him made him sicker than a dog and as weak as a kitten. Crap, this was not good.

“Yes, I am the one that transformed your brother.” She pushed her body against his and licked him on the side of the face. “Do you want to know how my puppy repaid me for helping him? He dumped me. Now I have the chance to teach him a lesson.”

Before Bear could even think to fight back, she pinned him against the wall and bit his neck. With every drag of blood she took in, the night grew darker and darker. All he could think about was that he was going to be destroyed and he had never had the balls to tell Tiffany how he really felt. He slipped into a fuzzy sensual haze.

The succubus pulled her head away from him and licked her lips. “How interesting, you taste almost like your brother, too. I think I’m going to keep you. Maybe Daddy will let me turn another one.”

Her voice sounded miles away. She reached down and caressed him through his pants and he was ashamed when his body responded. Even in the condition he was in, he still was as horny as hell, but not for the female demon. “Tiffany,” he moaned.

The succubus snapped her head up, her bright green eyes blazing with anger. “You dare call me by another female’s name?”

Before Bear could apologize, much less get ready to defend himself, she pulled a dagger and stabbed him in the gut. He tried to cry out in pain, but all that came out was rush of air. She slammed him against the wall and bit him again. This time it was much harder and deeper. Tiffany, I messed up. This time he spoke her name in his head and in his heart.

* * * *

“What took you so long?” Heather asked.
Tiffany wasn’t about to tell them she had spent all this time in the stall crying. “There was a long line.”

“You missed all the excitement,” Megan smirked.

“What do you…” Tiffany stopped short, something was wrong. She might not be an empath or a psychic, but she knew that there was something bad happening to someone she cared a lot about. She stood up with a gasp. “It’s Bear, he’s in trouble.”

“Did Bear fall down a well, Lassie?” Heather quipped.

Tiffany ignored her and ran outside. The healer didn’t know how she knew where he would be, she just did. As soon as she was outside, she whipped off her red hood and armed her bow. Tiffany rounded the corner and saw the succubus pinning him to the wall. The angel pointed her weapon straight at the demoness. “Get your ugly hands off my male, you demon bitch.”

The succubus turned and laughed. Bear’s blood trickled down her chin. “You want him, then come and get him.”

Five more succubi flashed in, blocking her way to Bear. Tiffany could only watch in horror as the bitch demon used a dagger and slashed his throat. Bear fell to the street as he grabbed at his wound, like he was trying to stop the blood from pouring out. Tiffany screamed in denial even as she shot an arrow. It hit the blonde succubus right between the eyes. The demon hissed in pain as she vanished. The rest of the demons prepared to attack.

“Don’t worry, Tif, we’ve got your back,” Heather said.

Tiffany smiled as the relief washed over her. Her friends hadn’t let her down. All three of them were there and ready for battle. Heather had her whip out, Jules brandished two small daggers and Megan had a crossbow.

Tiffany heard Bear gagging on his own blood and felt a desperate urge to get to him. However, she kept her face cold and emotionless. The five succubi charged and the female angels met them in the middle of the street.

Tiffany called on all the training she leaned growing up and everything Uriel taught her since. She had to get to Bear to help him and that meant getting through the demons. She was not going to let him down. Tiffany grabbed the closest one by its hair and pulled it down while bringing up her knee. She felt the demon’s nose break. Tiffany pushed the succubus away with her foot. The female demon stumbled back several feet, then on her rump. Tiffany shot her right in the heart with her bow, sending the bitch back to Hell.

Her friends were engaged in their own battles. They may have just looked like a group of ditzes, but every one of them were highly trained angel warriors and they were good at what they did. Jules danced around and brandished her daggers with deadly efficiency. The demon she fought was cut to ribbons and Jules finally finished her off with one last stab. Heather and Megan held their own, too. Heather beat the crap out of a demon with her whip while Megan used her crossbow to shoot the demon tramps.

After they sent the last succubus back to Hell, Tiffany ran toward Bear. Before she could take more than two steps, more demons flashed in, surrounding them. This time it wasn’t succubi, it was a group of demon assassins and there were a lot of them, too. The females pressed their backs tight together and waited for the attack.

A ball of fire shot through the night and hit one of the assassins. It let out a bloodcurdling scream as it was completely vaporized. It was Cam and he looked every bit as big and scary as she always imagined he would in battle. He had Appolion, Ana, Rachael and Uriel with him and they didn’t exactly look friendly either.

The demons ran to fight the newcomers and that was all the opening Tiffany needed. She ran to Bear and threw herself onto the ground next to him. She scooped him up in her arms and held him to her chest as she wept in relief. His blood soaked through the top of her costume, but she didn’t care. All that mattered was that he was going to be safe. His mouth opened and closed several times as he struggled to say something. “Shhh, don’t try to talk,” she soothed. “Save your energy.”

Ana ran over. “Tiffany, flash him back to the house. I’ll call Derel to heal him.”

“No.” Tiffany shook her head.

Ana gave her a shocked look. “What do you mean, no?”

“I heal Bear, nobody else.” Tiffany lifted her chin even though she couldn’t believe she was finding the courage to stand up to Bear’s sister. “He’s mine.”

Ana was silent for a second before she gave a curt nod. “All right, you heal him. Take him home and we’ll take care of the demons.”

Tiffany tightened her grip on Bear and flashed them back to her room.

Chapter Fourteen

Finished repairing all the damage the demon bitch did to Bear, Tiffany opened her eyes and came out of her trance. She let out a pent up breath of relief as she could relax now because she healed him this time.

When she first flashed them to her room, he still tried to tell her something. His mouth formed words, but no sound passed through his damaged throat. He grabbed at her, tried to get her to understand, almost like he was desperate. She finally compelled him to sleep just to calm him down.

What was he trying to say? She snorted softly. Knowing Bear, he just wanted to yell at her again. He probably took offense to something she did back at the club or how she had fought the demons.

Tiffany realized she was stroking his hair and almost stopped, even started to pull back her hand, however found herself not wanting to stop. So why stop? It’s not like Bear would ever know. He was sound asleep. She shook her head. No she couldn’t do that. The others could flash in at any moment.

She went into her bathroom, filled a bowl with warm water and came back to the bed. Grabbing a washcloth, she wet it and then cleaned the blood off his bare chest. It was easy after she had cut away the bloody tee shirt, which she did after getting back to the house.

Tiffany tried hard to ignore how wonderful his chest felt beneath her hands. Long after all the blood had been cleaned off, she continued to run her fingers over the hard planes of his pecs before traveling down slowly to caress his ripped abs. Stopped just short of his waistband, she wasn’t willing to push things quite that far, yet. She jumped when he took in a sharp breath, sure he woke up. But when she looked up, his eyes were still closed.

Tiffany lightly traced his cheek with her fingers before touching his lips. She wondered for the hundredth time what it would be like to kiss him. It would be so easy to find out right now. It was just the two of them at home, the others were still off fighting the demons.

Oh it would be so wrong to do it though. Healers were strictly forbidden to take advantage of others while they were being treated. If Raphael or Gabi ever found out they would send her off packing back to her parents so fast her head would spin. She licked her lips and decided it was worth the risk. She leaned down and whispered in his ear, “I love you, Bear. I always have and always will.”

Then she kissed him. His lips were so soft and sweet, just like she always knew they would be. She went to pull away, but his arm came up and held her down.

He opened his eyes.

She gasped in shock. They weren’t light blue anymore. They were so dark they almost appeared black.

“Little Red Riding Hood should know better than to play with a sleeping wolf,” he said in a deep gravelly voice. He spun her around and pinned her to the bed.

* * * *

Appolion dispatched the last demon back to Hell and turned immediately to check on Ana. Seated next to Cam on the ground, she appeared unharmed while Cam bled like a stuck pig. “Are you okay, Ana?”

“I’m fine,” she replied. “I think fang-head here is the only one that got hurt.”

Appolion scanned the Tiffany crew and saw no injuries.

Cam laughed. “Did you see them earlier?” He spoke in a conspiratorial tone. “Four hot chicks, barely dressed, fighting. It was like a wet dream come true.”

“Really? I didn’t notice.” Appolion realized he might have said that a little too quickly when Ana gave him a sharp look.

She arched a brow at Cam. “Your little brother is hurt and all you can think about is sex? Honestly, Cam, sometimes I could strangle you.”

“If anyone is going to be strangled, it’s Bear.” Cam shifted his weight, hissing in pain. “How in the hell did one female demon manage to cut him down like that? He’s too good of a warrior for that to happen.”

Appolion caught Tiffany’s friends look at each other sheepishly.

Cam whistled to get their attention. “What are you hiding from me?”

Snow White bowed down. “My name is Heather, my Lord. When I was with your brother earlier, he was not feeling well.”

Cam looked up. “You see what I have to deal with, Appolion? Not only do I have some empath getting all formal with me in an alley, she won’t even tell me her real name to boot.”

“What do you mean Bear wasn’t feeling well?” Ana asked sharply.

Nervous, Heather fidgeted and looked at the other females for help, they looked at the ground. “He was acting like he was high on Benadryl,” she finally whispered.

Cam struggled to his feet. “I’m going to fucking kill him.”

