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Chapter  One 

 

 

Looking out over the crowded hall, Miri ð Physics Professor Miri Reynolds, PhD, 
thank you very much ð scanned the restless crowd  as they murmured and chatted 
among themselves. It was a familiar, almost comfortable sound. Easily her most 
popular lecture, Physics and Metaphysics was almost guaranteed to bring out a crowd, 
and also to bring out a certain number of the more... idiosyncraticé.of the Universityõs 
students. 

Not she minded much. She liked their more open minds, although sometimes they 
were just a little too open, she thought with an inward smile.  

Her colleagues in the Physics department hated the lecture, its topic and its 
popularity. The Head o f the Department, Martin Constantine, constantly railed about it, 
but Miri had always had anéeclecticéand diverse mind herself.  

She drove Constantine crazy. The thought of it, picturing his face, made her grin. 

Given the popularity of the lecture, though, to her surprise she discovered that for 
once she was having trouble keeping the attention of the female students, and even 
some of the male, all of whom kept glancing toward the tall, broad -shouldered man 
standing half in and half out of the s hadows at the back of the hall. 

To tell the truth Miri was having some problems there herself and she didnõt even 
try to deny it. He was gorgeous. Just looking at him, she found she wanted to take him 
somewhere and bounce on him for a while. A long while. It ha d been a long time since 
she had seen anything remotely that choice.  

However much the man might have tried to be unobtrusive, to disappear into the 
shadows, he would have been difficult to miss under any circumstance.  

For one thing he was very tall, six foot five or six at the least, with muscles in those 
broad shoulders, strong chest and taut abs clearly visible beneath a simple tight black t-
shirt . A t -shirt clung to every line of his magnificent chest and tucked into  black jeans 
that might have been painted onto his hips and tight ass. There was no doubt of the 
muscle, it showed, too, in his bared arms. Now that was a gun show she could truly 
appreciate. He was definitely well -armed, she thought with a silent giggle . His long legs 
seemed to go on forever, ending in a pair of well -worn boots. 

Add to that, though, was a harshly beautiful, almost cruel face that would have 
looked right at home carved out of granite on some ancient temple wall, or on a statue 
in an exotic faraway land. H is sharp, stern and chiseled features were the visage of an 
ancient God or King, or the temple guardian, a warrior of some kind. His cheekbones 
were high, his nose long and absolutely straight, eyebrows arching high and perfect 
above deeply slanted eyes. His mouth was lush, beautiful. She craved a nibble along his 



 

slightly full lower lip. Long hair, a deep glossy black touched with silver, was secured 
at the nape of his neck.  

All that was missing was the magic sword in his hands, a sword wit h runes carved 
down its length, those powerful muscles flexing as he wielded it.  

It was far too easy to picture herself with her body pressed against his long, lean, 
well -muscled form  like some romance novel heroine, to slide her hands beneath his 
tight t-shirt to the warm skin and firm muscle beneath it . A rush of heat went through 
her, her nipples going taut and her pussy flexing, going damp just at the thought.  

She sighed. 

As the girls in her classes would have said, the man was definitely a hottie, 
absolutely and exotically beautiful . He also radiated sex to the point even Miri had to 
suck in a breath and resist the urge to fan herself. 

For a moment their eyes met, hers and the mystery manõs, a jolt of pure heat in that 
simple glance that shot straight to her core, to dampen her panties and harden her 
nipples even further. She also caught a glint of humor in those dark eyes, an awareness 
of her attention at some deep level and his knowledge of her appreciation for the view 
he offered her.  

Her body seemed to go white-hot in an instant, at both the shot of sex and the 
surprising flash of humor. She loved a man with a sense of humor.  

And there was that sculpted face, that incredible body.  

Ridiculous. A man like him  wouldnõt give a thought to a musty academic like her. 

With a soft private chuckle, Miri cleared her throat, scanning the room as she set 
up, waiting for the last of the stragglers to find their seats, trying to keep her eyes from 
drifting to the back of the room and the handsome, impossibly sexy stranger. 

Her amusement and good humor disappeared in an instant as she caught sight of 
the man who stood just to the side below the stage. She didnõt find him either attractive 
or humorous at all.  

Jonathan Hargrove.  

She remembered the day Hargrove had appeared at the door of the tiny closet the 
University liked to call her office . 

A tall manñalthough the stranger at the back of the hall would have made even 
him seem smallñHargrove was balding, thin almost to the point of emaciation, wi th 
hawk -like features and black eyes as flat and dull as a piece of coal.  

òDr. Reynolds?ó he had said, his voice surprisingly high.  

òYes?ó she had replied, a little puzzled to find him at her door . She rarely had 
visitors werenõt staff. òCan I help you?ó 



 

òActually, perhaps I can help you,ó he had said, as if conferring on her a major 
favor, offering her his card but not his hand, òMy name is Jonathan Hargrove. I 
represent the Prometheus Corporation and we would like to make you an offer.ó 

Startled and somehow already a little p ut off by him and his superior attitudeñthis 
wasnõt something that happened to her everydayñshe didnõt know how to handle it, or 
what he really wanted, so Miri had just gestured him to go on.  

òAs the acknowledged expert in your field of physics, my company, Prometheus 
Corporation, would like to hire you, starting immediately, to come work for us. The 
contract would be for one year. The pay is one million dollars.ó 

Well. 

Sitting back, Miri had folded her hands and looked at him.  

There was no need to consider it. She had graduated Summa Cum Laude and 
valedictorian, at the very top of her class, and her research had had more than a few 
corporations hammering at her door , offering exorbitant salaries. Some to equal this 
one.  

òNo, Mr. Hargrove. I chose to teach so as not to work in the corporate world. Too 
many leave the academic world for the ôrealõ world and the students suffer for it. The 
University offers me a great deal of latitude for my research.ó A lot of latitude to tell the 
truth , despite Constantine. òI do not choose to have my work directed along some 
corporate pathway.  Please tell your boss or bosses, thanks, but no thanks.ó 

òYouõre turning down a million dollars?ó he had said, clearly astonished. 

Miri had looked at him. òI am. What in the world would I do with it? I have 
everything I need and Iõm doing what I love. Iõve found the more money you have, the 
more you tend to waste it on things you donõt need.ó 

òYou have substantial student debt,ó he said.  

òFar less than a million dollars,ó she replied, òand manageable, but not enough to 
make me want to enter the corporate world.ó 

She had watched it eat up her father, chew him up as casually and carelessly as a 
lawnmower and then s pit him out at age fifty -five, taking away h is whole reason for 
being, his existence, his definition of himself . Heõd been a brilliant man, and he had 
died that day, although he had lived for a many more years. Him and the bottle.  

It still pained her.  

òYouõre young yet,ó Hargrove had said, òstill building your reputation. Working 
for us would gain you prestige, some degree of presence, respectability, in your chosen 
field.ó 



 

òMr. Hargrove,ó she had said, quietly, òwhat part of No do you not understand, the 
N or the O? You can keep talking but the answer will still be the same. Or I can call 
security and have you escorted out?ó 

Hargrove had then tried to go over her head to the Dean, offering him a substantial 
amount of money for the University to ôconvinceõ her to accede.  

It had fallen to Miri then t o tell the Dean what she had told Hargrove, to threaten to 
quit and go elsewhere if he pushed it, therefore denying them the money either way.  

Contrary by nature, when pushed she tended to dig in her heels. She didnõt like 
being pushed.  

Unfortunately,  it was a public lecture, though, so she couldnõt have Hargrove 
kicked out, but the manõs presence unsettled her.  

She turned away from him and returned  to setting up the projection, light and 
sound equipment. Talking with the students who waited below, she gl anced once more 
to the back of the hall, and the preternaturally handsome man who stood back there as 
a balm to her agitation. 

The view certainly improved.  

At first as Ashtoreth  walked into the lecture hall  he thought the young woman on 
the stage chatting and laughing  with the students standing below was a graduate 
student there to help the professor.  

For one thing she was quite young.  

To his pleasure, she wasnõt one of the skinny bloodless women his people had seen 
so much of since they returned to this plane of existence, their eyes vacuous, dis- and 
un-interested in anythi ng. One of those women who had beauty and body, but no 
thoughts, no emotions, nothing behind their mask -like faces, powdered and perfect, 
flawless in a way nothing human should be, their smiles stiff and unnatural. It had 
stunned him to discover some had breasts made of plastic while others injected 
chemicals into their faces to keep away what character and emotion imprinted there . 

Women who on one hand had either acceded to the demands society and the media 
put on them to conform, to starve themselves, or pretended they ignored it. In either 
case there was no passion, no joy in them. 

Unfortunately, such women sought him out in droves, but in truth, they were  so 
cold, so calculated, they disturbed him on some intrinsic level he did not quite 
understand. In a way they reminded him too much of the plastic mannequins in the 
store windows.   

Or the chronically obese, squeezing into clothes far too tight for their bodies. Or a 
thin ascetic academic, with black rimmed glasses and dowdy clothes.  

And then she looked up, her gaze scanned the hall, and Ash froze. 



 

This girl was lovely, true.  

She was definitely beautiful in a purely natural way, in the way only intellige nt 
women were beautiful. It was in her alertness, in the curiosity in her striking eyes.  

But it was those eyes that caught him.  

They were the eyes of a seer, mystical, magical eyes, long-lashed and lovely.  

His breath caught to look at her.  

She had unfashionable curves for this time , real curves, and brilliant , abundant red-
gold hair that fell nearly to her waist. Her breasts were high, rounded, beautifully 
displayed in the crossed neckline of the light green silk d ress she wore, the pretty dress 
highlig hting those glorious eyes while also making the most of truly spectacular legs 
that made a deliciously tight ass of themselves. She was just a little thing, somehow 
bringing out the possessive, protective side of him in an instant.  

But those eyes. 

Long red-gold lashes framed eyes of a startlingly pale green, flecked with shots of 
sparkling gold, all set in a heart -shaped face dusted lightly with golden freckles.  

Something about her eyes, her face, and her incredible body called to him.  

His own body tightened instinctively.  

Looking at her, if his mission hadnõt been so vitally important, Ash might have 
persuaded himself to stay for  a few days to explore a little more. To his astonishment he 
had to fight the instinct to approach her, knowing the risk simple contact offered. Just 
the sight of her though,  had a surprisingly strong effect on him.  

It was important, even vital, he learn what he could here or else he would have 
stayed for more reasons than just this sudden and strong attraction to the l ovely woman 
on the stage. There was so much to learn here in this place, so much he had missed over 
the years and he loved a good debate. Not his brothers couldnõt offer the same, but here 
there were different voices, different minds, new perspectives. Something he hadnõt 
known for many years.  

Then the pretty girl stepped up to the pod ium with certain authority, a sense of 
self-possession and he realized with a shock who she wasñDr. M. Reynolds, the very 
woman he had come to see. 

Here was no dowdy intellect ual, but a beautiful, shapely, and surprisingly young 
woman. A very attractive woman, who already somehow called to him, attracted him.  

Suddenly this adventure, however desperate and necessary, had become much less 
of a trial.  

Given the subject matter, Ash had expected an academician as he had known many 
of them to be from his distant youth , tall, thin and gawky, or short and portly. He 
certainly hadnõt expected her to be lovely and engaging. He had expected her to be 



 

serious, and she was, but he hadnõt expected the glints of humor that brightened her 
glorious pale green eyes and curved her pretty mouth.  

Nor had he expected the jolt went through him each time he looked at her. His 
entire body seemed aware of her, every inch of her, and not just sexually, although he 
definitely responded to her in that manner, but also on every level, heart, soul, mind, 
body and spirit.  

Even less did he expect her voice would be a sexy, throaty contralto that sent 
shivers through him. His cock stood up at attention, taking immediate notice, making 
his jeans uncomfortably tight.  Surreptitiously he adjusted himself.  

She tapped on the microphone lightly.  

òHello, ladies and gentlemen, Iõm Professor Miri Reynolds,ó Miri said as she looked 
out over the lecture hall, òand Iõll be presenting this lecture on Physics and Metaphysics 
ñtwo topics generally considered to be polar opposites to and of each other. But not by 
me. To answer the obvious questions first, thoughé Yes, Iõm young to be a full 
professoréó She had graduated high school at fifteen by taking advanced placement 
courses, received her bachelorõs degree at seventeen, her Masters at eighteen and her 
doctorate at nineteen. Seventeen had been a remarkable year in many ways as, to her 
astonishment, she had also suddenly gone from ugly duckling to swan, somewhat. òSo, 
yes, I am qualified, and while Iõm not vain, no, you canõt have a date.ó 

She had been asked the last often enough for it to be embarrassing. 

There were disappointed groans from some of the men and chuckles from the some 
of the others attending.  

Music, uplifting and inspiring, swelled softly in the background.  

òHere is the heart of this lecture in a nutshelléand Iõm paraphrasing Shakespeare 
for you Philistines who donõt know ité ôThere are more things on heaven and earth, 
Horatio,  than exist in your philosophyõ. Two more quotes and then Iõm done. ôNot only 
is the universe stranger than we imagine, it is stranger than we can imagineõ. Andé 
ôOnce we used to think that if we knew one, we knew two, because one and one are 
two. We are finding out we must learn a very great deal more about 'andõ.ó 

Her wry delivery evoked a few appreciative chuckles from the audience.  

Miri smiled.  