Appolion reached out to steady him. “Easy there, big guy. You don’t even know if that’s what really happened.” He hoped it wasn’t true because he grew to really like Bear and, judging from the look on Cam’s face, there was going to be hell to pay if it were. Even though the female said Bear acted strange, Appolion couldn’t help but doubt Bear would do something that stupid. The kid just wasn’t the type.

A female dressed up like Dorothy bowed down next to Heather. “I am Jules, my Lord. When Megan asked Bear is he was high, he denied it.”

Megan hopped up and down. “Oh, oh, oh, maybe somebody slipped him something in his drink. I saw a movie about that once. I don’t think he did it on purpose. He may be a goof ball sometimes, but I’ve never seen him do something dumb like that. Although he was being a bit of a dork when he was sucking face with that skank on the dance floor.”

Heather looked up only enough to give her an annoyed glance. “Not in front of our Lordship, Megan.”

“He’s not my leader. I’m a healer, not an empath. Now if he wants me to heal him, I would be more than happy to do that.” She clasped her hands behind her back and gave Cam a coy look.

“Oh my gosh,” Jules squeaked. “You’re so embarrassing.”

Megan ignored her and turned to look at Appolion. To his dismay, he felt a wave of fear wash over him and even inched closer to Ana. The last thing he wanted in the world was to get into a conversation with this ditz. She made Tiffany seem like a rocket scientist.

“I know who you are,” she sang out happily. “You’re the Destroyer.”

Crap in a barrel, Buffy the Brain Cell Slayer knew who he was. She was right pleased with herself because she figured it out, too. He could tell that by the way she beamed at him.

“No way,” Jules argued. “Tiffany would have told us.”

“My daddy is an enforcer angel and I saw one of his wanted posters. That’s Appolion, I’m sure of it.”

Ana stood up and confronted her. “You can’t tell anyone.”

Megan frowned. “Does Michael know he’s here?”

“Yes, and the Chief wants us to lay low for a while so no one can know about this.”

“Okay,” Megan held up her small finger. “Do you want me to pinky swear?”

“God no.”

Cam addressed the two other females still bowed to him. “How about you two? Can you keep this to yourselves?”

“Of course we can,” Heather said, sounding slightly hurt.

“Thanks girls.” Cam tried walking again. “I’m going to go to Bear right now and find out for myself whether or not he was doing Benadryl. I swear if I find out he was doing that crap, I’m going to skin him alive. He wasn’t even supposed to be out tonight.”

“I’m going with you.” Rachael sheathed her sword onto her back. “You can’t go confront him on your own. Not in the condition you’re in.”

Don’t start with me.
Even though Cam sent the telepathic warning to Rachael, Appolion heard it, too.

You and I both know that you need to feed. You’ve lost way too much blood, she argued back. You can use me.
No! Cam sounded both angry and scared at the same time. You’re too close to being family. I’ll be fine, I’ve coasted before, I can do it again.
Appolion decided to add his two cents. She’s right. I can feel your control slipping away. You have one of two choices, either feed from one of us or you can start going demon right in front of these females.
Cam snarled.

Appolion wasn’t surprised that it sounded more demon than angel.
Shit, if I drink blood in front of them I will be going all demon.
Rachael took matters out of both of their hands, she went up to the two female empaths. “Your Lordship has been injured and he needs blood in order to heal properly. Is one of you willing to help him?”

Jules spoke up first. “It would be an honor.”

“Damn it, Rachael, no,” Cam spoke. “Don’t you remember what happened the last time I took right from the source?”

Jules lowered her head. “I’m sorry if I offended you, my Lordship. I know I’m young, but I’m a good warrior. I’m not tainted or anything.”

Appolion felt bad for the female. For her this was a matter of honor, she may look like a cheerleader, but deep down, she was a warrior at heart. Cam groaned as he seemed to reach the same conclusion. He allowed the empath to pull him closer.

“I need you to do me a favor,” Cam said low in his ear. “When I get too carried away, I need you to promise to pull me off her. She’s going to fight you, too, but you need to get us apart from each other.”

Appolion nodded as the enormity of what Cam said sank in. He thought about Cam’s fangs and eyes and wondered why he hadn’t seen it before. Cam just wasn’t part demon. He was part incubus. An incubus was the male version of succubus and they had just as much sex drive as their female counterparts. Appolion was a little surprised there weren’t that many incubi around. In fact, you could say they were almost an endangered species.

“Okay, Jules come here.” Cam crooked his finger. He stopped and closed his eyes for a moment. “What I mean is, it would be an honor, thank you.”

She instantly answered his beckon, her high-heeled shoes clicking against the street. That was the only sound. Everyone else was silent as they all pretended the situation was perfectly normal. Once she reached his side, Cam turned her so her back was to the building and stood in front of her so his massive body shielded her small one.

Appolion heard some whispers, rustled clothes and then her soft gasp. Ana buried her face in his shoulder and he rubbed the top her head in an effort to comfort her. He knew it was hard for her to have to see this part of Cam. Hell, it was hard for him to see Cam like this.

Jules girlish giggle floated through the air. “This isn’t half bad,” she said dreamily.

* * * *

Tiffany gasped in shock when Bear settled his body between her legs and nuzzled the side of her neck. Even though it felt good, really really good, she knew something was wrong. There was no way the Bear she knew would act like this. Then she remembered the bite mark she healed and realized it was the Bliss that must be affecting him, although she never saw anyone react this strongly to it before. “Bear, you really don’t want to do this.” She shivered when he ran one hand up the outside of her leg.
“Sure I do. I’ve wanted to do this for a long time.

If only that were true. “No, Bear, you’ve been infected with a succubus bite. Their spit has Bliss in it. It makes males horny.”

“This outfit that you have on is what’s making me horny.” He switched to a singsong voice, “Why, Little Red Riding Hood, what beautiful lips you have. The better to kiss you with, my dear.”

Wow, could he kiss, too and, even though Tiffany knew she was being a very bad angel, she enjoyed every second of it. She never knew a kiss could be this carnal and sweet at the same time. He alternated between using his tongue to sweep around the inside of her and using his teeth to nip at her bottom lip. Oh, this was so much better with him awake. When he finally let her come up for air, she said, “We really shouldn’t be doing this, it’s wrong. You’re not feeling well.”

“I’m feeling just fine.” He pushed himself against her thigh so his erection pressed against his jeans. “See, I’m not so little after all.”

He looked at her with such tender want there was no way she could deny him. Not when she had dreamed every single night of him looking at her that way. In all fairness, she had tried to stop him, at first.

 “Bear, I never thought that you were little. To me you’re perfect.” Then she completely gave into the moment. Even though she knew he would hate her in the morning and she would be in a world of trouble. She just had to have him all to herself, even if it was for one night.

Since she had nothing to lose, she admitted everything to him. In between fervent, hot kisses, she told him how much she loved him, about how he was all she thought about and how there would never be another male for her. He didn’t say anything back, but then again, his lips were very busy. When they weren’t pressed against hers, they were on her throat, her ears and her face.

He brushed the back of his fingers against the tops of breasts. Since her top was low cut, he encountered a lot of skin and the heated contact made her gasp in surprise. He stopped immediately and looked down at her with those dark eyes.

“Do you want me to stop?” he sounded like he was in pain. “Because I will if you want me to.”

Tiffany thought for a moment. Things were going fast, very fast and it did scare her a little, but this was her Bear and she was always safe with him. Instead of answering him with words, she hesitantly lowered her hand, touching his cock. He arched his hips against her hand and moaned.

“That’s it, baby.” He threw back his head and hissed when her hand moved in slow lazy circles. “Squeeze me, just a little bit.”

She obeyed and was rewarded with his whimper in her ear. How freaking cool was that? She was actually turning him on even more. It’s just the Bliss, it’s not you. She told the negative voice in her head to shut up. Bear was starting to trail his fingers up her leg once again and this time it was on the inside, not the outside. As he got higher and higher, he wasn’t stopping.

He reached the area where her panties were, but he didn’t go any further. Instead he made slow seeping circles, coming so close, but not quite touching. He did this for several minutes until she was ready to scream at him to relive the ache that building up inside her. He finally had mercy on her, reached inside her white thong and stroked her slippery folds, ever so gently. She clutched his shoulders tightly as an unfamiliar feeling coursed through her body. It wasn’t unpleasant, far from it, but it still felt like she was going to come apart. “Bear?” his name came out as a breathless question.

“It’s okay,” he panted in her ear. “Just relax and let me take care of you. God, you’re so hot and wet.”

She almost blushed at his bluntness, but quickly forgot to be embarrassed when he slipped one of his fingers inside her core. Her body tightened around him in response and she moaned softly. She never went this far with a male and realized now it was because she saved herself for him. He moved his finger in and out of her gently as she moved her hips in time to his thrusts. She had no idea it could feel this good.

“That’s it,” his voice seemed a million miles away. “Just ride it out, enjoy it.”

She arched her body up as an orgasm rocked through her body.

He chuckled lightly. “I’m glad you liked that because there is plenty more where that came from.”