òAs some of you may know, in physics we have discovered there are some particles 
so small the very act of observing them changes their behavioréó Heads nodded. òYet 
there is a theory psychics are all charlatans simply because the very act of describing 
what they see changes the behavior of the organism they address. Or because they 
cannot predict random chance any better than a physicistñwho by the way cannot 
predict it ei therñnor the fall of the die, or the numbers of the lottery.ó 

People began to sit up and pay attention.  



 

As did Ashtoreth.  

This was turning out to be more than just a little bit of a surprise.  

Knowing the current culture, what this society believed about s uch things, he had 
expected this to be somewhat of a diatribe, a dissertation decrying anything remotely 
connected to ômagicõ. Yet he had come because it was said Dr. M. Reynolds was the 
leading expert on what his people called the ethereal planes, and what physics 
described as time and space theory.  

Hearing her now  heartened him. Maybe he was on the right track. He hadnõt been 
certain this Professor Reynolds could help him in his quest. 

òWhich is the charlatan?,ó Miri continued, òWe cannot describe how a psychic 
works, so we dismiss them, nor yet can we describe how or why the Big Bang occurred, 
and yet we donõt dismiss thatéor at least most of us sane rational people donõt.ó 

She looked out over the audience with a mischievous, engaging grin and Ashõs 
heart shifted a little.  

òThat is what this lecture is about, thinking differently about the accepted truths, or 
learning to think in new ways. That is the definition of metaphysics.ó 

Behind her, the images on the screen shifted and changed. 

òFor exampleéA few years back a young girl needing a science experiment for a 
school project went to her father ð a respected scientist ð for a suggestion for something 
to do. He projected one most scientists were struggling with, a simple way to remove 
the carbon we are pouring into the atmosphere. Unhampered by complicated notions, 
she conceived an experiment that consisted of an air pump from a pet store, a test tube 
and a single chemical. Where all the big scientists had failed, she succeeded.ó 

She paused. Smiled wryl y. òHow simple.ó 

òWe can conceive of the idea of string theory, or the notion time is simply a series 
of interrelated plates, each unique and individual, layered one over another. Sounds a 
little like predestination to some, unless you understand the theory. But there is also 
another equally valid theory that time consists of multiple possibilities or branches, and 
each of them hares off in their own direction, the onl y constant being the sentience who 
experiences that as their reality, while thousands of other ôselvesõ experience those 
others. Given that, why is it so hard to conceive there might be individuals who might 
be able to ôseeõ or ôexperienceõ those branches, to see the particular path you are on, and 
some who might actually be able to step through into those ôplanes of existenceõ? What 
was it Arthur C. Clarke said ñalthough heõd probably be very annoyed with me for the 
comparisonñôAny sufficiently advanced technology is indistinguishable from 
magic.õ?ó 

òAnd w hat is magic after all? Something we canõt yet explain. So letõs explore the 
boundaries of myth and magic, and try to show you new ways to think, to 
experienceé.ó 



 

That, and what she had said before, were the reasons Ashtoreth was here. Suddenly 
he had more than a little hope.  

Given the importance of his quest, he needed whatever hope he could find.  

  



 

Chapter Two  

 

Miri hadnõt forgotten the tall, extraordinarily  handsome stranger standing in the 
back of the roomñthat would have been impossibleñnor had she missed him 
detaching himself from the shadows to thread  between the students, his long legs 
eating up the distance between him and her. Unlike the usual perception, he didnõt seen 
to come down to size as he approached, no, the sheer size of him only seemed to 
increase as he drew closer. 

He had to be six five, six six at the very least, his shoulders broad, the muscles in his 
chest sharply defined beneath the t-shirt.  

The girls were shooting  melting looks at him  as he passed them and giggling  
among themselves. Not Miri  could blame them, as he drew closer the man looked even 
more gorgeous than he had at a distance. He not only radiated sex, he practically 
glowed with it, so intensely Mir i found herself responding to it instinctively, her breasts 
and nipples aching, her pussy growing wet.  

Up close his eyes were a brown so dark as to be nearly black, but with glints of gold 
and, she thought, redñbut was probably a trick  of the lightñfloati ng in them like 
sparks. When his handsome sculpted face was still his features appeared intimidating, 
even cruel, and there was a dangerous, predatory quality about him that spoke not of 
threat but of ski ll. The muscles underneath his snug t-shirt were hon ed and he moved 
lithely, like some big catña tiger, or a panther, smooth, dark and sleek. She found 
herself feeling very like much like prey, a willing prey  that longed to be devoured, as 
his dark gaze was directed and very much focused on her. 

His face, his body, the way he carried himself, fascinated her. 

The sheer strength in his body, the straightness of his back, the economy of 
movement, they all cried warrior to her.  

But that face.  

It was so very like the chiseled features of some exotic and ancient warrior god, 
carved from some obdurate stone, harsh and forbidding, even stern. Those dark slanted 
eyes were incredible, piercing. 

As the girls would say, he was a hottie, but he was an intense hottie. 

The students departed in a flurry, some of the girls  covering their mouths as they 
glanced back at him and giggled.  

Miri fought a similar impulse. Just looking at him, she wanted to say, take me, 
ravish me.  

Instead, she greeted him with a smile as she slung her laptop case over her 
shoulder and walked toward  the steps down from the stage.  



 

Ash moved through the crowd, very much aware of the eyes on him. That 
attraction  was as much a part of his nature as his height, as the color of his skin, but 
only one here attracted him, and that was the woman on the stage.  

This mission was important and he did not forget it , duty and honor were bred into 
him, blood, sinew and bone, but this woman with her ethereal, otherworldly eyes, her 
bright intelligence and her incredible body, drew him as no other had. The closer he 
came to her, the stronger the draw was. Already his body responded, his cock stiffening 
in his jeans. 

He watched as she leaned over a little from the stage to answer a studentõs question 
while  she gathered her things, holding back her brilliant hair  with one graceful hand , 
smiling, her smile lighting up those lovely  and ethereal sea-foam eyes. There were 
glints of  golden sunlight in those eyes, like the sun reflected through an ocean wave, 
depthless and beautiful. Incredible.  

His heart turned over once again. 

The students departed and he followed her as she slung her laptop case over her 
shoulder, and moved toward th e stairs at the edge of the stage. She walked gracefully in 
heels that emphasized the curve and shape of her lovely legs. 

Automatically , Ash lifted a hand to steady her down the narrow steps, watching 
the graceful way she moved, the skirt as it floated around those legs. Up close, her 
shapely body was even more enticing as the pretty dress shifted over her full breasts, 
nipped  in to the curve of her waist. He caught a touch of her scent, fresh, a breath of the 
sea and island flowers. A shot of lust touched him so strongly he could feel hi s cock 
twitch against the zipper of his jeans.  

òProfessor Reynolds,ó Ash said, òA very interesting lecture.ó 

His voice was deep, low, as seductive as dark chocolate, as warm as fine whiskey, 
and it went through Miri the same way, sending a rush of heat spiraling through her. A 
hint of some unfamiliar accent tinged his words, exotic, enticing.  

Her breath seemed to clog in her chest. 

Inclining her head with a smile, and trying not to melt just being close  to him , Miri 
took the offered hand. Her own closed around it, his grip strong  but not painful  as he 
steadied heréhe clearly had nothing to proveé 

He smiled and the harshness of his features lightened instantly , softened, changing 
his face utterly. It was beautiful, that smile, warm, his dark eyes lit  up. If anything, he 
became even more beautiful, but engaging, too, and charming. Her heart caught, 
tripped a little.  

òMiri,ó she said, breathlessly. òIõm glad you liked itéó 

Sheõd been aware of him from the moment he had stepped out of the shadows, had 
unconsciously tracked his movement through the lecture hall. In all her life sheõd never 



 

had such an instant attraction to a man. She had only a moment to think his hand was 
so warm as their hands met, claspedé 

A stunning, a lmost electric jolt of knowledge, of vision, shot through her the instant 
their hands touched, closed. Instantly and instinctively,  Miri tried to fight it, to close off 
what she saw, to shove it back in a near panic. Not here, not now.  

It was too much tho ugh even for her, though, a mix of pure psychic vision,  a 
recognition on some level she did not understand and pure unadulterated sex. It 
staggered her, battered her silent. A thousand images exploded through her mind, all of 
them impossible, yet undeniable. Her Sight was never wrong.  

Her hand locked around his, feeling as if it had fused there.  

All unexpectedly, a similar shock went through Ash as their hands met, hers small, 
slender and agile, a brilliant bolt of pleasure racing through him at the moment their 
hands touched.  

In that instant, in that frozen moment in time, he knew  exactly who Miri Reynolds 
was, and what she would be to himéin timeéperhapsésomething he had never 
expected, had given up believing would be possible for  him centuries before. That was 
something for his brothers. Hope suddenly shimmered, impossibly , yet the perhaps 
was the terrifying part.  

This woman, whether she knew it or not, was his true mate, his match. 

Every part of him  went automatically into prote ctive mode.  

In shock Ash watched those beautiful, brilliant , ethereal green eyes brighten and 
yet somehow deepen, her pupils contracting until they were pinpoints . Her gaze was 
suddenly bottomless, mystical, as deep and full of mystery as the ever-changing seas of 
his childhood . Those eyes could swallow you up, pull you down into the endless green 
depths of them. It would be like drowning, sweet, soft, and pleasant.  

Ash almost shivered to see it, as he knew that numinous gaze of old. 

Hers were the eyes of the moon, of the sea between the stars. A seerõs eyes, the eyes 
of an Oracle.  

Ash went still.  

In her mindõs eyes Miri could see two of him, one layered over the other, one the 
extraordinarily beautiful man standing before her, the other  even more beautiful, 
heartbreakingly, preternaturally soé She had an impression of enormous wings 
arching, spreading around him éof the sword of her  earlier imaginings  drawn from its 
scabbard at his hip, raised two -handed as he set himself to protect, to defend. That other 
self was so strong, so proud, determined, a warrior, defender, protector, it was bred in 
blood and boneé More images streamed through her mindéit felt as if she were 
drowning in them . 



 

In his other form he seemed so much taller, his skin the color of banked coals, 
gleamed a deep red with shimmers of gold that slid beneath and through it like 
sunlight through flame. Lovely. Bared to her Sight, the power of his body was 
unmistakable, the muscles of his chest and arms strongly defined , his abs taut. There 
was power in that form, in his gorgeous body. He had horns, and a tail that lashed 
lithely around and behind him. He radiated sex, and the promise of fulfillmenté 

Heat roared through her, need, want and desire raced like the incoming tide as her 
body reacted instinctively  to the closeness of his presence, to the warmth of his hand in 
hers, to the beauty of him, of his body. 

Wings, horns, so beautifulé She burnedé 

She clutched at his hand all the more tightly, seeking an anchor against what she 
sawéas she fought the visions that threatened to overwhelm heré Not here, not now, 
not  in this place, if someone saw, if they learnedésheõd lose everything.  

Dazed, Miri blurted, òWhoé What are you?ó 

Those words were like a dagger to Ashtorethõs heart. No others could have cut him 
so deep. He stiffened out of long habit.  

òIõm not a thing,ó he said, tightly, sharply. òMy name is Ashtoreth.ó 

The images in his mind burst through hers , hammered at her, the blows harsh.  

A village. Soldiers tore through it , savaged those within it . They hacked, slashed 
with their swords , cut at the women and children as they tried to flee. Slaughtering, 
they set cottages aflame, cut down those who tried to escape and those who tried to 
defend. 

He was so young in the visions, this man, magnificent, furious and despairing as he 
rode to defend. His swords spun around his hand s, his knees tight around the horse, so 
much like her  first imagined  image of himé 

Miri blinked, startled once again at the name , as she recognized it .  

òAs in the demon Ashtoreth?ó 

His awareness of her was too deep, too sharp. It pierced him.  

Only the priests of old, the ones who had tortured him, tormented him, had ever 
referred to him that way, as a thing, a creature, something else, something other, a thing 
to be hunted down , tormented, tortured  and then slaughtered like a mad dog. Coming 
from Miri Reynolds, those words stung all the more sharply than heõd thought they 
could after so long. 

To his shock, she jolted, and shook her head as if to deny what she saw, those sea-
foam eyes stunned, shocked. 

Suddenly Miri  could See it, could see him, Ashtoreth, and she nearly cried out in 
horror at his painé to see him chained, bent and bowed with what they did to him é 



 

Her eyes burned wit h unshed tears.  

That magnificent body , bound to a frame, stretched within it , bowed beneath the 
lash of both magic and whip, the one holding him helpless as the other traced a line of 
fire across his back to match the dozen or more that had gone before it. His skin tore, 
the whip leaving a trail of blood across his strongly muscled back. She could feel the 
burn of it almost as if it fell across her own. His eyes flashed with fury, with despair , 
brilliantly gold flecked with sparks of fire, his jaw locked a gainst the agony that cut 
through him like a knife. No matter what they did to him, he would not say the words 
they wanted him to say, he would not confess to such, not and condemn his brothers to 
an even worse fate than this.  

They would use knives on him  as well, and burning coals, those dark-cloaked pious 
priests, steel and fire burned him, the iron of the shackles that bound him another 
agony all their  own. 

He knew what his ultimate fate waséto be bound to a cross upside down and 
burned even as he hung. Yet even in the face of that terrible fate a part of him wanted to 
die, yearned for it, for an end to it.  