* * * *

Appolion knew the instant Cam went from feeding mode to incubus mode. His body tightened up and he pressed the small female closer to the wall. Then he grabbed one of her legs and hooked it around his waist. When one finger slipped in the top of her thigh high stocking, he decided it was time to intervene. “I think it’s about time to break things up.”
Cam tried to fight, but lucky for them both, Appolion was every bit as strong as Cam. He pushed the empath back several feet and slammed him hard into a parked car in order to snap him out of it.

Cam shook his head several times before looking down at his feet. “I’m okay,” he grunted. “Shit, Appolion, did you have to ram me into the car that hard? That fucking hurt.”

Appolion heard scuffling behind him. He turned around and saw Ana and Rachael fighting with Jules. The small female struggled with all she was worth to get back at Cam. Rachael waved her hand in front of Jules face and the female slumped over as she was compelled to a deep sleep. Rachael and Ana held her up so she wouldn’t hit the ground.

Heather’s jaw dropped. “What’s gotten into her?”

“I know.” Megan did that little hopping thing again. She pointed an accusing finger at Cam. “You have the Bliss in you. Don’t you?”

“Bliss, what’s that?” Heather asked.

“It means Jules just had the biggest orgasm of her life.” Megan whipped back her hair so her own neck was exposed. “Do me next.”

Cam completely ignored her and addressed the others. “You guys stay with the Barbie triplets and make sure they know how important it is to keep their mouths shut. I’m going to have a little talk with Bear.”

Ana gave him a worried look. “Megan said Bear wasn’t taking Benadryl. So why are you going to go give him hell?”

“It’s just not that.” Cam gave them a dark look. “Bear got bit by that succubus so he’s been infected with the Bliss, too, and he’s all alone with Tiffany.”

“Oh no!” Ana’s eyes got huge. “He’s going to mark her if you don’t get there in time.”

“Please,” Cam snorted. “Bear has no clue about what to do with a female.”

Chapter Fifteen

Okay, so he had been wrong. Bear did know what to do with a female.

Cam flashed himself right into Tiffany’s room, expecting to see a whole different kind of healing going on than what was going on in her bed. Maybe it had been a bit rude on his part, popping in without knocking, but then he didn’t exactly feel like Miss. Manners right now. It’s not like the two of them noticed him anyway. They were way too busy trying to eat each other’s face to pay him any mind. At least they still had all their clothes on, though he didn’t even want to guess where Bear’s hands might be at the moment.

He tried clearing his throat. They didn’t hear him. Then he coughed, loudly. They still didn’t hear him. Since things were beginning to feel a little awkward, at least to him they were, he decided to be a little more rude. “Hi, Bear. I think we need to have a word in private,” he said loudly.

Tiffany jumped a country mile, but ol’ Bear stayed put. Much to his relief, his brother did move his hands from wherever they were and put them on her shoulders. He whipped his head around and Cam was shocked as shit to see his eyes were now black. Cam took one step forward and Bear hissed a warning. The vibes his baby brother gave off were completely foreign, unlike anything he ever felt coming off Bear. They were almost demon like.

Bear snarled, “Back off! She’s mine. You can have all the others, I just want this one.”

Cam held up his palms in a placating gesture. “Easy there, little brother. No one is going to take away your Tiffany. You just need to let her up for a while so we can talk.”

Bear gripped Tiffany even harder causing her to gasp in pain. “In case you haven’t noticed, I don’t want to talk right now. I have other plans and they don’t involve you. So go away.”

“I can’t do that, Bear. You need to let the female up, now.”

Bear shook his head. “I don’t think so. I’m going to go ahead and mark her.”

“No.” Cam reached out to grab Tiffany, but Bear snarled again and snapped his teeth together, almost like he had fangs, too. Cam brought his hand back in a quick hurry.

“It’s okay,” Bear argued in that strange harsh voice. “She wants it just as much as I do. I touched her there and she’s ready for me.”

Tiffany brought up a hand and slugged him on the side of the head. “Bear, shut up. Don’t you tell your brother that.”

Bear caught her arm and started to give her little kisses on the inside of her wrist, all the while mumbling an ancient angel love poem to her. Cam rolled his eyes, tried not to vurp, before he barked, “Tiffany, you need to get up now.”

Tiffany tried to wiggle out from underneath Bear, but he held her tight. She winced before saying, “You’re hurting me, Bear.”

Bear immediately loosened his hold on her and started nuzzling her neck again. “I’m sorry, babe,” he whispered in between kisses.

Tiffany swatted him on the back. “Bear, your brother is standing right there.”

“That’s okay, he’ll be leaving soon,” Bear said as he nibbled her ear.

Tiffany stopped trying to get up and let out a contented sigh.

“No, he won’t be leaving soon.” Cam was about ready to forget the fact his brother wasn’t in his right mind and beat his ass anyway. “Tiffany you need to tell Bear to stop, he’ll listen to you. Tiffany…Tiffany…Son of bitch, Tiffany, do it now.”

“Oh…right. Bear, you need to stop now?”

Cam growled, “Damn it, female, don’t make it a question. Sound like you mean it.”

Tiffany shot him a dirty look, “Let me up right now, Bear. It’s time to stop.”

Bear whimpered, but rolled off her. Cam grabbed her by the arm and hauled her to her feet, then pushed her into a nearby chair. Bear let out another warning snarl. He ignored his little brother and fixed Tiffany with a steely glare. “You sit right there and keep your trap shut. I’ll deal with you in a second.”

Tiffany immediately tried to make herself as small as possible in the chair.

Next Cam grabbed Bear off the bed and dragged him out of the room. Bear fought every inch of the way. Fortunately for both of them, Appolion and Uriel flashed into the hallway right then. Cam shoved Bear in their direction. “Take him to his room and keep him there. I’m going to have a chat with Tiffany,” he spat her name like it was a foul taste in his mouth. He walked back in the room and stared her down. “What the fuck were you doing?”

She trembled. “I’m so sorry. I wasn’t thinking right.”

“Your damn straight you weren’t.” He gave her a disgusted once over. “You still have his blood all over you and you’re trying to seduce him. You know better than that. What kind of healer are you?”

She threw herself down at his feet. “Please, I beg your forgiveness. I know what I did was wrong and I’m truly sorry.”

He hauled her to her feet before pushing her into the chair again. “Don’t fucking bow down to me. You’re not one of my empaths and, even if you were, I still wouldn’t accept your apology. Although I shouldn’t be shocked, all females are alike. Treacherous bitches. Pack your shit together, your leaving this house tonight.”

She nodded her head as big, fat tears rolled down her cheeks.

Fortunately for him, tears didn’t affect him anymore. He left the room, slamming the door behind him. Before he even got to Bear’s room, he heard the commotion. As soon as he stepped inside, he dodged a lamp that flew through the air. Come to think of it, a lot of stuff flew through the air. Bear was pissed and it wasn’t a good thing for the rest of them because the empath obviously discovered he was telekinetic as well.

“I think his powers are really popping now,” Uriel announced. He and Appolion held Bear against the wall and it looked like it took their combined strengths to keep him there.

“Gee, you think?” Cam asked dryly.

“I told you not to touch her,” Bear yelled, almost breaking free from Appolion and Uriel. “I’m going to destroy you.”

“You need to calm down,” Cam ordered back, only to have Bear send another lamp flying his way. “I didn’t hurt her, I promise.”

“Go fuck yourself.”

It wasn’t until Cam saw all the stunned, confused faces that he realized the entire conversation he and Bear just had was in demon speak. Bear still used it, calling him the slime from a slug demon’s ass. A most vile cut down, but Cam was too worried and scared shitless to be insulted at the moment. He looked over at Appolion and saw his concern, too.

“This is all your fault you know,” Rachael said from the hallway. Ana stood next to her.

Cam curled his lip. “How is this my fault? I wasn’t the one trying to swallow Bear’s tongue.”

Ana got a real sour look on her face. “That’s a real nice visual there. I’m going to need a lobotomy just to scrub it from my memory.”

Bear started yelling in the demon language again and Ana shot the empath a questioning look.

Cam gave a helpless, You got me, shrug. He had no freaking clue what was happening to Bear, he just knew it wasn’t good.

“It’s okay,” Rachael soothed. “He just took in too many vibes from the succubus, he’s not turning demon or anything.”

“Do you think he’ll go back to normal?” Cam’s voice broke a bit.

“I’m sure of it, we just need to get him to calm down, that means that you need to calm down.”

Since Rachael had lived almost her entire immortal life in Hell and knew demons inside and out, Cam decided to take her on her word Bear wasn’t turning. He ducked as Bear sent something else flying his way, “I’m not the one that started this whole mess, it was Tiffany. So if anyone is to blame for Bear’s psychic temper tantrum, it’s her.”

Rachael put her hands on her hips and eyeballed Cam, which was never a good sign. It usually meant you were about to get your ass chewed out. Rachael didn’t disappoint. “Bear is mad because he senses Tiffany is upset, you stupid idiot, and you’re the one that hurt her feelings. How could you be so mean to her?”

“Back off, Rachael. That was a dirty trick she pulled. What if Bear had marked her? Then he would have been stuck with her for the rest of his days. Crap, we would be stuck with her.”

Rachael crossed her arms. “Guess what, dumb ass? Everything Bear did to her in that room was because he wanted to. He’s in love with her, anybody can see that.”

“She should have left immediately and called one of us instead of letting him molest her.”

This time it was Ana that came to her defense. “Maybe she should have, but she really likes him a lot. She just did a stupid thing tonight. Tiffany would never do anything sneaky on purpose.”

Cam snorted in disbelief.

Rachael snapped, “Just because you’ve always had lousy taste in females doesn’t mean Bear does, too. Not all females are bad. You seem to like Ana and me just fine and we’re of the female persuasion.”

“You and Ana are different.”

“Oh really? Maybe someone needs to remind you it was Tiffany who was in that alley tonight fighting to protect Bear. From your succubus, too.”

“She’s not my succubus.” He felt a surge of guilt go through him. “Well, she’s not my succubus anymore. I broke off any contact with her years ago.”

Appolion still struggled with Bear, “This is really a sweet conversation, guys, but I would really appreciate it if someone could go calm Tiffany down. It’s getting harder and harder to control lover boy here.”

Cam sighed and ran his hands through his hair. “I’ll go apologize to her and tell her I didn’t mean it when I told her to leave.”

Rachael shook her head. “I don’t think so. She needs a female’s touch right now. I’ll go talk to her.”

Ana and Cam exchanged uneasy glances. “That might not be a good idea,” he said.

Rachael sighed. “I know, she doesn’t like me. I’ve picked up those feelings from her, too, but it’s just because she’s jealous of the relationship Bear and I have. I’ll just explain to her it’s harmless. Don’t worry, I’m real good at this.”

Cam nodded because Rachael was right. She was good at taking care of others. It’s what she did ever since she came home to them three years ago. She went up to Bear and whispered something in his ear before she kissed him on the cheek. Bear calmed down and stopped struggling instantly.

“You couldn’t have done that sooner?” Appolion yelled as she left the room.

* * * *

It took almost an hour for them to get Bear to sleep and it was only then that Ana left his side. She went to Tiffany’s room and found Rachael sitting alone on the bed. She was sporting a nice pair of braids.
“Tiffany likes to braid hair while she talks.” Rachael picked one of them up and glanced down at it, an impressed look on her face. “How she managed to tame my mess is a wonder.”

Ana smiled. “How’s she doing?”

“Better, I finally got her to take a shower. Man, she’s really got it bad for our little Bear. She’s in love with him.”

Tiffany came out of her bathroom. Her hair was wet and she was dwarfed in a pair of fuzzy purple sweats. When she saw Ana, she stopped dead in her tracks. Her bottom lip trembled a bit and she started to twist her hands together. “Are you mad at me, too?” she asked in a small voice.

Ana immediately felt her heart go soft. “No, sweetie. I’m not angry with you. I just think you did a stupid thing.”

“How’s Bear doing?”

“He’ll be fine, he’s sleeping it off right now.”

“Can I see him?”

“Why don’t you wait awhile? If he senses you’re near he might wake up and he needs his rest.”

“M’kay,” she murmured.

She looked down at her feet, but not before Ana saw her wipe away a tear.

 “I didn’t mean for it to go that far, I just really like him a lot and it was nice to have him act like he liked me back for once.”

“Why don’t you show her your box?” Rachel suggested softly.

“She’ll think I’m some kind of dorky stalker.” Tiffany twisted her hands together nervously again.

“No, she won’t. Show her.”

Tiffany padded across her room and pulled a box out from under her bed. The contents could only be described as a shrine to Bear. There was several of his favorite CD’s and DVD’s, several photos, a book titled, Hockey for Dummies, among other things.

Ana pulled out a piece of Christmas wrapping paper and gave a questioning look.

Tiffany blushed. “It’s what he wrapped my gift in last year. I know it’s stupid to keep it. He probably didn’t even pick it out himself, you must have done it for him.”

“No, he did that all by himself. I told you before, he likes you just as much as you like him.”

Tiffany’s eyes filled with tears. “Not after what I did tonight. He’s going to hate me for sure now.”

Ana didn’t know how to respond because she honestly did not know how Bear was going to react. She looked over at Rachael for help. Rachel gave Tiffany a big hug.

“I think us girls need a slumber party tonight,” she announced. “I’ll go make the popcorn.”

* * * *

Bear woke up and groaned. Crap, it felt like every nerve in his body was pissed off at him. The room spun around a few times, then stopped. What the heck? It felt like a bus hit him, backed up and then hit him again. He sat up and swung his feet over the side of the bed. He never had a hangover before, but was pretty damn sure this is what one felt like. Which was crazy, because angels can’t drink booze so what in the hell happened?

A snicker came from the side.

He turned his head. It was Cam and he didn’t look too pleased right now. Bear groaned and instantly regretted making any sound at all as his head screamed on protest.

Cam walked over and whistled loudly in his ear.

Bear cringed as the sound bounced around his skull. “What the hell, Cam?” he whispered.

“It’s nice to see that Sleeping Beauty finally decided to get up,” Cam nearly shouted every word. “Are you going to tell me what happened last night?”

Bear tried to remember, but it was all one big blur. He vaguely remembered a succubus, a battle, him getting hurt and then Tiffany healing him. After that, things went completely fuzzy, although he did remember a really hot dream he had about Tiffany. They were in her bed and she was—the clap of Cam’s hands in front of his face brought him painfully back to the present.

“You need to focus here, Bear. You got taken down by one succubus and that was after you were acting high in the club.”

“Who told you I was acting high?”

“Snow White.”

“That would be Heather,” Bear supplied. “You can’t listen to anything she said, she’s almost as dumb as Megan.”

“Funny you should say that, it was Megan that came to your defense.”

“Oops, I guess Megan isn’t the dumb one after all.” He went to get up.

Cam shoved back down onto the bed. “Were you doing Benadryl last night?”

The deadly calm tone was what his brother used to scare others into doing what he wanted, but Bear really wasn’t in the mood for his games today. Besides he knew his brother would never hurt him, at least not permanently. “You actually think I would do that junk?” He was really starting to get pissed. “Screw you. I thought you knew me better than that.”

“Don’t get smart with me. I’m two steps from taking your ass out back and beating some sense into it. Even if you didn’t take that drug you still went out here last night, half cocked, without anybody protecting your back. Our whole family is a target, Bear, you can’t afford to take risks like that.”

Bear snorted. “Don’t get all preachy with me. I may not remember much from last night, but I do recall it was your demon tart that attacked me. She even said I looked like her little puppy.” He was pleased to see that comment finally took some of the wind out of his brother’s sails.

Cam’s jaw worked as he ground his teeth together and was silent for several seconds. He finally gave an apologetic look. “I shouldn’t have accused you like that,” he said slowly. “I just kind of freaked out when I saw you hurt. Then when you started acting all weird after and it scared me even more.”

Well that shocked him. Big old bad Cam admitting he was both wrong and scared. Bear sighed as his own anger left him in one big rush, but then he could never stay mad at Cam. He knew better than anyone what his brother went through. Their psychic link was so strong Bear felt it whenever Cam suffered in Hell. “It’s okay,” he muttered. “I should have told you the truth earlier.”

Cam tilted his head to the side. “What would that be?”

“Ever since my gifts surfaced, I’ve gone through other changes as well. I’ve been empathing way too much. Not only have I been absorbing other’s feeling, I’ve been amping them up, too.”

Cam gave a stunned look. “You were acting high because of all the other high angels around you. That would explain why you were acting like a demon last night, too. You absorbed Lilith’s vibes.”

“Who’s Lilith?”

“My demon…ah, friend.” Cam shifted his eyes to the side.

“What was she even doing at an angel nightclub?”

That made Cam pause, “That’s a very good question. In fact, I have several questions for whoever owns that joint. Like how is it drugs are being dealt right out in the open?”

“Well, since it’s Benadryl and you can buy it at any drugstore, I guess it really isn’t breaking any rules.”

“Bullshit,” Cam snapped. “Michael has declared it illegal for any angel warrior to mess with that crap.” He checked his pockets for weapons, his face stormy.

Bear asked, “What are you going to do?”

Cam snapped his fangs together. “I’m shutting down that drug den. They could have gotten you killed last night.”

“Cam, I’m fine, you don’t have to go all ballistic on my account.”

“This isn’t just about family, Bear. That’s my empaths that are in there using that crap and it’s going to end now.”

Before he could argue any more, Cam flashed out of the house. Bear cursed under his breath and went to the bathroom to splash some water on his face in the hopes it would clear away some of the brain fog. When he caught his reflection in the mirror, he stopped in shock. Where in the hell did he get a hickey?

Then it all came back to him as clear as a bell. He wasn’t dreaming last night, it really did happen. He was all over Tiffany like some dog in heat and she liked it. Almost as much as he did. In fact, she’d kissed him right back. What kind of game was she playing?

Bear tore out of his bedroom looking for her. He found Rachael seated at the kitchen table, almost like expecting him. He picked up one of her braids and cocked his head to the side. He would have known Tif’s handiwork anywhere. “Where is she?” he asked in a deceptively calm voice.

Rachael didn’t even bother asking who, just pointed to the pantry.

Bear nodded his thanks and walked inside where Tiffany searched one of the far shelves. He shut the door.