It was suffering and horror, an agony of both body and soul.  

His pain tore at her. 

òIõm sorry,ó Miri  whispered. òSo sorryé Please, forgive meéó 

Her face had gone as pale as milk, the golden freckles stark against the paleness, 
and her eyes were huge in her triangular face , the green shifting as the visions moved 
through her. All trace of the sparkles of sunlight were gone , lost in the void of what  she 
Saw.  

Stunned, Ash steadied her as he looked into those bottomless eyes.  

He had thought this kind of magic gone from this world.  

Like the oracles at Delphi, Miri Reynolds  was a Seer.  

A seer. 

What was it then she saw with those depthless green eyes, in those dark shadows 
that moved deep within  like sharks to devour her soul , to blot  out the light in them ?  

He thought about what he had been thinking the moment after they touched, her 
inadvertent words as she Saw him for  who and  what he truly wasñstartling enough  to 
her who thought his kind a myth ñand the pain of them searing through him. Bringing 
with it the memories.  

Ash winced, swearing softly  and bitterly , knowing now what it was she was Seeing 
with those celestial eyes. 

Deliberately, swiftly, he closed off the memories, shut them away. 



 

In desperation, Miri reached out, bracing herself against him, against the solidness 
of his chest, her hand closing over the strong curve of pectoral muscle hard beneath her 
hand. Automatically, h er fingers spread to span it  and couldnõt, and the sudden 
physical sensation of him nearly as overwhelming as the psychic.  

A shot of heat, of pure lust, went through her.  

More images shot through her, of this man with his hands on her, his body raised 
above hers as her body arched in pleasure beneath him, his long, thick cock buried deep 
inside her as she writhed, crying out her glory . 

Suddenly all the planes, all the possibilities, spread out before her Sight like a 
monstrous hand of cards in a broad fan, this moment in time a nexus, a pivot point ñ
travel this path and disaster  would follow , this pathédeath and destructionéthis 
oneé 

Potentialities fanned out before her, spreading, branching off, no one path clear. 

A shuddering breath escaped her. 

Those sea-foam eyes looked up, lost, drowning in visions.  

òHelp me,ó she whispered  even as Ash would have released her. 

It was the one appeal he could not deny, would n ot, not knowing what saw, what 
she was and would someday be to him. 

òYes,ó he said.  

òI See you,ó she breathed, looking up into his eyes. òI See you.ó 

Those beautiful ethereal green eyes focused on him and her pretty mouth went soft.  

She did see him, she saw him in truth, as he was.  

There was a certain relief in that, she saw him for what he was so clearly. She knew 
him for who and what he was. But there was a part of her that needed confirmation 
what she was seeing was true. There were many with her gifts who  had been labeled 
mad. And some who had gone mad because of them.  

His heart caught at the need there, and his breath at the beauty of her, and then he 
nodded. 

Looking up at him, Miri saw his dark eyes shift, begin to glow a deep luminous  
gold, like looking into the heart of a fire, shimmering sparks of flame danced through 
them almost hypnotically .  

òSo beautifuléó 

It was, and so was he. Her breath caught. 

Real. He was real.  



 

There was a beauty to his soul, a cleanness, a purity of soul of purpose. It resonated 
within her as his deep voice resonated in her bones, beneath her breast. 

A shuddering sigh whis pered from her.  

Those celestial eyes looked up at Ash, the dark red-gold  lashes framing them as her 
pretty lips parted on a breath  of wonder . 

It caught at him, that look.  Wonder, not fear, not horror. Wonder. Amazement.  
After all the centuries of hate and fear, that look nearly destroyed  him.  

She knew him, knew what he was, what he had been, and she looked at him with 
eyes full of wonder.  

To be seen so clearly. It shattered him.  

Looking down at her Ash felt the sudden sharp need to take her soft mouth with 
his, to taste the sweetness of it, to feel her lips moving  against his. With an effort he 
fought the urge to touch her cheek, to feel her soft skin beneath his fingers. He wanted 
to draw her tender body against his, to feel her hips cradle his own, to feel her against 
the hardness of him.  

Miri s aw something in his face change, those glowing eyes warming, heating. There 
was something in his eyes. Those harsh, stern features softened, eased. Beneath her 
handsñnow clutched on his strong forearmsñshe could feel his muscles tighten, 
drawing her a little bit closer. His skin was so warm.  

Reaching up, she was about to touch his cheek.  

òExcuse us,ó a man said, harshly, giving Ashtoreth a glance that both dismissed 
him and warned him to leave. Imm ediately. Something Ash had no intention of doing. 
òI need to speak to Miss, uh, Dr., Reynolds in private. Dr. Reynolds, you very much 
need to speak with me. Now. Alone.ó 

That oddly high voice was unmistakable. Miri knew that voice all too well.   

Ash restrained a snarl, both possessive and defensive, struggling to keep his 
betraying fangs retracted, shifting his eyes back to normal.  

He hadnõt missed the earlier exchange, Miriõs displeasure very evident her body 
stiffening when she had looked at this man, both then and now. 

There was more than a slight air of threat to the manõs seemingly benign words, 
which both Ashtoreth and  Miri Reynolds picked up. She straightened warily, her hands 
tightening on his arms a moment before releasing them. 

Instantly, Ashtoreth bridled in instinctive response, his eyes narrowing and his 
hackles going up, going into defensive mode, every muscle suddenly taut.  

Still. He didnõt know his place here. 

Ashtoreth looked at Miri. òDr. Reynolds, would you like me to leave?ó 



 

He very much did not want to go, his own instincts clamoring in alarm  at the idea.  

Unless he was very much mistaken, the two men currently standing at the side 
doors were also with this man.  

That wasnõt good.  

Something was going on here he didnõt understand but it didnõt bode well for Miri 
Reynolds. 

His Miri.  

It was jarring, going from the visions, to that br ief moment when Ashtoreth had 
nearly kissed her. And she him. Her body ached still, with need. And now t his. 

This man was a plague on her. 

Still, however jarring, she was used to dealing with it, to hiding what her visions 
revealed and how they affected her. 

òNo, Ashtoreth,ó Miri said, quietly. òPlease stay.ó 

Whatever else, she didnõt want him to leave her. Not until she understood more. 
More about him, more about these feelings he roused in her. Feeling the need, the 
longing, still moving through her .  

And more about those visionsé 

She shivered a little. 

Unconsciously, she laid a hand on Ashtorethõs arm, gripping the strong muscles of 
his forearm tightly.  

Without a second thought,  Ashtoreth nodded, ranging himself beside her, eyeing 
the interloper narrowly.  

Glancing up at him, Miri could see small shots of fire glimmering in his dark eyes.  

A wiser man, meeting that fire-sparked gaze, would have left. 

Hargrove had made two, no three , critical mistakes. The very first being his 
insistence on talking to her when Miri had thought sheõd made it quite clear she had 
nothing else to say to him. The second had been to trip over her title in a professional 
environment.  

In this room despite all else, her youth, her sex, she was Dr. Reynolds. No one knew 
of the long hours of work it had taken to achieve those honors. She had worked hard for 
each and every one of them, putting in l ong hours in the library, doing research, serving 
under others, writing papers, proving her  theories. 

The third mistake was in insisting she had to talk to him wh en she clearly did not 
wish to.  



 

There was a fourth, interrupting her, Ashtoreth  and whatever had been happening 
between them. 

òNo, Mr. Hargrove, youõre mistaken,ó Miri said, sharply, òI donõt. You, however, 
need to leave. Iõve already given you my answer.ó 

òItõs you who are mistaken, Dr. Reynolds,ó Hargrove said. òMy employer is very 
powerfuléó 

òBully for them,ó Miri  interrupted, shortly, narrowing her eyes at him  furiously . 
òThere are a number of people in this building who can stand as witnesses. Iõm sure 
that employer of yours wonõt appreciate the kind of attention and negative publicity 
that will come from you being arrested by campus police for harassing me.ó 

Hargrove visibly paled.  

It seemed her impression had been correct. 

òBe certain I mean everything I say,ó Miri said, flatly. òI donõt make idle threats, 
Mr. Hargrove.ó 

His face went still and flat, his eyes going as black and inexpressive as a sharkõs.  

That look chilled her to the bone. Miri went very still.  

It was that look that did it, those eyes, so inhumanly cold é 

Had she seen him in her Vision, too? There was somethingéa memory. He hadnõt 
been in the forefront, but in the background. 

As hard as she tried, though, she couldnõt bring it back.  

òYouõll regret this, Dr. Reynolds.ó 

Every instinct in Ashtoreth shrilled. There was danger here. There were too many 
people, too many innocents who could be caught in the cross-fire here and be hurt. He 
took in every one of them, but primarily Miri Reynolds. She was his mission, and far 
more, now. As much as he wished to deny it, it was for Miri herself now he would fight, 
not just his duty, his responsibility. H e needed her too much, wanted her with a fire and 
passion he now knew he would feel for no other .  

Now, knowing what he knew of her  it also seemed more and more likely his people 
needed her nearly as much as he now did .  

Ash was still, waiting. He met the manõs hard gaze, letting his own shift enough to 
show his awareness of the two men by the doors.  

Something was very wrong.  

There was more going on here than either he or Miri knew.  

That would have to change, and quickly . 



 

Miri faced the man down, sensing the danger in flinching, in exposing even one 
sign of weakness in the face of someone like him. Still, she was very grateful Ashtoreth 
was beside her, his solid presence at her side reassuring.  

Those flat black eyes cut from her to Ashtoreth.  

His eyes narrowing, Hargrove eyed him speculatively and a muscle in his jaw 
twitched.  

òVery well, Professor Reynolds,ó Hargrove  said, turned on his heel and left.  

Miri let out a breath. òWell, that was unpleasant.ó 

She looked up at him seeing the fiery glow in his eyes. Every part of her body 
seemed attuned to him, to the tension that remained in him.  

òMore than unpleasant, Dr. Reynolds,ó Ash said, deliberately using her title, 
although he more than wanted to say my Miri. She was not truly his, not yet.  

Those pale ethereally green eyes glowed softly as they looked up at him.  

òMiri, Ashtoreth,ó she said, gently , by way of apology for her earlier words . 

òThen call me Ash,ó he said, and traced the line of her cheek before he could stop 
himself.  

Her skin was like silk, soft, a pale rose-gold dusted with golden freckles, the color 
having returned to them and in spades with the piquing of her temper. Her ethereal 
eyes glinted with frustrated fury.  

Restraining a smile, Ash promised himself he would try not to make this woman 
angry. Ever. 

Directing her gaze to Hargroveõs retreating back, he knew the moment Miri saw 
Hargrove gather his two men, the three of them departing through the first set of doors.  

Miri went still, looked to Ash.  

òWho is he?ó Ash asked.  

Frowning a little, Miri said, òHis name is Hargrove. Heõs from some corporation 
called Prometheus. They wanted to hire me to do some research or something for them. 
They offered me a great deal of money. I turned them down.ó 

A chill went through Ash. òIt canõt be a coincidenceéó 

There was more danger here than he had thought, and Miri Reynoldsñhis Miri ñ
was in the thick of it.  

Puzzled, Miri looked at him. òWhat canõt be a coincidence?ó 

With a sigh, Ash looked at her, then at the door through which Hargrove and his 
men had exited. 



 

Almost unconsciously, Ash tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear, relishing the 
feel of the silken strand running through his  fingers. The need to touch her was now 
ever-present. 

òI came to talk to you about your theories on the planes of existence, on how space 
and time interact,ó he said.  

Even as he said it, in his mind he pictured some of the slides she had created for her 
lecture. Suddenly a number of things fell  together, those pictures, her talent, Hargrove 
and his mysterious corporation, and suddenly Miri Reynolds became far more 
important to his mission than just as a source of information. And as the key to his 
hardened heart. 

òYou can see them, canõt you? The planes of existence?ó 

Ash didnõt really have to ask, somehow he knew. 

Miri looked up at him, feeling a shiver of precognition move through her. It was 
here. The time she had been waiting for was now. 

Slowly, she let out a breath, looked up into Ashtorethõs burning eyes, and nodded. 

òYes.ó 



 

Chapter Three  

 

The lecture hall was slowly  emptying, voices filling it, the students and the curious 
filing out slowly, talking, laughing, discussing  and arguing . It was all shockingly 
normal, given Ashõs current state of alertness, awareness.  

òIt canõt be a coincidence I am here and so is that man. Thatõs what brought me 
here, brought me to you,ó he said. òItõs a long story, too long for here, but Miri, we have 
to leave here, now.ó 

The threat Hargrove offered was undeniable. Ash needed to get Miri somewhere 
safe until they understood the situation  better. 

Miri looked at him. òI canõt. I have to get everyone out and shut the hall up, Ash, 
lock it down.ó 

Since the cutbacks, maintenance didnõt do jobs like that anymore. 

Thinking about it, Ash nodded.  

Perhaps it would be for the better. With the students gone, the parking lot empty, 
there would be fewer innocent bystanders  to risk being hurt , fewer witnesses if he had 
to change, to shift, to use magic. 

It was still far too dangerous to reveal the Daemonae had returned to the world 
from the other plane. The Church still viewed them as anathema, and that atti tude had 
become ingrained in it  and the culture it  had given birth to . Witness Miriõs inadvertent  
words.  

The Church was still dangerous. Any  who thought the Church didnõt still have 
hunters did not realize they also still did exorcismsñeven though demons as they 
referenced them did not exist. 

If word got outé 

Some things had not changed. He would not endanger his brothers without good 
cause. 

òAll right,ó Ash conceded. 

Catching some sense of Ashõs urgency, clapping her hands, Miri called to the 
stragglers.  

òAll right, people, I have to close up here. If you have any questions, stop by my 
office on Monday, Iõll be more than glad to answer them then.ó 

This lecture was always held on a weekend, or else she was besieged before class.  

With waves, they nodded as she turned to the inside doors to make certain they 
were locked, Ash falling in beside her. 



 

Finally  they stepped out into the cool late fall air, the pale moonlight filtering 
through the landscaping, silvering the trees and bushes that framed the walkway to the 
lecture hall. 

Ash stayed close at her side. 

òWhere did you park?ó he asked. 

Miri pointed  in the direction of her car .  

òAsh, what is it youõre afraid of? What do you think is going to happen? This is a 
college campus, Iõm a professor here.ó 

Glancing at her, Ash said, òLast year the people who may be behind Hargrove 
ôsummonedõ myéfriend, Asmodeuséfrom the other plane where we have existed for 
millennia, hoping to return.ó 

He had no fear she would not understand. Of anyone, she understood better than 
all. 

That memory still pained him, and yet they had gained much from it, despite it all.  
Asmodeus had found his Angel, and she had given him and them a place in this world 
once again. To secure that, Ash would risk much.  

But not Miri.  

Nor would his brothers, or his Prince, ask it  of him.  

He scanned the parking lot.  

òHargrove did not lie,ó he continued. òIf Iõm right the person, the man Hargrove 
likely works for ñGordon Templetonñis as he stated quite powerful. So powerful he 
dared to kidnap a Federal Agent from her apartment building without fear.ó 

In his mindõs eye, he pictured Asmodeusõs mate, feisty Angel , with a fond mental 
smile. She was a woman to be reckoned with, truly, as was the one beside him. 

Miri stared at him. òGordon Templeton.ó  

She knew Gordon Templeton or rather knew of him. Everyone did. More by 
reputation than anything else. Wealthy financier, desperate self-promoter, dedicated to 
the occult, especially the dark aspects of it . Some found him charismatic. She found him 
disturbing. It wasnõt difficult to picture him doing almost anything.  

Ash nodded.  

òWhat does any of that have to do with me?ó 

There was the sense of movement around them, of men closing in. If they could 
reach his motorcycleébut Ash doubted they would allow that.  

òThis man who Hargrove wo rks for used an ancient grimoire called the Book of 
Demons to summon Asmodeus to this plane of existence,ó Ash said, òand trap him in a 
magic circle. To keep the Book from Templetonõs men, Angel  threw it between the rings 



 

of the circle, consigning it to one of the planes of existence. At the time, it was the only 
alternative, but the Book is too dangerous to leave out there where Templeton could 
perhaps summon it  once again. It now appears he is also actively searching for another 
way to find it  as well. So both he and we have come to you. The question is, does he 
know you can see the other planes?ó 

He did not mention, yet, that the  Book had once been used to Summon him as well. 
And what he had su ffered for it.  It was neither the time nor the place. 

She looked at him, sighed. òI donõt know. Itõs not something I tend to talk about 
much.ó 

The orange sodium vapor streetlights  illuminated the parking lot, his motorcycle 
and her car, clearly, both alone, with their harsh orange light. 

Neither of them had p arked close, not anticipating a need for an emergency exit. 
And while Ash could conjure the bike closer, the enemy was still all around them.  

His motorcycle was closer, but not close enough. 

òStay close to me, Miri,ó he said. 

òDonõt worry about me, Ash,ó she said, as they started across the parking lot. 

A part of her still didnõt believe it, still didnõt believe it was dangerous. 

At least, not until the men in their black armor  stepped out of  the shadows, closing 
in all around  themésurrounding them.  

With one arm, Ash swept Miri to his back, putting himself between her and the 
intruders, but more were closing in behind them he knew. 

There was no place safe. 

òLetõs do this easy,ó one of them said. òDr. Reynolds, if you donõt want anyone 
hurt, including yourself then just come with us  quietly .ó 

òAsh,ó she said, softly. 

òThey wonõt take you,ó he said, evenly, certainly.  

Only over Ashõs dead body. 

Looking at the grim faces of the men, Miriõs breath caught. Fear shot through her. 

Not for herself, for Ash.  

Here foresight didnõt help her. The time was here, now, the decisions made in these 
next few minutes, hours, days, weeks, would change the course of human history , but 
there were too many variables for her to See her way clearly. 

Only one thing  was clear to her, Ash could die here. 

òAsh,ó she said, her breath shuddering in her breast. òGo. I donõt want you getting 
hurt.ó 



 

 òNo,ó he said.  

She nodded. He was a warrior, he could do and be nothing else. It was no more 
than she had expected, but she had had to try.  

Looking from one hard face to another Miri knew t his was as real as it got. 

Most of these men carried weapons, Ash noted. By the way they moved, they were 
professional soldiers, mercenaries, skilled in battle, and not just hired thugs. Another 
sign Gordon Templeton was behind this. 

It was unlikely they would shoot Miri, they wanted her  too badly, but they werenõt 
getting her w ithout going through him first.  

Far stronger than these in whatever form he wore, h is Daemonae body could 
sustain a great deal more abuse than most men, as the priests had found. However, 
there was enough iron in those steel bullets to do a lot of damage, both to this form and 
his own natural one, if they lodged anywhere w ithin him . 

He thought he might have a way toéunsettleé them, first , and to gain a little more 
advantage. 

òMiri,ó he said, òwhen I say go, run to my bike.ó 

It was faster than her car, more maneuverable, more vulnerable , too, but easier to 
get onto and get moving.  

She nodded. 

With her hand against the solidness of his back, Miri felt the shiver of magic over 
her skin, felt him begin to change, as armor came between her and the hard muscle 
beneath her hand.  

To her astonishment, great leathery wings unfolded from his back to each side, 
spreading like the fingers of a hand, and a long tail curl ed around her, as if to assure 
him she was still there, safe, behind him.  

Startled, she turned her head to look at him  over her shoulder, and her breath 
caught, completely and utterly, in amazement.  

Beauty didnõt even begin to describe him, he was incredible, magnificent in his true 
form , primal . Every part of her body reacted, her pussy clenching automatically in a 
rush of pure lust, pure appreciation shooting through her at the sight of him in all his 
glory.  

He was still very tall, his silver -streaked dark hair caught back with a thong to 
stream down from the nape of his neck past his broad shoulders. Armor covered his 
entire body, even his face, a helmet with a skirt of linked mail covering and protecting 
the nape and sides of his neck.  

In his hands was the sword straight out of her fantasy, the wavy surface of the steel 
rune-covered, his big hands clenched on the hilt of it , every muscle in his magnificent 



 

bodyñthose of his back and what she could see past the wingñrigid, clenched tight in 
preparation for battle. His armor was the same color as his skin, a deep scarlet, but 
minu s the shifting golden currents that ran beneath it. It covered every inch of him save 
for his bare arms and legs.  

The surprise of his shift was enough to startle those around them, taking them 
aback for just one fatal second, and then Ash was moving. Swiftly.  

Still, they had clearly been warned, they were not taken completely off guard.  

A part of him almost thrilled to the joy of battle, were it not the situation was so 
dire, if so much didnõt depend on him, and he wasnõt outnumbered. Once he was 
certain he knew where Miri was, he moved. Two steps and then he spun, the sword 
flashing to separate one of the men from his gun. Along with the hand that had held it.  

Still there were a good number more of them than of him.  

òGo,ó he said.  

For a moment, Miri could  only watch him, incredulous.  

He was fast, shockingly fast. He moved like a great cat, a tiger perhaps, powerful, 
swift, precise, with no wasted movement, stunningly graceful and fluid. Now she truly 
knew meaning of the phrase poetry in motion as Ash moved to the attack in that 
precious moment of astonishment.  

He moved like water flowing, like trees bending, his sword catching the moonlight 
and seeming to flow like a wave, not stopping even as it cleaved through meta l, bone 
and flesh. Blood sprayed, dark in the harsh orange lig ht. It was incredible to watch.  

It didnõt take long for the other men to recover from the initial shock of his shift. If 
they hadnõt believed in demons before they certainly did now. 

She shook herself and ran. 

They opened fire, moving in.  Their bullets hammered  into Ashõs armor. One or two 
seared over his skin. 

For all his speed, for all his skill, though, there were just too many of them.  

Templeton was taking no chances, it seemed. Or Hargrove had called for help once 
Ash had become part of the picture. 

A glance over his shoulder as they closed sent a chill through him. 

Miri.  

Watching warily, Miri saw  the men moving to intercep t her even as Ash fought the 
others. 

She had a surprise for them all.  

Taking a breath, she ran, waiting for her moment,  knowing what agony it would be 
for Ash to see the men closing in on her, but she needed them close. 



 

Her hand in her laptop bag, she pulled it off he r shoulder, running for her life , not 
even bothering to hide from them the fear she felt as they closed in on her. 

The wind was in the right direction.  

In one motion, she sent her laptop bag with the laptop in it flying toward one of the 
men, even as she pulled her other hand  free to direct the burst of pepper spray into the 
face of another, the one reaching who was reaching for her. Even as he swore, furiously, 
she dropped to her hands, her legs swinging around in a sweep, taking his out from 
under him.  

She had her own surprises to offer. 

Caught off guard by her unexpected attack, he went down.  

Even as she scrambled to her feet, she ducked and dodged away from another. 
Trapping his arm as he grabbed for her in the crook of her own, she turned into his 
motion as she threw her shoulder into it , using his momentum to keep his forward 
momentum  going, slamming him to the ground . He fell and went down, too, as she 
leaped and spun into a flying back kick that took out the next. 

The one thing they hadnõt expected was a fight out of her. 

Her foot hit the manõs helmet jarringly  but it was still enough to knock him off 
balance.  

Ash, seeing another come at her from the corner of his eye, spun himself and took 
that one with a quick slash of his sword.  

For a moment his heart had chilled, seeing them close on herñto lose her so soon 
after finding her, it was his kind of luck ñand then she had thrown the bag into the face 
of one and attacked the next. To his gratitude and pride, she had attacked. 

Pain burned in his arm where a bullet had pierced and across one thigh, but it was 
not hopeless. Not now.  

Their eyes met for just a second, his clearly surprised, and, she thought, quite 
pleased. 

She grinned, absurdly happy with herself.  

òWhen youõre the smallest and smartest kid in third grade, youõd better be able to 
fight,ó she gasped, setting herself as she looked briefly into his sharp handsome 
features. òI couldnõt then. But I learned.ó 

She had taken martial arts all her life and been forced to use it a time or two.  

It was good to know.  He smiled. 

Now , with them all out in the open he could chance the use of magic, and must, if 
they were to have even a chance at escape. With a gesture, he gathered the lightning in 
his hands and set it loose. 



 

The parking lot li t up with blue -white light, arcing from one gun to the next, the 
men holding them jittering as the muzzles of the guns rose to empty harmlessly into the 
night sky. 

Shifting to human form ña tail and wings being difficult to manage on a 
motorcycleñhe swung on, starting it in virtually the same motion  as he mounted it. 
Miri scrambled  up behind him. When her arms were wrapped  securely around his 
waist, he gunned it, shooting for the exit.  

He had little doubt  he would find it blocked before they reached it.  

òNo, that way,ó Miri shouted, pointing to one of the narrow concrete walkways.  

With a nod, he turned the bike. She knew this place better than he.  

They hit the bump of the curb hard but straight, Ash wrestling with the bike  to keep 
it going forward  but then they shot down the narrow walkway  through the trees into 
the heart of the campus.  

At this hour of the night,  it was too late for the studiers, too early for the partiers, 
and with the chill in the air, only the most dedicated students would be out.  

They burst out into another parking lot, the orange glow of the sodium lights 
illuminating them clearly. There was no help for it. 

Steering for the exit, Ash gunned the bike, shooting out onto the narrow street 
between the school buildings, taking the  bike over the grass of one of the commons as a 
car raced to cut them off. He burst out in front of it  by inches. Few cars could ever come 
close to the horsepower of this bike, it had been custom made just for him, the body of 
composite materials stronger than steel, with the best engine they could find.  

He left that car in the dust but another popped out ahead of them.  

Dodging and darting past those who tried to intercept them, weaving the bike 
through and around the cars, Ash headed for the open highway . There would be traffic  
there, not much, but not stop  signs or turns. It was a straight shot, he could open up the 
bike there, use its speed and power to their advantage. 

Everywhere he turned , though, there was another car racing to try to cut them off.  

Miri clung to him, her arms wrapped loosely around his waist, moving with him, 
all too conscious of the hard muscles beneath her hands. Despite the outer cold, his 
body radiated heat, keeping her warm despite the chill  of the night . 

They raced through dark ness broken only by moonlight and streetlights, Miri 
trusting to Ashõs skill, tightening her hands only slightly as one car came that fraction 
so close she nearly felt the chrome brush her leg but Ash whipped the motorcycle 
around it to shoot down the ramp  and onto the highway.  

Ash opened it up.  