She turned around and dropped a can of cat food.

It rolled until it hit his foot and stopped. Bear stalked her until her back pressed against the shelves and put one hand on either side of her head. A moment of panic flashed across her face before she replaced it with a weak smile.

“How are you feeling this morning, Bear?”

“I feel like crap. First of all, I wake up with one hell of a hangover, then I get the third degree from my brother because Heather can’t keep her big mouth shut and, to top it all off, I discover my healer missed a spot last night.”

“Missed a spot? What do you mean?”

He pointed out the hickey. Guilt covered her features. Tiffany always wore her emotions on her face. He must remember never to take her to a poker game.

She went to touch it, then pulled her hand back like she touched something hot. “I can explain that.”

“Please do. You see, at first I thought it was a succubus bite, then I realized no, it’s a Tiffany bite.”

She tilted up her head.

Her lips were only inches from his. He wished he had the courage to lean down and see if she really did kiss as good as he remembered. Good Molly, he did more than kiss her last night. He was right in the middle of touching every inch of her before Cam interrupted. He suddenly felt robbed.

“I’m so sorry, Bear,” Tiffany said in a timid voice. “I’ll understand if you don’t want me to work with you anymore.”

“Why did you stay and let me do those things to you?”

She looked down. “Because I wanted you to do those things. I completely took advantage of you and I know it was wrong.”

Bear strangled out a laugh. She took advantage of him? He was the one with his hands inside her panties. In fact, he was just about ready to replace his hands with his mouth when his brother came in and busted them up. He was so going to kill Cam for that one. “Did you mean what you said last night?” He tried to ignore the nervous hammering of his heart. “I need to know you weren’t toying with me.”

She nibbled her bottom lip.

Bear remembered how good it tasted last night. He also remembered how good her body felt underneath him. Leaning closer to her, he felt a small thrill of victory when she didn’t pull away. In fact, he could have sworn she was trying to get even closer to him. The sweet smell of Cherry Jolly Ranchers filled his nose, overwhelming his senses in a good way.

She finally answered, “What would you say if I did mean all those things?”

He took a deep breath and blurted, “Ditto.”

“Huh?”

Finding his courage, he took the plunge. “I feel the same way about you, too.”

She gifted him with a huge smile. “Really?”

“Really. I’ve been watching you since the day we both came here to live.”

She gave him a playful swat on the chest. “Liar, you called me an airhead.”

“That was because I freaked out because I fell in love with you the instant I saw you.” Bear felt his stomach flip and realized what he just revealed. Crap, he probably blew everything by going too fast. Relief flood through him at her coy look.

“Does that mean you’re going to kiss me again? Because I would let you if you wanted to.”

He took it slow, taking the time nibble playfully at her lips before he finally slipped his tongue inside her mouth to explore the sweetness within. She ran both her hands through his hair and released a deep sigh. He pulled away and looked in her big brown eyes, still not believing all this was really happening.

She wrapped her arms around his neck and whispered, “I love you, too, Bear.”

* * * *

“Where’s Bear?” Ana came into the kitchen.
Rachel pointed to the pantry, never looking up from her paper. “In there with Tiffany. They’ve been in there for fifteen minutes now.”

Appolion chuckled as he walked in and gave his sister a small peck on her cheek. She seemed a bit surprised by his display of affection. “I’m sure they are just talking in there?”

“I think they’re adding the fabric softener,” Rachael smirked.

Ana felt a wave a panic go through her. Surely Bear couldn’t be doing that. Not even one of her brothers would be so crass as to mark a female in a pantry. She was relieved when the door opened and Bear and Tiffany came out. They were holding hands and, while Tiffany’s lips were swollen and her top was a bit rumpled, she appeared pretty much put together. Ana gave a questioning look to Appolion. If Bear marked the healer than any male would instantly know the minute they saw her.

“You can stop worrying,” Appolion muttered under his breath. “They didn’t add the fabric softener, yet.”

Bear said, “We’re going to the store to buy cat food.”

Appolion gave him a disbelieving look. “It takes both of you to pick up cat food.”

Bear shrugged. “It’s my turn to do the shopping.”

Tiffany added. “And I have to go with him because he doesn’t know where the cat food is. Are we going to take your truck, Bear?”

“No, let’s take your car.”

She gave him a cute little frown. “Why?”

He leaned down and whispered something in her ear.

All Ana caught was something about the car having a bigger backseat.

Tiffany giggled before she nodded her head and grabbed the keys off the rack.

Bear snagged them from her hands. “I’ll drive.” He dodged her hands as she tried to get them back.

“No way, Bear, I’ll drive,” she argued as they walked out of sight toward the garage.

Tiffany’s laughter drifted back to them. “Okay Bear, since you asked that way, you can drive.”

They all stood there in stunned silence long after the couple left. Finally, Rachael rolled her eyes, “I hope he doesn’t go and mark her in the backseat of her car. That would be so cliché.”

Chapter Sixteen

“Honey, I’m home and I brought the boss for dinner,” Bear announced with mock happiness as he and Tiffany came home from their cat fooderrand.

Appolion noticed that neither carried a grocery bag. Michael came walking in after them with a pained look on his face. Almost like he quite didn’t know what to make of Bear.

Appolion was stunned when he finally saw the great Michael for the first time. The Chief wasn’t like anything he thought he would be. He always imagined him as some giant with a stern face, not as some regular guy. Crap, he didn’t appear to be any older than any of them.

Michael asked, “Not what you expected?”

Appolion was so taken back by the Chief’s appearance he blurted, “Well, no. I kind of expected you to be older and meaner looking. You remind me of a…”

“A beer drinking, country music listening, football fan,” Rachael came in and sat down.

Part of Appolion agreed. With his plaid shirt, worn jeans, warm brown eyes and shaggy dark blond hair, Michael did kind of match that description. Another part of him was mortified by Rachael’s flippant behavior. Michael was their leader and she should be showing him more respect than. In Hell, not being subservient to your ruler was a good way to end up in the torture chamber. However, Michael didn’t appear to take offense, just the opposite.

“Nice to see you, too, Rachael,” he said with a small chuckle, “and tell your brother to stop looking at me that way. I don’t bite. Where’s Ana?”

“She’s taking a nap,” Rachael supplied. “We had a very busy night.”

“So I heard.” Michael fixed Bear with a hard stare. The empath squirmed. “What were you doing outside of the house, just now? I specifically ordered you to stay put until I know it’s safe.”

Bear tried for a cocky grin, but failed because it was obvious he was as nervous as hell. “Technically, since we were parked in the garage, we were home. We never went anywhere.”

Rachael laughed. “You mean to tell us that you’ve been out there all this time?”

Appolion added, “It’s been two hours.”

Michael had a ghost of a smile on his face. “If I hadn’t of interrupted them, they’d probably still be at it.”

Bear blushed. “You were the one that put me under house arrest? I thought it was Cam.”

“No, Cam just took all the heat for it. Would you have obeyed and stayed in if you had known the order came directly from me?”

“Probably not.”

“Well at least you’re an honest sneak.” Michael addressed his next question to the entire group, “Does anyone know where Cam is? I wanted to ask him about an angel nightclub that went up in flames about an hour ago.”

Bear opened his mouth.

Michael raised a hand. “Save the excuses, Bear, I know exactly what is going on because Little Miss. Tiffany doesn’t know how to shield her mind and she just mentally blurted everything to me.”

Bear gave a pleading look, “He was just really upset that I went and got hurt last night. It’s all my fault so if you’re going to be pissed at someone, be mad at me.”

Michael’s face softened. “You don’t need to cover for him. It may surprise you, but this is one of the few times where I happen to be happy he went berserker. Not only did that club need to be shut down, we needed to send out a lesson to anyone else tempted to deal with demons. Now, where would Cam go in this town if he needed to find a place to cool down?”

Bear sighed, “Come on, I’ll take you.”

“I’ll come, too,” Appolion volunteered. “Ray, you stay behind in case he comes back.”

* * * *

Several hours, and neutral bars, later they were no closer to finding him than before. Now Appolion worried. He really liked Cam a lot, but he wouldn’t put it past him to go off and do something stupid either.

Bear drew up short and pointed at a movie house. “He’s in there.”

They made themselves visible to the humans and went inside. Bear led them to one of the theaters and sure enough, Cam was sitting there, pretty as you please, watching a movie. He even had a tub of popcorn and a soda. Bear plopped down in the seat next to them.

Cam seemed only mildly surprised. “Checking up on me, Uncle Mike?” He offered Bear some of his popcorn.

“Yes I was,” Michael said frankly. “I was sure we would find you up to your old games.”

Cam looked thoughtful for a moment. “You know I haven’t had those urges in the past few days. Strange, huh?”

Michael shifted his gaze from Cam to Bear and then back to Cam again. “Would you say you haven’t been feeling them since you’ve been with Bear?”

Cam shrugged, “I guess.”

“I think it’s because of Bear that you’re not so moody.”

Bear pointed to his own chest. “What did I do?”

“You’ve been absorbing his dark feelings.”

Cam gave him a doubtful look. “Bear had been doing more than just absorbing feelings lately, he’s been amplifying them tenfold. If what you say is true, then he would be a really cranky Bear.”