 

Chapter Four  

 

Pain had long been a part of Ashõs world, but he felt hammered where the bullets 
had battered his armor and there were the numerous small wounds from ricochets, not 
to mention the ones in his bicep and thigh, both of which still bled sluggishly. They had 
to find a place to rest and soon. With the loss of blood, exhaustion from the fight, and 
the use of magic, he was very nearly spent.  

He dared not take them to a conventional hotel , motel or some such, though. It was 
far too easy to for someone with Templetonõs money and power to track them to  such a 
place.  

òWe will have to sleep rough,ó he said, over his shoulder.  

Against his back, Miri nodded  wearily .  

Rough didnõt bother her at the moment. The fear had worn off, but she still felt 
jittery and unnerved.  

Off an exit, Ash found a small deserted motel that still looked relatively clean, a 
new For Sale sign in front of the building , another propped in the of fice window . A 
victim of the influx of newer chain hotels and  motels at previous exits and the economy, 
it had clearly just succumbed to its fate, the parking lot only a little clotted with weeds 
breaking through the tarmac, curtains still in the windows, no glass yet broken.  

Perfect. 

It was late, still deep in the nigh t. 

Ash pulled around to the back of the building just in case they were searching, the 
ancient dusk to dawn light in front still alight, casting the rear into deep darkness, and 
rode into th e thicker shadows created by it and the moonlight.  

The parking lot there was empty, too, occupied only by the great white bulk of a 
tank of natural gas to the one side, like a whale in the darkness, slightly rusted with age. 
Otherwise there was just the expanse of black tarmac, the lines that had marked the 
spaces faded with age. 

It took only a kick, Ashõs booted foot colliding with the door, to get them into one of 
the inner rooms on the second floor at the back of the small complex. 

Miri could see nothing in the room but shadows and darker shadows at first, Ashõs 
body sensed more than seen, the warmth of it  a beacon of its own. She felt a flicker of 
magic. 

The room was musty, dark and dank from being  closed up in the shadows of the 
great towering pines native to this area, but a little magic would take care of that. 
Looking around, the darkness no impediment to his enhanced sight, Ash nodded. It 
would do well enough. He had enough magic remaining  for what he needed. While he 



 

had slept out beneath the open sky many times in his long life, when there was no need 
to suffer, he wouldnõt.  

And there was Miri.  

With a gesture, he conjured up a few candles, scattering them around the room. 
Another spell banish ed the vermin who might have taken up homes in the bedding and 
beneath the carpet. Lastly, he summoned some of the bedding from his old quarters on 
the ethereal plane, letting it settle over the musty mattress and rusting frame that 
remained here so it  would be  suitably comfortable .  

The candlelight lit the room warmly, softly.  

Looki ng around, Miri shook her head in astonishment.  

Magic. 

òThis is your idea of roughing it?ó she said, amused, turning to look at him.  

All amusement fled.  

In the dim light h is stoic expression showed nothing, but there was pain in him , it 
was there in the way he stood. Blood still trickled from a wound in his arm and another 
in his thigh. Small cuts and scratches were scattered over him. Those, at least, had 
stopped bleeding.  

Both breath and heart caught.  

òAsh,ó she gasped, pained.  

Stepping closer, Miri could clearly see the wound that had passed through one 
biceps. It had to hurt like hell.  

òAsh, my god,ó she said, softly. 

The breadth of his back was covered in scars, too, some clearly deep. Her eyes 
burned, remembering  her vision . Her throat tightened.  

òItõs nothing,ó he said, with a shrug. òIt will heal.ó 

They would. They pained him but he had taken worse, much worse, over the 
centuries.  

 òThere has to be something I can do. Magic up some bandages. The least I can do is 
clean them and dress them.ó 

He smiled a little. Magic up.  

With a wave, he produced a small package of gauze bandages, taken from his 
house here on this plane. As one of the Healers among the Daemonae, there were times 
when a simple dressing was far easier than magic, which cost energy. Or in those times 
such as now when the Healerñwho could not heal himself ñneeded bandaging. 

As now. 



 

Going into the bathroomñat least the water was still on, the motel must have only 
shut down recently , or they were hopeful of a quick saleñMiri  dampened one of the 
bandages and went back to clean Ashõs wound s.  

It had been a long time since anyone had tended him  as Miri did  and never with 
this tender care, not since his mother, when he had been very small. 

Before they had killed her. 

There was tenderness in Miriõs touch.  

For all the excitement and gunfire, for all her fear, her scent was still soft, smelling 
of the sea and Miri. So close, he could not miss it as she gently  cleaned the wound in  his 
arm. For all the pain if it, there was Miri and her soft scent.  

Seated on the edge of the mattresses he had layered on the bed, he was just at eye 
level with her, conscious and aware of her attention on him, of her sea-foam eyes 
focused on the wound in his arm . Just her touch was enough for him , to send heat 
coursing through him .  

He studied her now while he had the  chance, while she was so close, and so intent. 

Save for those otherworldly eyes, she reminded him of a clever fox wit h that rich 
red hair and those high cheekbones. Her nose was straight, her mouth perfect, neither 
too thin nor too full. The candlelight flickered softly over her  fine features, catching red 
and gold highlights in the rich waves of her hair as it cascaded down beside her face. 
The light was too faint for even him to see the light dusting of freckles over her nose.  

To his eyes she was beautiful. 

Aware of his regard, she turned her head to look at him  sideways, and the beauty of 
those celestial pale green eyes struck him nearly like a blow.   

His entire bod y went taut, his abs tightening  and his cock stiffening.  

It felt as if Miriõs breath clogged in her lungs when their eyes met, his dark , the 
sparks in them thick, brilliant in the darkness.  

His eyes glowed. Literally . 

So close, he was even more striking, his strong features sharp, and even more 
handsome.   

A breath sighed out of her. In wonder, she reached to cup his cheek, his dark eyes 
brilliant.  

He was so beautiful. 

òI want to see you,ó she whispered. òAll of you, Ashtoreth. The real you.ó 

For a moment, Ash hesitated, looking at her. He took a breath and started to tug his 
t-shirt free of his jeans. 

Her hands went to his, stilled them.  



 

òLet me,ó she said, softly, her green eyes intent.  

Ash watched as she turned her attention as intently to removing his shirt  as she had 
to cleaning and binding the wound in his arm. He settled his hands on her hips and let 
her do it .  

It felt as if her heart and breath stood still in anticipation as  Miri  tugged his t-shirt 
free slowly, sliding her hands beneath it to the heated skin underneath, sliding it up 
unhurriedly , as if unveiling a wonderful surprise.  And he was.  

She skimmed her hands up his ribs, gathering the material in them before stripping 
it over up his head and letting it fall.  

A long sigh of pleasure escaped her as she ran her hands lightly over his broad 
shoulders, slid them over the hard muscles of his chest, simply admiring the beauty of 
his body, the glorious curves and planes of it.  

Heat moved through Ash as her hands touched him, as they floated over his skin.  

She smiled, just a little, and the pleasure and wonder in her expression nearly made 
his heart stop. 

Ashõs cock stiffened, pressing against his zipper.  He wanted her intensely, but he 
couldnõt bear to stop her sensual caress, this slow slide of her hands over his skin. It had 
been a long time since anyone had touched him this way. Millennia . None of his recent 
dalliances had, they had been too eager to have his cock inside them. 

Miri looked up at him from beneath her red-gold  lashes, the luminescent color of 
her eyes deepening, the gold in them brilliant against it.  

Those lovely eyes caught him, held him . She looked at him and waited. 

To his own surprise, he smiled. 

Ash shifted. 

To his surprise, to his heartfelt gratitude, her lips curved softly and then parted in a 
soft sigh of wonder as he changed from man to Daemonae, to himself as he truly was. 

Miri  watched as Ashõs skin changed color almost beneath her hands, the color 
deepening, turning scarlet, the shade growing rich, vibrant. Gold shimmered  beneath 
the surface of his skin like flame over coals. His skin gleamed like satin and felt just as 
smooth. His eyes changed from a deep brown to vivid gold with sparks of flame that 
swirled  within them  wildly , a reflection of his mood, his thoughts, his emotions.  

At his back his wings spread open with a soft rustle, reaching out behind him like 
arms, before they spread like fingers to stretch the delicate membranes between them to 
arch above and around him, them, avoid ing the bed. It was breathtakingly beautiful to 
watch. 

She almost started at the feel of his tail as it slid up around her legs, curled to caress 
her even as his hands settled warmly on her waist. Each finger of those strong hands 



 

was tipped with claws that bit into her skin lightly, just a little sharply, so she was 
intensely aware of them. Of him.  

His hair, as dark as ebony, as soft as silk, parted around his horns, his pointed ears, 
to be caught back at the nape of his strong neck by the leather thong. 

Tentatively, wonderingly, she reached up to trace one of those curved horns above 
his forehead with a cautious finger . It was as hard as stone, as sharp as a razor, 
gleaming like polished jet.  

His strong features had not changed, had not become one whit less stern, less harsh. 
If anything, they seemed to have become more defined, not harsher, but stronger. More 
than ever he resembled a warrior chiseled from stone , but this time carved from some 
smooth, gleaming gem, red jade or carnelian. The golden wash of color flowed in waves 
and shimmers beneath the surface of his skin. 

In astonishment, Miri could only loo k at him, at the astonishing, preternatural 
beauty of him.   

Her breath stuttered  in her chest. Caught in awe, Miri looked up as his wings 
unfolded  around them  to enclose the two of them in an almost intimate arch, an 
expansive embrace, the soft light of the candles filtering softly  through the delicate 
membranes between the bones. At one and the same time those wings looked both 
incredibly powerful and terribly fragile. 

There was wonder in her eyes. Ash reached out, stroked her cheek. 

òCan I touch one?ó she asked, tentatively,  softly.  

Something inside Ash shivered with anticipatory pleasure. He nodded and bit back 
a groan as she reached up to run her fingers oh, so lightly over the delicate skin of his 
wings. It was an extraordinarily intimate  gesture somehow, and had his cock as rigid as 
iron in his jeans. 

Reflexively, Ashõs hands tightened on her hips as she touched him, pulled h er just a 
little bit closer to feel her hips against his, against the hardness of him within his jeans, 
against his aching cock. 

Those ethereal eyes looked at him from beneath her golden lashes. Her gaze settled 
on his mouth and a jolt of heat went through him, going straight to that cock, his balls 
drawing up tight.  

He wanted, needed her, desperately. 

It was like touching warm suede, the skin was soft, so soft, stretched over powerful 
muscles and strong slender bone. The sail between the bones appeared astonishingly 
delicate, although Miri knew it wasnõt. 

In something very like wond er, Miri looked into his strong, handsome, sharp-boned 
face, so stern, so harsh. His golden eyes met hers, held. The look in them sent a jolt of 
heat through her. 



 

Her eyes dropped to his mouth, to his full bottom lip and the tips of the white fangs 
that pr essed into it . 

Swallowing hard, she cupped his face, running her thumb across that full lip, close 
to those sexy fangs and licked her lips . Heat shot through her , looking at them. 

Ash could scent her growing arousal, the aroma of it  rich as he breathed it in. His 
cock grew even harder, if that was possible. 

He was suddenly and intensely aware of the closeness of her. 

òThere is another way to heal me,ó Ash said, his voice surprisingly hoarse and deep 
even to his own ears. His hands tightened on her hips. 

 òIs there?ó Miri said, clearing her throat  a little as the sound of his voice echoed in 
her bones, in her body, sending a flush of heat into her belly, into her core.  

Ash took her mouth so slowly it  felt as if Miri would melt into him . His tongue, 
more slender than most, clearly forked, twined with her own, tasting her. A shot of lust 
speared through her. Once more she sighed, this time in pure pleasure. 

Sliding her hands around and over the strong muscles of his shoulders and up to 
the nape of his neck she found the leather thong that bound his hair and stripped it 
away so she could run her hands through the silken strands. They spilled through her 
fingers like water.  

A sigh of pleasure whispered out of her at the feel of it, at the f eel of his mouth on 
hers, his tongue exploring her. His tail curled around her hips to pull her closer even as 
his hands did, until she was pressed hard against him, his hips against hers, and the 
long, rigid length of his cock beneath his jeans settled against her mound. Heat poured 
through her.  

òThere is,ó Ash said. 

The taste of her, the feel of her, filled him, the neat indentation that was the curve of 
her waist, the light press of her breasts against his chest. His cock ached, throbbed. 

Heat, pleasure, slid through him. So sweet, this joining.  

He slid his hands up her back until he found the zipper to the dress and drew it 
down ever so slowly until it stopped just above the fine tight globes of her ass. As the 
sides of the dress parted, it was as if he had released her scent, her warm skin heating it. 
Sliding his hands within the parted folds, he caressed her, running his hands up the 
long, strong muscles of her back, her skin as soft as rose petals beneath them. 

Miri shivered lightly at the feel of his hands on her, as they brushed up over her 
shoulders. The look in his eyes seemed to start a fire beneath her skin, warmth flooding 
beneath it richly.  

The dress whispered down her body, to flutter  to her feet. 

Every muscle in Ashõs body locked for a moment as she was revealed to him. 



 

She was glorious, beautiful, her firm full breasts cupped in gleaming rose -gold 
satin, the ripe globes of them the color of pearls, the taut nipples hardening beneath the 
fabric in response to his gaze. 

In wonder, he let the palms of his hands just float over her, grazing her nipples 
lightly as they passed before curling his hands around her ribs as his tail curled around 
her satin-enclosed hips tightly.  