“I didn’t say it made sense, I just think that it would be a good idea if you stuck close to him for a while.”

Appolion reached over and got a handful of popcorn. “Just think of it this way, you got your very own Bearcurity blanket.”

Cam flipped him off and there was a giggle from a group of female humans seated across the aisle. They waved. Cam smiled and waved back. They giggled even harder and whispered to each other. “You’ve lived among humans a long time. Did you ever have sex with one, Appolion?”

“Crap no.” He looked nervously over at Michael. “I just never had the desire. Humans don’t do anything for me.”

Michael rubbed his eyes. “Do I even want to know where this is headed?”

Cam gave him a wicked grin. “Don’t get your panties in a bunch, Chief. Human’s don’t get it up for me either. I was just wondering is all.”

Bear gave Michael an imploring look. “Please, tell me I was adopted.”

“You were adopted, Bear,” Cam spoke in a quick fire manner. “Angelina Jolie wanted you, but Mom and Dad got to you first. So now, instead of living in Beverly Hills with Brad Pitt, you’re stuck with us playing angel hero.”

“I knew it.” Bear shook his head with mock sadness. “Man, I could have seen Angelina in her nighties, too. Damn my luck.”

“You better not let Tiffany hear you say that. She’ll spank you and not in a way you like.”

Appolion watched the two brothers banter back and forth and felt a twinge in his heart. It was almost like he was longing for his own brother, which was stupid. Why would he want something he never really had to begin with?

Michael gave a knowing look and held out his cell phone. “Abdiel is speed dial four. He’s been waiting for you to call him. He misses you, too.”

“He’s got his own family to worry about,” Appolion argued. “He doesn’t need me messing up everything.”

“He wants you in his life. The only reason he hasn’t come to see you yet is that he’s afraid of scaring you away. He’s waiting for you to make the first move.”

Appolion nervously cleared his throat and rubbed the screen of the phone. “You’re not supposed to use these things in the theater.”

Michael gave a crooked smile. “Who’s going to stop us?”

Appolion had to admit he was right. Bear was the smallest one out of them and he stood at over six-foot and, even though he was scrawny by angel standards, in the human world he could be a linebacker. Before losing his courage, he flipped the phone open and pressed the number four.

* * * *

“Appolion would you sit down?” Ana said from the bed. “All your pacing is beginning to make me nervous.”

He kept wearing a hole in the carpet. “I don’t know why I let Michael talk me into this. Abdiel’s going to be disappointed in me. Just like the rest of my family always was.”

Ana came up and wrapped her arms around his waist. “Abdiel is not going to be disappointed in you. He and Rachael aren’t like your parents and brothers.”

He held her tight, inhaling her familiar scent and taking some comfort in it. “I said some really nasty things to him the last time we saw each other.”

“I know Abdiel. He won’t care about that, he’ll just be happy to have you back.”

He pulled away from her. “You know what? I’m just going to go for a ride on my bike. I need to get away.” He opened the door and almost walked right into his brother. Appolion had forgotten how big and mean Abdiel could look. His brother’s dark hair was cut shot and kept in perfect order, except for one lock that hung down between his dark eyes. He wore the black leather uniform of the angel warriors, complete with a sword strapped to his back. They called Abdiel, The Dark Angel, and the titled sure fit. Appolion looked down at his worn jeans, Rolling Stones shirt and scuffed boots, then felt like the loser he was. Abdiel was going to see right through him in a heartbeat.

Ana squeezed passed them. “I’ll give you two some privacy,” she murmured as she left.

Abdiel recovered first. “Uh, thanks, Ana. Gabi is downstairs, she’s been real anxious to see you.”

Appolion didn’t say anything or move a muscle, although a huge part of him wanted to run out in the hallway and bring Ana back in. Deciding it would be rude to leave one’s long lost brother in the hall, Appolion stood to the side so the archangel could step inside. Abdiel took a chair while Appolion sat on the bed. They both sat there quiet, neither one quite knowing what to say.

Abdiel broke the silence. “Gabi and I were really happy to hear about you and Ana getting together.”

Appolion let out a bitter laugh. “Well it made Ana a fugitive.”

“The council just used that as an excuse. They would love nothing more than to lock all of us up. Even before you resurfaced, we’ve been walking a thin line between peace and war with them.”

“It still probably would have been better for everybody if I stayed lost.”

“Don’t say that,” Abdiel said harshly. “You’re finally back where you belong, with me and Rachael. Look I may not be good at expressing my feelings like the Lehors, but damn it, Appolion, I love you and I’ve missed you.”

God, how Appolion wanted to believe that, but a small part of him was still leery. Then he thought of Ana. If she could find him worthy, then why not Abdiel? He noticed he nibbled on his thumbnail, all Bear style, and jerked his hand down. He realized he was about to cry like some girl and he hated that. “You might not say all that if you knew everything about me.”

Abdiel shook his head. “I don’t care about any of that, Appolion. You’re my brother and I will always love you no matter what.”

“Douma and Forcas were our brothers, too.”

“Those bastards stopped being my brothers the day they hurt you and Rachael.”

Damn it, why did it feel so good hear Abdiel talk to protective like that? Appolion was still so afraid of rejection he whispered his next confession, “I didn’t want to go with Dad the day he took me and Ray to Hell with him.”

“I know. I’ve always regretted not stopping him from doing so.”

Now Appolion became protective. “You fought for us so hard that day you almost got destroyed. For years the only thing that kept me sane was knowing at least you cared enough about me to try.”

Abdiel pulled him into a hug.

At first Appolion resisted the urge to fight back. After so many years of abuse, his natural instinct was to avoid any personal contact at all, with the exception of Ana. He reminded himself Abdiel would never hurt him and was eventually able to let his guard down. He closed his eyes, hugged his brother back and felt like he finally came home.

* * * *

Ana couldn’t believe it, but Rachael was braiding her hair. Gabi sat next to Ana, her own raven hair sporting a set because she was previously attacked by Rachael, the Braiding Machine. At least it was keeping Rachel busy. The longer her brothers were upstairs talking, the more nervous she acted.
“You know what,” she said as she finished up Ana’s hair. “Tiffany was right. This is very therapeutic.”

“Where’s Atar?” Ana asked Gabi.

Gabi smiled at the mention of her son, her dark green eyes full of love. “Raphael is watching him. We thought that since Abdiel’s father was around it wouldn’t be safe for our little guy here.”          

“Our dad is a real piece of work, that’s for sure,” Rachael spat venomously. “Appolion got the worse from him. Most of the scars he carried around for all those years were courtesy of old daddy.”

Ana felt a lump building up in the back of her throat. Just the mention of Appolion being hurt like that broke her heart. He was so little when it started, too.

Gabi reached over and patted her hand reassuringly. “That’s all in the past now,” she soothed. “Now he has you and it sounds like he is really happy. Just think, we’re mated to brothers, that makes us sister now.”

“That’s right.” Ana banished all the bad thoughts away, this was supposed to be a happy time. “After all these years of having nothing but brothers, I have two sisters, you and Rachael.”

Appolion and Abdiel came down the stairs, their faces expressionless. All three females waited with baited breath. Rachael finally stepped forward and asked, “Well, is everything okay between you two?”

Appolion nodded. “Yeah, we’re one big happy, dysfunctional family now.”

With a squeal of delight, Rachael launched herself at her brothers and pulled them into a group hug. Ana’s eyes welled up at the sight of the three of them finally together. She looked over at Gabi and saw her crying tears of happiness, too.

When they pulled apart Appolion gave the females an amused look. “What’s with the braids? You guys all look like Swiss milk maids.”

Abdiel looked thoughtfully at the females. “No, I think they look like more like Catholic school girls.”

Gabi crossed her arms as she gave a fake dirty look to her mate. “Do we really need to revisit that fantasy, Abdiel?”

Uriel came into the kitchen. “Everything is all set. Cam is setting up camp in Bear’s room so you guys can take his, Abdiel. You know, I should start charging rent. Even Michael is staying until this is all cleared up.”

Appolion gave his brother a confused look. “You’re staying here?”

Abdiel nodded. “Of course we are. We heard what our father has been doing to humans and we’re going to help you hunt him down. From now on we work as a team.”

Rachael smiled. “Dad is never going to know what hit him.”

Chapter Seventeen

“It just isn’t making any sense,” Michael grumbled.

He sat at a table, off to the side and surrounded by several old scrolls, in the gym while everyone else was training. After the third night of going out hunting for their father, Abdiel decided everyone needed a good training session to work out some of their tension. Ana bailed out, volunteering to help her uncle instead.

“Well maybe if you would tell me what it is you are looking for I could help.” Ana picked up one of the parchments, saw it was another sappy poem about the Order and tossed it aside.

“I’m trying to figure out how Bear works into the Order.”

Ana snapped her head up. “What do you mean? Bear has nothing to do with the Order.”

Michael gave her a sideways glance. “I’m not any happier about this than you are, but I think I’m on to something.”

Ana felt punched in the gut. She shook her head. No, they already took Cam, they couldn’t take Bear, too. All of the sudden the cool, old Ana came forward. “You are Michael, Chief of all archangels,” she hissed. “If you never do anything else for our family, you will find a way to get Bear out of this.”