He liked to see it there, his tail, wrapped tightly around her.  

Deliberately slowly, watching her eyes, he slid his hands behind her again and 
unhooked her bra. The golden lashes fluttered  a little as each little hook gave way 
beneath his fingers. 

Heat shot through her as Ash slid his hands up over her shoulders to slide the 
straps of her bra free. His tail slid  up around her waist, tightened around it as her bra 
slipped to the floor and Ash turned her a little to catch a breast in his hand as it spilled 
free.  

The weight of it , the fullness of her breast, filled Ashõs hand sweetly. On a soft 
groan, he closed his hand around it, his skin brilliant against the gold -tinted paleness of 
her, his claws indenting her tender flesh just slightly. The look of it in his hand, the feel 
of it, was incredible. Heat shot through him a s her nipple furled tighter  even as he 
watched, practically inviting him to suck on it, to suckle on it.  

Looking up into her luminous eyes, Ash let his tail tug her even closer, and brushed 
his mouth over that sensitive tip . She quivered.  

The feel of his warm mouth on her sent a jolt of fire through her, straight from her 
nipple to her aching, wet pussy.  

With his tail keeping her close, his mouth drawing on her hardening nipple, Ash 
settled his hands on her hips, slid them down over the curve  of them, until her satin 
panties slithered down her legs to join her bra  and she was finally naked before him. 

On a shuddering breath he pulled back to look at the glory of her, sliding a hand 
over the dark red curls between her thighs to the heat and moistness there, to the core 
of her. 

Miri trembled as he slid a finger slowly up inside her, her eyes on his as a soft moan 
escaped her at the feel of his finger invading her.  

So tight. Her pussy muscles clenched around his finger, pulsed, flexed  as she 
arched, her hips pumping reflexively, yearning for more.  

Withdrawing his finger with a smile, closing his eyes in gratitude, Ash turned her, 
nestling her back against his chest, his mouth against her throat to feel her racing pulse 
against his lips as he filled his hands with her  breasts. In delight and pleasure he 
squeezed those firm globes in his hands, trapped the nipples with his claws to pinch 
lightly as the tip of his tail slid free to lightly brush  over her clit. 



 

She trembled. 

Pleasure speared through her, pierced Miri to her core with each pinch of Ashõs 
claws on her tender nipples, each tug, each gentle tweak. It was wonderful. It was as if 
every nerve of her body had suddenly come alive beneath his hands. The soft flutter of 
his tail over her clit made her shiver , quiver.  

It was maddening, intoxicating.  

Miri  was intensely aware of Ashõs mouth against her pulse, his tongue flickering 
over her skin to taste it. 

Heat poured through her as his mouth moved to her throat just beneath her ear, to 
press there, his sharp teeth nipping the lobe of her ear, his forked tongue flickering over 
the curve of it, sending sparks shooting down to her center. His hot mouth trailed 
searing kisses down the length of her throat as she turned her head to offer him more. 
To offer him everything.  

The taste of her filled him, her skin and her scent, her growing arousal was only one 
more layer of richness. 

Need, desire, hunger surged, burned in him, ached. Ash could feel the firm globes 
of her ass against his erection, and he ground it against her, aching for her, his cock so 
hard it twitched  to be inside her, inside her hot, wet, tight sheath. His hands tightened 
on her breasts, nearly crushing them. Miriõs back arched, pressing herself against them. 

Deliberately, Ash let his fangs descend completely, to scrape them across her 
tender, delicate skin, and she trembled. 

òMiri,ó he groaned. 

He had to take her, and soon, he ached for her. 

She felt the press of his fangs, sharply, over the pulse in her throat, and a small thrill 
of excitement, of desire and need, washed through her. 

His mouth was soft against her skin, h is teeth would not beé 

Shot after shot of pure bliss raced through her just at the thought. Need had  nothing 
on it, she craved him. 

òPlease,ó she whispered. 

Ash closed his eyes in gratitude. 

òIt will hurt for only a moment,ó he breathed, against her skin, his mouth moving 
down to her shoulder.  

The first bite, here, so the first burst of  venom would enter her system slowly.   

He tasted her, tongue flickering over her.  

She shivered. òYeséó 



 

Ash pressed his fangs against her tender skin, tightening his mouth on her slowly , 
wanting this moment, this claiming, to last. H er delicate flesh parted beneath them, his 
fangs pierced her to sink into muscle . Pleasure swamped him in a blinding flash  as his 
tongue took in the first sweet delicious taste of her skin, the soft scent of it filling him, 
and then his venom was pumping i nto her, claiming her, making her his, preparing her 
for him . 

A wave of bliss rushed through him at her taste, a burst of pleasure at the sensation 
of his venom as it gushed into her nearly blinded him.  

There was a brief, passing flash of pain and then a surge of astonishing heat roared 
through her.  A delicious, glorious heat that wiped out all pain  behind it . It seared 
through Miriõs veins, rushed through her body until her every nerve came alive . 
Involuntarily she surged upward, pushed against his mouth, demanded more as it 
pumped, as it spurted into her, felt  it  sear into her, swelling, as it raced through her 
veins. Small sounds of pleasure escaped her as it hit her bloodstream to rush through 
her in a great tidal wave of pleasure, of need. Heat, desire poured through her, 
obliterating all thought.  

Those soft sounds nearly destroyed him, nearly shattered Ashõs control. Another 
blindingly bright burst of pleasure coursed through him when she pressed herself 
against his fangs, against his mouthé 

Miri moaned when his fangs withdrew, her pussy clenching almost as if in protest, 
a soft cry of dismay escaping her. 

It stunned him. He turned her face to his, to see the truth of it in her eyes, and 
touched her cheek in wonder, amazement.  

Miri looked at him, at what was in his eyes. Her heart clenched as she cupped his 
cheek. 

Gently , looking deeply into his beautiful amber eyes, she said, intently,  òAsh, I know 
you. I See you. And I want you. ó  

Desperately. Her body cried out for him, throbbed, her pussy ached. She longed for 
the feel of him inside her. She could see the pain in his eyes, and wanted, desperately, to 
quench it, to ease it, to smooth it away. To make him forget, if only for a few moments.  

Ash looked into her soft green gaze and knew she had already seen him in his 
darkest moments, at his worst, had already seen those bitter  times when he had 
weakened, had cried out against the terrible pain they had laid on him. She knew the 
moments he had wavered and yet she still loved him.  

He had not realized how much he had feared his weakness would be  revealed, 
shown for what it was . Should anyone learn of how close he had come to breaking, how 
close at times to betraying everything he lovedé But despite it allé No, because of it 
all, because Miri saw his heart so  clearly, she loved him stillé Him, Ashtoreth, for who 
and what he was, accepting all of it, all of himé  



 

And she did love him.  

She was his, his mate, and had been from the moment she had Seen him truly. 

It shattered him, shattered whatever resistance he had had to loving her. 

Even seeing Angel and Asmodeus together, Ash had never thought to find this for 
himself, it was for the others, for  his brethren to find, not him.  He had never thought to 
find it for himself, he was too batte red, too jaded. Too damaged. 

He had taken this mission for them, for his brother Daemonae, for feisty Angel and 
for his brother, his Prince, Asmodeus, to protect them, to give them this.  

It was for Baõal, who couldnõt sometimes contain his rage and anger, and for 
Moloch, their brother, who could sometimes act to stem Baõalõs pain, despite his own 
losses. For all of them.  

Searching her eyes, Ash could see the truth of it  there in those ethereal eyes.  

His arms and tail tightened around her as he drew her soft mouth to his. Passion 
and need flared as he pulled her closer against him, his hands sliding up her slender 
back, her hips, and pressed her against his hard cock, still buried in his jeans.  

He cupped her cheek, his eyes locked on hers, holding her close. 

Ash wanted her as well. Desperately. 

Their eyes locked.  

Miri was aware of his tail uncoiling  from around her waist, caressing her skin 
lightly, slipping between her thighs to flutter lightly at the entrance to her core. Her 
pussy tightened as anticipation whipped  through her. His tail  slipped and slid over her 
slit, around her clit, sensually, teasingly. Her belly tightened, pleasure pooling deep, 
gathering wit hin her as his hand slid down to her lower back, to pull her harder against 
him.  

Conscious of him watching, Miri quivered as desire poured through her.  

With his eyes on hers, Ash watched her green eyes darken, her eyelids flutter as he 
held her close and his tail teased at her. 

Her body arched automaticall y at the slender supple invasion of his tail and a moan 
escaped her as it  pressed, as it pierced her to slide up inside her pussy to flutter  within  
her.  

She gasped, and a soft moan whispered from her. 

A heady pleasure rushed through Ash at the sound, at watching her, at the feel of 
her firm breasts swelling against his chest. He slid his hands down her back to cup her 
tight ass, to press her against the hardness in his jeans as her glorious eyes glazed. 
Sliding his hands up to her ribs, he lifted her, sliding first one knee then the other 
between her thighs, lifting  her up so she sat on his own thighs , her legs spread. He 
barely noticed when her leg brushed across the wound in his.  



 

His tail wiggled deeper inside her, fluttered.  

Ash slid a hand up her back to support her  and she arched into it , her lush breasts 
an offering to him, her head f alling back, her flaming hair streaming  down her back, her 
eyelashes fluttering.  

òLook at me,ó he whispered, as he slid his other hand to the top of her thigh, his 
thumb brushing lightly at her clit. òI want to watch you come. I want to watch you 
shatter.ó 

At his words, her pussy clenched tightly, spasming around his tail.  

Those luminescent green eyes, hazed with passion, with need, focused inward on 
what he did inside her, at the pleasure coursing through her from his thumb on her clit, 
opened with a clear effort.  

Miri shuddered with pleasure that pooled fast and deep inside her, her pussy 
clenching, flooding as bliss poured through her.  

His deep voice echoed through her and then he touched her clit. Within her, his tail 
lashed wildly . Bliss gathered deep, pooled, and every muscle in her belly tightened  as 
he tormented her deliriously , as he pleasured her. 

With an effort, she tried to open her eyes to look at him. 

A jolt went through her as she met his lambent heated gaze, his brilliant golden 
eyes intent as he touched her. 

Miriõs breasts felt swollen, they ached with need, with the need to feel his mouth on 
them, sucking, biting.  

She watched as he lowered his mouth slowly to her swollen, aching breast, and 
groaned as his hot mouth closed around it once more, nearly crying out as pleasure that 
was nearly pain scorched through her.  

Ash loved this, loved she would let him see her like this.  

There was nothing more beautiful to Ash than this, to see Miri  flushed with 
passion, her body arched, writhing to his touch, to the p leasure he gave her. 

Ash drew her hardening nipple i nto his mouth, sucking in the whole tip of her 
breast, his tongue swirling around her areole as her stomach tightened, as her pussy 
flexed around his tail . He sucked hard on her, feeling her nipple stiffening  against his 
tongue. He suckled as she moaned, her hands sliding up over his arms, his shoulders, 
one clinging to him for balance, for security, the other spearing up into his hair to dr aw 
his mouth harder against her. 

She tasted incredible. Want, need, exploded within him, too, and suddenly he was 
devouring her breast, ravaging it, his teeth scraping over her tender skin  as she cried 
out, her hands clutching  at him, her pussy clenching, tightening.  

òAsh,ó she wailed softly. òPlease. Oh god, yes.ó 



 

Miri was no longer  sure what it was she was begging him for , all she wanted was 
more, more of what he did  to her, more of him, of Ash. She needed. Her breasts ached, 
her pussy ached, one to be released, the other to be filled. She arched her back, wanting, 
needing. 

Her nipples were as hard as small pebbles. Ash crushed his mouth over her breasts, 
first one then the other. He savaged them, bit  at those stiffened nipples, tugged on them 
with his teeth, strummed  her clit  with his fingers , his tail wild inside her, as it lashed  
within her as she shuddered, and her lashes fluttered  over those ethereal eyes. 

Ash suckled hard on her, and suddenly her essence burst free. She cried out again 
as he devoured  her, first one breast and then the other, drawing deeply on her , and her 
sweet essence filled  him . His fangs scraped on sensitive flesh, but she only pressed 
herself harder against him.  

Thought vanished. All he could do was feast on her. 

Desperately, Ash drank her in great gulps, suckling hard at her, her effervescent 
spirit flooding him, banishing the darkness that hovered at the edges of his soul. 

It felt wonderful. Miriõs body quiv ered, shook, her pussy clenched around his 
fluttering tail as her hips bucked with each hard draw of his mouth on her  breast. Miri 
clung to him as pleasure pooled in her belly, grew, expanded, blinded her. 

òAsh,ó she sobbed. 

She didnõt know what she asked for, only she needed it. 

Ashõs hand locked in her hair, drew her head back and to the side and he struck, his 
fangs sinking deep into her throat.  

Miri cried out in pleasure as his tail lashed wildly inside her. She came, hard and 
fast, her body bucking as he fed, drawing great mouthfuls of her. With each hard pull, 
her hips jerked against his thumb on her clit and pleasure swamped her to erupt into 
his mouth . 

Deliriously, Ash drank her in great greedy gulps as her pleasure burst into his 
mouth, his hand locked in her hair, her hands clutching at him  to pull his mouth harder 
against her throat, her soft cries of glory blinding him to anything but her.  

Ecstasy exploded, raced through her. Miri was lost to anything except Ash, to the 
feel of his mouth on her. She wailed softly as his tail pulled out of her, as his tongue 
stroked over her throat.  No, not yet, she wanted more, needed more.  

Carefully wrapp ing his arm around her, Ash lifted her and turned.  

He couldnõt stand it any longer, he had to have her, had to take her, to feel her 
sweet pussy, so hot, so wet, so very tight, close around his throbbing cock. The need to 
feel her clenched around him, to feel his cock spearing up into her depths, was simply 
too great. 



 

Swiftly but g ently, he laid her on the bed, her hips on the edge of it, her legs spread, 
her glorious fiery hair spraying across his black satin sheets like fire on coals. 

Those luminous  eyes opened, fluttered as he stood to unbutton his jeans and release 
his throbbing cock. 

Miri could only watch as he stripped his jeans off .  

And stare in wonder . This was her vision. 

He was magnificent ly , gloriously  masculine, every sleek muscle taut, etched into 
relief by the fire and shadow of the candles. Then his cock sprang free, rampant, 
astonishingly long and thick, and still her mouth watered to take it, her pussy clenched, 
weeping, wanting, needing to be filled by him. He was huge, utterly glorious, t he broad 
head of his cock already weeping a drop of precum. It throbbed , twitched  as his gaze 
raked her. 

Her mouth watered.  

òAsh,ó she whispered, whimpered . 

Want, desire, lust, none of them came close to matching what she felt. 

He was astonishing. 

And hers. 

Then he took her. 

With a cry, she took him.  

Kicking the jeans free, Ash plunged into her  with no finesse, just need. Her 
tightness resisted him futil ely as he rammed his aching shaft deep inside her. He 
battered at her. She cried out and arched. Her legs spread to take him even as he caught 
them. He plunged  deeper as he pushed those long lovely legs back, her knees folding as 
he opened her even further to his hammering invasion. 

So full, Miri groaned to feel him so deep inside her, as his cock slammed against the 
top of her, as he stretched her, as the sheer size of him forced the moan from her. And 
yet she gloried in it as he filled her so completely, stretched her as his cock battered into  
her. She bucked and writhed to feel Ash inside her, to be so full of him, to feel hi s cock 
so very deep inside her. 

In all his long life Ash had never felt anything as glorious  as this, as Miri, his Miri, 
as her tight pussy closed around him, clung to him, pumping him even as her hips did. 
Miri beneath him crying out, murmuring his name as he plunged into her. His wings 
beat to drive him deeper with each strong stroke, giving each thrust that much more 
power as he hammered against her, into the heated glory that was Miri, his Miri.  

She was wild beneath him, writhin g. Her hips lifted  to rub the head of him against 
the top of her and pleasure shivered through them both.  



 

Control snapped, and he took her hard, battering at her, ramming his cock balls 
deep into her, his balls slapping against her with each driving  thrust . 

She took him in return , as wild as he was. She clutched at him, at Ash, but when he 
rammed his cock deep inside her, her hips lifted, bucked and her legs spread almost 
instinctively.  Her hands fell away to clutch at the slick satin sheet frantically for 
purchase, hanging on desperately as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure shot 
through her.  

Looking down at Miriõs thrashing head, at her hands locked tightly in the 
bedcovers, feeling her tight internal muscles clench, stroking him as she shuddered in 
ecstasy, Ash exploded. He burst inside her, erupted,  bathed her sweet pussy in his hot 
cum, flooding  her with it , with his seed, his life, his essence. 

Miri cried out as his hot  fluid jetted inside her, as it gushed and he filled her with 
his hot cum, as it rushed into her. 

With a cry, she came again. Her hips jolted, pumped, her slick internal muscle 
milked  Ash gloriously , took him, took  his essence into her as her hands slid up his arms 
to cling as he arched over her, emptied into her, flooded her wit h his ecstasy. Pleasure 
raced through him and he shuddered with the glory of it , flooding her  with his cum . 

Her hand came up to touch his face even as he kept his cock buried deep inside her, 
his hips tight against hers. 

Ash looked down at her, at the sated glory in her eyes, at the deep pleasure in them, 
and more, the abiding love there, and he lowered his forehead to touch hers.  

It was not possible to love another living creature more than he did Miri in that 
moment, with his cock buried so deep with in her. He slid his arms around her, his 
forehead touching hers.  

He had thought himself too damaged, too broken, until Miri, althoug h he had 
voiced that thought to no one. 

A soft hand cupped his cheek. He looked down into ethereal green eyes and a soft 
smile. 

Turning his head, Ash pressed a kiss into her palm, and her pussy clenched around 
him  in response as she smiled softly. 

òMine,ó he said, gathering her into his arms. 

Looking into his lambent gaze, seeing the ancient pain there, Miri savored the press 
of his mouth against her palm, her eyes burning. She remembered. She knew. 

She smiled. 

òAlways,ó she breathed. 

It had been as inevitable as the sun rising in the East.  



 

Chapter  Five 

 

Ash woke in the  predawn hours as was his habit. Although he had only slept for a 
short time he was rested enough. Until they had finally retreated to the other plane, 
where time moved much differently than here, going on such short sleep had not been 
so uncommon for him or any of the Daemonae, not with enemies searching for them.  

But to wake to Miri in his arms, that was new. And an entirely unexpected pleasure. 

The sea-scent of her filled him. For a moment he just breathed her in, feeling her in 
his arms.  

Her body was spooned against his, her torso turned slightly toward him, drawn 
tight against him by his arms around her. O ne was curled beneath her neck, crossing 
her chest so he could clasp one firm breast, the warm weight of it wonderful  in his 
hand. That left the other free to curl around her waist , his leg tangled around hers, his 
tail slidin g gently up her leg beneath the sheets to caress as he carefully brushed the 
hair back from her lovely face. 

Her skin was so soft, as delicate as a rose petal.  

It was cool in the room, almost cold. Ash un folded one wing, arched it over them to 
hold the heat of their bodies close. 

Those misty green eyes were closed, the dark red-gold lashes soft against her cheek, 
but he could feel her stirring. As was he, his cock lengthening, hardening between her 
smooth white thighs. He settled his mouth against her throat t o feel the steady beat of 
her heart beneath his lips, lightly tasting the slightly salty taste of her skin.  

Miri awoke slowly, sensuously, to the feel of Ashõs thick cock between her legs, his 
hand war m on her breast, his tail stroking her leg softly as he pressed his mouth against 
her throat. A shiver went through her at the feel of his tongue sweeping lightly over her 
pulse. There was a growing hardness between her thighs. With a sigh of contentment, 
she shifted, to feel his cock rub against her damp pussy. 

His soft groan by her ear made her smile. 

Beneath his mouth, her pulse beat more rapidly. A shift of her hips, her hand 
between her thighs to push the head of his cock inside her sweet tight heat forced 
another groan of pleasure from him. He tightened his hand on her breast and she 
sighed, her body bowing  to press her breast into it, her hips against him to take his cock 
deeper inside her. 

He closed his eyes with pleasure. 

Sliding his hand down her body, down the length of her thigh, he lifted her leg over 
his, opening her to him. As his tail found her clit he curled his free hand around her 
head to cradle it , turned it to take her soft mouth.  



 

It should have been awkward, but it wasnõt. His strength supported her as he thrust 
deeply into her, as his cock stretched her and his tail burrowed lightly against her clit, 
stroking it until she moaned into his mo uth as his tongue explored hers. 

Pleasure washed through h er in long soft waves, gathered, built  to become a warm 
pool low in her belly, each deep thrust of his cock taking him further into her . His tail 
teased as Ash caressed her breast, played lightly with the nipple, his  mouth firm on 
hers but gentle. 

She curled an arm around his head to pull him closer, pleasure building from ebb 
tide to full tide, swelling within her, closing around the long, thick length of him inside 
her. 

Ash trailed kisses over one soft cheek, tasted the long column of her throat, his 
fangs dropped, lengthened, pulsed with venom, with the need to shoot it into her. He 
brushed them lightly across the tender skin, across the pulse that beat steadily there. 

Feeling it, Miri arched her throat, offered it to him.  

Heat shot through her, brilliant. It coursed through her veins like lava. It raced 
through her, trailing pleasure behind it like a cometõs tail. 

Pleasure took her, swamped her, rose up to drown her in sensation in one great 
smooth rolling wave.  

Overwhelmed, for a moment Ash  simply tightened his hands on her and th en he 
closed his mouth over her. His fangs slowly pierced, penetrated , her blood gushed into 
his mouth as his venom pumped  into her. He groaned softly as Miri arched against him, 
and her body quivered . Then the sweet taste of her erupted into  his mouth , filled him . 
He lost himself in the taste of her His own hips bucked at the pleasure of it, driving his 
cock deeper into her. 

Miri  cried out softly  as he filled her and then again when he fed, drawing  on her 
softly, gently . He suckled at her, savored each astonishing mouthful. He drank in her 
pleasure as his cock thrust inside her and as his tail teased at her clit, his fingers rolling 
her nipple lightly.   

Miri  quivered in his arms as he drank her, tightening  around his  cock with each 
pull . Her pussy clenched and released, deliciously, maddeningly , with each draw of his 
mouth on her . Ash came in a great gush of glory. He jetted inside her, his hot cum 
spurted deep as she trembled, shook, as the sweet taste of her filled him  completely . 

A soft murmur of dismay whispered from her as his fangs withdrew  from her 
throat . 

òDo you love it so much?ó he asked, in amazement, his mouth against her ear as he 
tightened his arms around her. òWhen I feed on you?ó 

òYes,ó she said, sighing, and turned  her head to look at him, raising a hand to cup 
his cheek, looking deep into his luminous golden eyes. The fiery sparks in them were 



 

quiescent, floating serenely for a change. òI love the feel of your mouth on me, the 
pleasure you take in me.ó 

She looked up to where his wing arched over them, enclosing them in a soft 
intimate space and smiled a little as she lifted a hand to brush her fingers over it lightly.  

That touch made him shiver.  

Ash brushed the hair back from her forehead tenderly, in a wonder of his own, and  
then lowered his mouth to hers, his cock slipping out of her as she turned in to him, her  
arms sliding around his throat as her mouth joined with his.   

A noise alerted them both, a creak of wood where none should be.  

Miri went still in Ashõs arms as they both listened intently. 

His senses alert, Ash took a breath. His tongue flickered, tasting the air. Men, and 
guns. In his own form, his senses were much sharper than human senses.  

With a quick kiss, he rolle d from the bed and strode to the window, darkening all 
but one of the candles with a wave as he peered out into the misty shadows of the 
predawn darkness. 

Fog had risen during the night and now it shrouded everything in thick banks of 
shadowed gray. 

Miri watched from the bed, every sense alert for an unfamiliar sound.  

Even so, she couldnõt help but admire Ash as he stood by the window, peering out.  

She sighed.  

He was beautiful, sim ply gorgeous, with his long dark hair streaming over his 
shoulders, his wings springing up from his magnificently muscled back, his switching 
tail following the line of his spine to emerge just above his tight, and very perfect , ass. 
Solidly built, strong, every lovely muscle beneath his scarlet and gold skin was limned 
clearly by the flickering light of the candle.  

Both his tail and the swirling colors in his skin and eyes betrayed his agitation , his 
worry and fear . 

Etched on his smooth gleaming skin were scars, dozens of them in darker and 
lighter stripe s, knots and crosses across his broad strong back. 

Despite the circumstances, Miri went to him, snatching up her dress along the way, 
to run her hands around his waist and press her cheek against his strong back. And the 
scars there. 

òWhat do you see?ó she asked, softly. 

Wit h the bond between them growingʄcourtesy of the venomʄAsh had been 
aware of her eyes on him, of the emotions that moved  through her. To feel her arms 



 

wrap around his waist, her firm body against his back  sent a rush of warmth through 
him , even under these circumstances. And reminded him how much he had to lose. 

If these were Templetonõs men, and he had little doubt of that, what would they do 
to him if they caught him ? He would suffer Asmodeusõs fate, wearing bonds of iron and 
forced to Templetonõs service. Just the thought brought back memori es he would just as 
soon stayed, if not forgotten, at least buried. However uneasily. Just stirring them made 
the muscles in his back tighten reflexively.  

And Miri?  

Templeton had a use for her, whatever it might be. They would be held hostage to 
each otherõs good behavior.  

After the example of having left  Asmodeus and Angel together, it was unlikely 
Templeton would take the chance and allow them to stay together.  He and Miri  
wouldnõt be permitted  to see each other except under constant watch, as a reward for 
good behavior, or as punishment.  

The prospect chilled him.  

It wouldnõt happen, he would make certain of it, if not for his own sake, for Miriõs.  

Ash lifted his arm and wing over her to draw  her closer. He would not lie to her, 
that was foolish. 

òWe have company,ó he said, his voice tight. With his enhanced sight he could see 
the men moving through the shadows. òHow did they find us so quickly?ó 

He shook his head. It didnõt matter.  

Ash reached quickly for his jeans even as Miri pulled her dress over her head. 

At the rate the men were searching, they would be at this room soon.  

Mir i was dressing just as quickly. 

Despite the urgency, Ash watched with regret as the dress slipped over all her 
lovely curves and skin. As he stepped up behind her to draw up the zipper, he dropped 
a kiss at the nape of her neck, and slid  his arms around her briefly to hold her tight . 

òWill you trust me?ó he asked. 