“I’m trying, Ana.” He indicated the pile of papers. “But I’m not any closer to finding an answer. I’ve got to be honest. Things aren’t looking good.”

She gripped her hands tightly together, fingernails digging into flesh. “Why not?”

“Look at the other members of the Order now that they are around Bear. Every single one of them is haunted by their pasts. But when they’re with him, they’re able to relax and feel whole again. Since Cam had been here he is finally able to sleep. He hasn’t been able to that in years. Hell, he’s even smiling and that’s a vast improvement for him.”

She shook her head again. “You’re wrong, Michael. Cam’s always been happier when around Bear. It’s been that way since they were infants.”

Michael gave Cam a sad look. “You don’t know about the nightmares, do you?”

“Cam mentioned bad dreams from time to time.”

“It’s more than that Ana. He has full blown night terrors every single night. Usually it took both me and Raphael to hold him down so he wouldn’t hurt himself or one of us.”

Ana brought her hand to her mouth. “He never let on they were that bad.”

“He hides a lot from you guys. Take Nathaniel. Cam would rather have him hating him rather than knowing what really went on in Hell.”

Ana felt compelled to defend her archangel brother. “All of this has been hard on Nathaniel, too. He knows his mate is being held captive and there is nothing he can do about it.”

“Well he needs to quit blaming Cam and treating him like shit or else I’m going to kick his ass.” Michael threw his hands up in disgust and shoved the papers away. “I’m not getting anywhere with this. I’m going to have to find out my answers another way.” He stood and went to the center of the gym. “Nix, I need to you to come to me. I have some questions.”

Cam scanned the room looking for whomever Michael yelled for. When he saw no one, he gave his uncle an arched brow. “Are you talking to the voices in your head again, Chief?”

“No, I’m calling an oracle. She’ll be able to give us some answers.”

Ana was good and ticked off. “You mean to tell me you could have found out everything we needed to know all this time? Why didn’t you call the oracle sooner?”

Michael let out a suffering sigh. “You’ll see soon enough. Nix! Damn it, you’re beginning to make me look like an idiot here.”

A female shimmered onto the table. “Like you would need any help with that.”

She sat there, long legs swinging over the edge of the table while she filed her nails. Ana could see a set of pointed ears poking out from her mass of curly, white-blonde hair. Her dark violet eyes fixed on Michael, shooting daggers, before she returned her attention to her nails. She wore the traditional white flowing dress of Heaven, although she had obviously added a few personal touches of her own to it. It was low cut it the front and there were long slits up both sides. She didn’t leaving anything for the imagination.

Nix got down from the table and walked slowly around the males, tapping the nail file against the side of her hand. “Well, well, well. You didn’t say you had a room full of hunky, sweaty males. It looks like Christmas came early for Nix this year.”

Michael’s hands worked, almost like he was imaging strangling the strange female. “That is not why I called you here.”

She smacked Bear on the ass before she gave Michael an uninterested glance. “I know why you called me here, archangel leader, and if you want me to give you the answers you seek, you will be patient.”

Ana went over and grabbed Appolion’s hand, just so the little witch knew he was taken. She gave Michael a questioning look. Surely he wasn’t going to put up with this tart’s antics.

For once though, Michael didn’t seem in control of the situation. He ran his hand through his hair, “I knew you wouldn’t make this easy, Nix.”

“Einey meanie miro moe.” Nix pointed at each of the males with her nail file. “Catch a demon by the toe…”

Cam snickered. “I think I like Uncle Mike’s new friend.”

Nix walked up and gave Cam a coy look. “You look a lot like your uncle did when he was your age. You are a little cocky snot like he was, too.”

Cam curled his lip. “Is that so?”

“Yes, you are similar to Michael in many ways.” Nix moved so fast she was just a blur and grabbed Cam with one hand, squeezing his cheeks together. She touched one of his exposed fangs. “Of course, there are some differences.”

Ana moved forward to help her brother, but Appolion grabbed her by the arm and gave a silent shake of his head. All she could do was stand there and fume while the oracle molested her brother. Ana smile triumphantly when Cam snapped his fangs at Nix, making her jump back. Unfortunately, the female rebounded quickly. She leaned into Cam and, since he was being his usual stubborn self, he refused to back up. Soon her body was pressed very close to his until she seemed molded into him.

“You shouldn’t try to bite me, Empath King,” she said huskily. “My blood would be very, very, bad for you. Now if you want to sink something else in me, that’s a whole different story.”

Cam got a real dangerous look in his eyes. “I’m not in the market to mark a female angel.”

She fingered her pointed ear. “Who said I’m an angel and who said you could mark me? I’m a bit of this, a bit of that.” She slowly traced Cam’s eyes and fangs, and this time, he didn’t snap. “But then you know all about being a half breed, don’t you?”

“Nix,” Michael drew her name out slowly. “Leave him alone. You’re too old for him.”

She wiggled her shoulders and ran her hand over Cam’s arms. “Mmmm, he feels old enough to me.”

Gabi snorted and said in a low voice to Ana, “She should cover up some. I’m really worried she’s about to get a chest cold.”

Nix turned and smirked. “Jealous your highness? By the way your mother sends her greetings. At least I think she did. She so rarely speaks of you so it’s hard to remember.”

“Nix!” Michael thundered.

“Michael,” she shot back sarcastically with a flip of her beautiful hair.

Ana was torn, part of her really wanted to scratch the whore’s violet eyes out, but the other part was enjoying seeing Michael at his wits ends. Heck, she was even giving Cam a run for his money. She was half tempted to sell tickets to this event. That was until Nix focused her attention on Appolion.

The oracle licked her lips as she devoured him with her eyes. “So the Destroyer has finally been found. You are the spitting image of your daddy. Or at least Daddy before he got all ugly and scaly.”

Ana saw a hurt look pass over Appolion’s face and that spurred her to action. “I don’t think you know anything, Nix,” she said coolly. “I think you’re just blowing hot air.”

Nix pinched Ana’s cheek. It might have passed as an affectionate gesture if it had not hurt so much. Ana winced in pain and let Appolion drag her closer to him. She leaned into him and rubbed away the ouchie.

Nix smirked at them before she turned back to Michael. “I will entertain your questions now, archangel Michael.”

He just pointed a questioning finger at Bear. If Bear seemed uncomfortable with the scrutiny, he became very nervous when Nix walked a slow circle around him. She reminded Ana of a shark circling its prey before it attacked.

“This one is real special all right.” She smacked Bear on his butt again and laughed at his annoyed, embarrassed, get me the hell outa here look.

Tiffany let out an outraged gasp.

Uriel grabbed her and slapped his hand over her mouth before her inner bitch came out.

Nix noticed the byplay and it seemed to amuse her to no end. She gave Tiffany a snide laugh. “Don’t worry, Gazardiel, oops, I mean Tiffany.” She covered her mouth with her small white hand in mock terror. “Oh no, I gave away the big secret, so sorry. Don’t worry about me taking your little teddy Bear from you. You are each other’s destiny.”

“That’s so sweet,” Michael said with Cam patented sarcasm. “But that’s not what I brought you down to tell me and you know it.”

“What is the magic word Chief of archangels?”

Michael swallowed his pride and, judging by the look on his face it was bitter tasting, said tightly, “Please, Nix, will you help me?”

“After the way the original Order fell apart, they decided some changes needed to be put in place with the prophesy. One of them, was they added another angel into the mix. A buffer to help soothe the other’s ill feelings. They hoped this would help the others not give into the evil like before. Little Bear here is that make ya real happy angel.”

“How is it that he is amplifying other’s emotions, too?”

Nix rolled her eyes. “Bear is doing more than just amplifying emotions. He is able to channel anything that is around him and, for a moment, almost become what he is channeling. It truly is a wonderful gift.”

Her cheek stopped throbbing so Ana decided it would be safe to add her own two cents. “How can you call that a gift? Because of this new quirk Bear had gone into seizures and attacked Tiffany?”

“Once he is able to control his powers he could use them for the greater good. He could walk right into the mist of your enemies and they would be none the wiser because he would appear to be one of them.”

Michael gave her a dubious look. “So could he mimic Cam or any other member of the Order?”

“No, they made sure that could never happen. Could you imagine the power Bear would hold if he could reproduce all the gifts of the Order? One angel that could control the fire, the earth and the sky?” She gave a delicate shudder. “Lucifer would stop at nothing to control such an angel.”

“You keep saying they, who exactly are you talking about?” Ana asked as her head spun. Not Bear, too, please. Couldn’t any of her family be safe?

“They are just that, they. The powers that be, the fates, the everything. They are controlled by Him and He is the one that rules the universe.”

Ana growled. “You can go back and tell Him that he can’t have Bear. Tell Him to find some another angel from a different family. Haven’t they hurt us enough already with their damn prophesy?”

Nix looked at her with pity in her eyes. “You must be brave Anachele for it will get worse for you and your brothers. I speak with your mother often and she weeps over the future.”

Ana brought a trembling hand up to her chest. “Why my family? Why does it always have to be one of us?”

“Because your family has been blessed with wonderful gifts and with that comes terrible curses. You cannot have one without having the other. That is the balance of the universe. It is just not your family either.” Nix gave a pointed look at Abdiel, Appolion and Rachael. “Your two families have always been connected. They were very pleased to hear that you and the Destroyer were mated. They have long wanted a union between the two families.”

Ana felt the famous Lehor temper reach a boiling point within her. “Well it’s good to know that the fates are happy that I’m scrumping the Destroyer.” She stormed out of the gym, making sure she slammed the door loudly behind her.

* * * *

Appolion watched her go and resisted the overwhelming urge to run after her. He didn’t want to risk angering Nix. He wasn’t quite sure what a pissed off oracle was capable of. He realized Nix was staring at him and struggled to keep his composure under the scrutiny.

After several awkward moments, she finally spoke, “I sense your love for her. It is good you have finally been able to accept your destiny. It’s because of her you have accepted that you are of worth. Protect her, Appolion, the Destroyer. She will need you. You alone can bring her through all that is to come.”

Michael looked worried, and even though Appolion had only known him a few days he knew that was not a good thing.

Michael asked, “What are these trials you speak of, Nix?”

She sighed sadly. “I am not allowed to divulge anymore. They are calling me back now.” She grabbed an ink pen off the table and sauntered over to Cam. She grabbed his hand and wrote some numbers down on it, a sly smile on her face.

Cam spent the entire time looking down the front of her dress.

“If you ever get sick of having to wash the demon whore stench off you, give me a call. You can either call me this way,” she caressed the numbers on his hand, “or use the way your Uncle Mike did. I’ll come to you either way.”

“Damn it, Nix, I told you to leave him alone,” Michael barked.

Nix gave a sultry laugh. “Don’t worry about you nephew, Michael. I know I can’t keep him. His destiny belongs to another. I just want to borrow him a bit.” Her face suddenly got troubled and she fingered her ear again. “You need to be on guard, Michael. There is unrest among my clan. Someone is getting ready to call them and they sense it.”

Appolion was shocked at the wave of fear that went through the room. He felt it emanating from every angel in there, save for Rachael. Shit, even Cam and Michael were putting it out and that scared the hell out of him. Cam and Michael feared nothing.

Nix stood on tiptoe and kissed Cam.

Appolion wasn’t surprised when his buddy didn’t pull away. In fact, good old Cam wrapped his arms around her and took over control, tilting the oracle back so he could really lay one on her. Appolion looked down at his feet because he really didn’t feel like watching Cam get his rocks off. He heard Gabi snort as she expressed her own disgust.

He finally dared himself to look up just in time to see Nix pull away from Cam. She gave Michael a saucy little wave and flashed out of the room. Appolion glanced at the others and saw they all still looked as scared as shit. “What exactly is Nix? I know she’s not all angel and I didn’t sense any demon in her?”

Michael answered, “She’s part angel and part Power.”

Rachael frowned. “What’s a Power?”

Appolion was glad he wasn’t the only one in the room who was clueless.

Cam got a dark look in his eyes. “They are the meanest, baddest fuckers out there. They are cold, efficient killing machines with no remorse, empathy or soul. They’re your worst nightmare come alive.”

Michael added. “They’re not angels, but the council still controls them. If they need to have a threat eliminated that the justice angels or the angel warriors cannot handle, they call on the Powers. The Powers exist only to destroy, they have no other redeeming quality. They make demon assassins look like puppy dogs.”

Uriel moved closer to Bear and Tiffany in a protective gesture. “If the council is getting ready to call them, then we’re even closer to war than we thought before.”

Cam shot Bear a worried look. He took a deep breath and said, “Bear, we have to find some place to hide you. I agree with Ana, I don’t want you to get sucked up in this whole mess.”

Bear shook his head. “I’m not going anywhere.”

Cam gave him a demon like snarl. “Damn it, Bear, this is not the time to play macho. I don’t want you to get hurt.”

“You need to stop thinking like a brother and start thinking like a leader. From the sounds of it, I don’t have any more of a say in all of this than you, Rachael, Appolion or Abdiel.”

“Fine, then. As your leader I forbid you to take have anything to do with the Order.”

Bear shook his head again. “We both know it doesn’t work that way. I’m a warrior, just as much as you are. You know if I were to go off and hide, it would not only dishonor me, but would dishonor our family. I won’t do that, I don’t care what you say.”

Appolion couldn’t help but admire the kid, but he knew it was going to break Ana’s heart. Cam cursed loudly before he slammed his way out of the room. Rachael hesitated a second before she ran out after him. She would go and try and talk him through this. Appolion left the room, too, because he knew Ana needed him. He found her in the bedroom. She was sitting at the vanity pulling her hair back in a tight bun. Her face was cold, her lips tightly pressed together and she was holding her head at a haughty angle. In short, she was putting up her emotional shields.

Her voice was tight when she finally spoke, “Let me guess how it went after I left. Cam wanted Bear to hide and Bear refused.”

“Yeah, that’s pretty much how things happened.”

She picked up a pin and jabbed it in her hair. “Fine, then I’ll just tell Bear he has to do it. He always listens to me.”

Appolion put his hands on her shoulders. “I don’t think that’s going to work this time, hon. Bear is not a child anymore. He is a full grown warrior. This is a matter of pride for him.”

She shrugged his hands away. “Well, he will just have to get over it. I’m so sick of warriors and their damned pride. It’s the root cause for all of my family’s problems. Cam just had to go help another angel and that led to his capture. My parents just had to go on that final mission and they were mentally destroyed. No more, I won’t let it bring Bear down, too.”

“You can’t run away from who you are,” he said gently. “You taught me that.”

“This is different. You’re strong and Bear is just a kid.”

“Not anymore he’s not.”

She snapped her head around, her blue eyes burning with anger. “I said, no!”

The mirror on the vanity suddenly shattered, the jagged shards catching the light and rebounding it a various angels. He gave a slight shake of his head. He never knew Ana could do that and he didn’t think she knew it either. Her knuckles went white as she clenched her hands together. That was the only indication she gave of surprise.

She stood and tried to leave the room. He grabbed her on either side of the arms and forced her look at him. “You are just like me and we both know it. While I hid behind alias and different lives, you hid behind a cold mask. You told yourself it was for your brothers and your duties of being a justice angel, but you and I know better. You did it so you wouldn’t have to feel.”

She struggled against his hold.

He refused to let her go. “You don’t know anything about who I really am.” He gave her a slight shake and it made her hair come loose and tumble down her back. “I know everything about you, Ana. Damn it, female, I love you and I’m not going to let you draw away from me like you did with everyone else in the past.”

She started to fight like a hellcat.

She pounded on his chest with her tiny fists as she finally gave in to her tears. He let her go because he knew she needed a good cry. After several minutes, she sagged against his chest and, this time, she let him pull her into his arms. “We will all do everything we can to protect Bear,” he promised as he rubbed her back. Her entire body shook and he held her even tighter wishing he was an empath just so he could take some of her worries away.

Her voice quavered, “I don’t think it’s going to be enough. Your heard what that oracle said. My family is in for hard times.”

“And I will be with you no matter what they are.” He kissed her eyelids. “Even when you get all cold and mean with me.”

Someone rapped on their door. Appolion gave Ana one last kiss before he went to answer it. Cam and Abdiel were on the other side and the expression on their faces was far from pleasant. “Sorry, kids, we already bought our Girl Scout Cookies,” he teased to lighten the mood. It didn’t work, if anything Cam and Abdiel looked even more grim. Appolion almost asked them if they had a puppy die on them, but decided that would be a comment best kept to one’s self.

“Don’t freak out,” Cam started.

Okay, him just saying that freaked him out alone. Appolion franticly tried to think of something snappy to say back and failed miserably. All that came out was a lame, “What?”

Cam came in the room and immediately started to pace. “I have a demon friend named Mangus.”

Appolion shrugged. “Why would the fact you have a demon buddy freak me out? I’m tight with several demons. Not all of them are bad.”

Cam stopped pacing and gave him an annoyed look. “Don’t be a smartass. What I’m trying to tell you is that Mangus just called me. He owns a neutral bar in Detroit and a demon called him and wanted to set up a meeting with you, Rachael and Abdiel.”

“Who would want to talk to us?”

Abdiel answered, “It’s our mother. She wants to talk to the three of us.”

That was the last thing that Appolion expected to hear. He always thought their mother didn’t give a Yankee Dime about any one of them. “You told her to fuck off right?”

“I was about ready to, but then she said she could help us find our father.”

Appolion gave a short harsh laugh. “That shouldn’t be too hard for her to do, they live together.

Abdiel shook his head. “She was exiled a couple of years ago.”

“For what?”

Abdiel’s dark eyes grabbed his and locked. “Dad found out she was the one that helped you leave Hell.”

“What do you mean? I was exiled.”

Abdiel shook his head. “No, Mom just told you that. The truth is, she sneaked behind our father’s back and released you.”

“Is this some sick joke?” Appolion was relieved when Ana came up and took his hand. He needed her support more than anything right then.

Abdiel took a deep breath. “Appolion, the only reason you ever got out of Hell was because Mom risked everything to let you go.”