She looked at him and lifted  an eyebrow, her green eyes even more ethereal in the 
faint light of the single candle. 

Ash smiled, a little griml y, but still she lightened him.  

òWhen we step outside, just hold on to me,ó he said. 

She nodded. 

With a wave of  his hand he put out the last candle even as he extended his senses 
outside the door, and then he slid out, drawing Miri after him. Sweeping her up in his 



 

arms, Ash extended his wings. Two strong nearly silent sweeps of them lifted  them 
from the landing.  

It was a strain on his wings  as powerful as they were. They werenõt really intended 
to carry more than his own weight and it had been long since they had been required to 
do much more than that, but it was enough to get them up to the roof.  Which was all 
that was necessary. 

His arms tightening around her were evidence of the strain, of the effort  it cost him. 
Gently, Ash set Miri  down on the flat rooftop and  released her. Reluctantly.  

Fear shot through her, fear for him, knowing what he was about to do. Alo ne. She 
wouldnõt know what happened, if anything  happened to him. 

òAsh,ó she breathed.  

His fingers brushed her cheek reassuringly, touched her temple. ôIõm here.õ 

That mental voice, a deep echo of his audible voice, startled her.  

Dropping a soft kiss on her mouth, he sent, ôA gift of the venom, of the bond 
between us. Just think of me and I will hear you.  You will know  how I fare . I will not 
leave you alone.õ 

It was some consolation. Still. 

ôBe careful, Ash,õ she said. 

One could not lie mind to mind. He read her heart, too,  the words she did not say 
and the fear that was like a tight knot around her heart . 

Ash cupped her cheek for just a moment and then his wings spread powerfu lly, 
lifting him from the roof.  

In two strong strokes he rose up into the fog -shrouded darkness so silently even 
Miri couldnõt hear him. There was some little reassurance in that.  

She looked out into the night, the deep banks of fog swirling against the building  in 
the pale moonlight . The natural gas tank looked like a great white whale rising out of 
rolling mists  and Ashõs motorcycle was just a greater shadow within them.  

Of Ash she saw nothing and her heart clenched, but, keeping her head down she 
thought she saw a hint of movement in the shadowed murk below her. She thought she 
heard a muffled soundé 

With an effort, she tried to keep her thoughts quiet. If Ash truly could read her 
mind, she didnõt want to distract him.  

* * * * *  

Silently, Ash coasted on the air, grateful for the concealing fog. Motion would still 
draw attention to him the silence of his wings would not. Much like a batõs wings in 



 

their configuration, he flew almost as quietly  unlike hawks which relied on speed to 
take their quarry. Although he c ould fly nearly as fast if he chose. 

As he did now, folding his wings to drive his feet into the back o f the man covering 
the doorway.  

The impact drove the man into the concrete wall  next to him , his head striking it 
with a hollow sound , like a melon being dropped . 

At th at sound, alarmed, his partner inside the room flattened himself beside th e 
door to debate his next move. 

Cautiously, leading with his weapon, the man pressed himself against the door as 
Ash stepped back along the outer wall beside it. As the man came out in a rush, Ash 
caught  the weapon, the steel with its iron content only burning his hands a little as he 
jerked the gun free, flinging it into the fog, his left hand catching the man by his shirt 
front as his right slammed into the manõs jaw. 

The man buckled. 

It had taken only seconds. 

Ash turned, extending his senses.  

He just needed to silence those between him, Miri and the bike. With luck  and 
surprise, speed and a touch of magic would  take care of the rest. 

Turning his head, he listened, then moved swiftly and silently along the row of 
motel rooms toward the next target.  

* * * * *  

As they did in fog even the slightest sounds seemed to come from everywhere and 
nowhere. Miri tried not to focus on the mist, but to let her eyes unfocus so her 
peripheral vision would catch the hints of movement within the murk.  

It seemed at first as if she was imagining the movement but then she became sure of 
it, sensing presences within the fog , some stronger than others. She had never used her 
Sight like this before, but the need now was too strong.  

And Ash was out there.  

Strong, silent Ash, with his pain buried so deep, deeper than the scars etched in his 
flesh, in his soul. 

This had been the one thing that had been missing in her life , the one thing she had 
been searching for all this time , this sense of connection, of completeness, she had found 
with Ash.  

A day, a month, a year, you knew it when you found it  and she had found it with 
him.  



 

Keeping low and in the center of the long wing, she ran lightly and quietly down 
the length of the building, staring through the thick fog, willing her sight to be wrong, 
that those half seen shadows had been nothing more than her imagination. 

But they werenõt. 

Shadows moved in the fog between the building and the exit  from the parking lot. 
Beyond were only the white bulk of the propane tank and the tall stands of pine . Even 
as she watched, she sensed figures moving among the towering boles of the trees. 

For a moment she was frozen. 

Did Ash know?  

On light feet she ran back toward the break in  the roof that was the landing.  

She could sense Ashõs determination, and beyond him, in the  distance, more men 
closing in. 

All of them seeking her.  

For a moment, only a moment, she considered surrendering, giving them what they 
wanted, if only to spare Ash. They would kill him, they had made that clear.  

But she knew Ash would come after her. He would kill himself, risk himself, risk 
everything, sacrifice himself, to get her free, and she couldnõt bear to have him do that. 

ôAsh,õ she sent, putting her heart and soul into his name.  

Below, Ash let the man in his hands drop, neck broken silently and swiftly as Miriõs 
alarm raced through  him.  

He went still, his senses on full alert. 

They were surrounded.  

He could take out one team but not before one of them alerted the others. The men 
moving through the trees could not fail to hear his motorcycl e, no matter how silently  it 
ran. 

There was no chance even for Miri alone to escape. He had no doubt there were 
others waiting on the other side of the motel. 

It reminded him sharply, painfully, of those last moments in the village, seeing the 
dead, the dying, knowing that for all his skills in battle, for all his skills at healing, he 
could not save them, not all of them, not until the l ast of the invaders was gone. And 
that, for some of them, would be too late. 

Miri, feeling the despair that took him, grasped the edge of the coping at the edge of 
the roof, rolled over it and dropped down to the landing.  

He felt her as much as sensed her as she raced down the stairs to him . 



 

For a moment, she went still looking at the dead men around him, then those 
ethereal sea-foam eyes looked at him and she came into his arms. 

Ash crushed her to him, curling one hand around her head.  

Unarmed, Ash had taken on all three of the men who lay around him.  

Miri looked up at  him, raised a hand to his face. 

In her mind, the tank of natural gas rose like a whale breaching the surface of the 
ocean. Facts and figures racing through her mind, volumes, quantities, weightsé If the 
tank hadnõt been emptied completely yeté There was always some little gas left. The 
For Sale sign was newé 

òAsh,ó she said, òThere might be a way.ó 

He looked down at her.  

òWill you trust me?ó 

There was something in her eyes. 

He cupped her cheek. òYes. Always.ó 

òGet to the motorcycle,ó she said, òIf this workséweõll have to move fast.ó 

It was trust Miri, or have no chance at all. 

His jaw tightened, as did his h and, his golden eyes brilliant.  

She knew he would die for her. If they captured heré 

òCome for me, Ash,ó she whispered. 

òAlways,ó he said. 

She nodded. 

There was his mission and there was Miri. Ash could abandon neither.  

However reluctantly, he went.  

Bending, Miri scooped up one of the dead menõs weapons, examining it  as she 
prayed to the gods of entropy . 

Turning she ran on tiptoe half the length of the hotel, tracing the path where Ash 
had passed by following  the dead men he had left in his trail.  

Ducking into a stairwell, she pointed the gun in the general direction of the tank of 
gas and opened fire, knowing she simply had to hit it,  and stitched a path down its  
broad side.  

Gunfire opened up  around her  in response, spattering off the faux brick and stucco, 
digging holes in it.  

There was a roar. The motorcycle. 



 

Instinctively and futilely, Miri threw up her arms to protect her head, and opened 
fire not on the tank  now, but on the cement blocks below it that supported it. Below 
where the holes she had drilled int o it had opened. Where the natural gas, heavier than 
air, flowed downward. It needed  only a spark, an ignition point.  

Several of her bullets caromed off the concrete blocks that supported it. At least one 
caught enough to cause a spark. That was all she needed.  

Even as it struck, out of the darkness and the fog came Ash on his motorcycle, his 
heart in his throat as return fire opened up aro und her and Miri ran through it. She 
fired  bursts from the weapon in her hand to force them down even as bullets flew past 
her head. 

òAsh!ó she shouted, both warning and entreaty.  

Slamming on his rear brake, Ash slewed the tail of the bike around, reaching out to 
sweep her up behind him even as she threw a leg over the back of the bike. 

Alerted  by what he could see in her mind, even in human form Ashõs strong hands 
locked tight on the handlebars as the nearly empty gas tank exploded with a monstrous 
crumping sound.  

Even as Ash gunned the bike a huge hot wave of expanding gases from the 
exploding tank slapped powerfully against them like a huge warm mattress.  

That scorching wave bowled over their adversaries, who had been much closer to it , 
flattened them even as Ash gunned the engine. The front of the bike lifted as the rear 
tire bit. A huge gout of flame rose into the sky, illuminating the clearing  brilliantly , 
turning night vision goggles o paque with the brightness of it while  the heat and flame 
drove some of the others back. 

The moment Miriõs arms wrapped around his stomach Ash opened the bike up. I t 
almost seemed to leap forward. They raced for the scattered line of the enemy.  

Clinging to him, Miri pressed her cheek against his back as they shot past the 
flattened l ine of men.  

A glance backward at the rising gout of flame and smoke, at the scattered men and 
Miri nodded in satisfaction. Someone would have some ôsplaininõ to do. 



 

Chapter  Six 

 

The fog worked in their favor  for a time, helping to conceal their escape, but the sun 
rose and burned it all off, and it turned  into a glorious Indian summer day.  The sky 
clear and sharply blue, the air surprisingly warm.  The hills were ablaze with  the shades 
of autumn, red, gold, orange and yellow, brilliant against the sky.  

Ash pushed it for as long as he thought necessary, changing their direction 
repeatedly, moving  more east than north where they had been once been headed west, 
changing roads to confuse them and hopefully lose them, glancing frequ ently in his rear 
view mirrors until he was certain they hadnõt been followed. 

Relief moved through him as he pressed his hand over Miriõs at his waist, sliding a 
hand over hers on his stomach before returning it to the handlebars. 

Feeling him relax a little, Miri pressed her cheek to his strong back and slid  her 
hands around his stomach, his strong abs tight beneath her hands. 

With a sigh, now she wouldnõt get in his way, she tugged lightly at the hem of his t -
shirt until it came free and then slid her hands beneath it to the warm smooth skin 
below. Man or Daemonae, he felt wonderful. The sheer pleasure of running her hands  
over his rippled abs washed through her. He felt so good. She curled her arms around 
him, run ning her hands up over his chest, delighting in the feel of him, of his warm, 
satiny skin beneath her palms, always careful not to get in the way of his handling o f 
the bike. 

Her soft caress, the sweet pleasure of her touch, eased him in a way Ash had never 
known. He loved her touch, reveled in it. It was sheer glory. She loved to touch him so 
much only added to the pleasure and the peace it  gave him. 

The day finally dawned beautiful, with the sun shining clear and bright  in an azure 
blue sky, as warm on his shoulders as Miriõs hands on his skin. 

Wrapping an arm behind him on a straight stretch, Ash pulled her closer, letting his 
hand skim down to her knee to tuck his fingers beneath it.  

Once he was sure they werenõt being followed, he turned them toward the nearest 
interstate, following the signs until they moved  north once again, content to let the bike 
swoop through the turns with Miriõs presence fixed firmly at his back, in his heart, in 
his mind.  

Despite the unseasonably warm weather, the traffic on the highway at that early 
hour was still relatively light and Ash was content not to push it  too hard. At the  speed 
they were going, they would reach Angelõs valleyñthe refuge of the Daemonaeñby 
nightfall . That was soon enough for Ash. He was still learning, still exploring Miri. H e 
didnõt want to share her quite yet. 



 

His reverie was broken by the growing awareness that something was wrong, the 
traffic pattern had somehow shifted, changed in some subtle but significant way. He 
stiffened even as his heart sank. 

Ash didnõt need to speak, verbally or mentally. Miri felt his muscles  tighten 
fractionally and she straightened. Her hand settled on his hips to leave his arms and 
body free, as alert and aware as he was. 

Mentally, he smiled with satisfaction at her responsiveness even as he gauged their  
situation.  

It became clear there was more than one car involved, and they were closing on 
them, trying to cut off escape or retreat and surround them.  

òHow are they finding us so quickly ?ó Ash demanded in frustration , as much to 
himself as to Miri .  

Miriõs breath caught, seeing in her mindõs eye her car and Ashõs motorcycle sitting 
in the empty parking lot. Unattended, the last vehicles. 

He gunned the bike, whipping it past the other cars.  

òTheyõve got a tracking device on the motorcycle,ó she said, in answer to his 
question.  

It was the only way.  

Ash was so startled he glanced back over his shoulder at her.  

She nodded, grimly .  

The technology of this world they had returned to still astonished him. He had 
found adapting to the wonders of  motorized vehicles easy, especially motorcycles. They 
were almost better than horses, although a well-trained horse would have answered to 
his knees, unlike the motorcycle. But the motorcycle was faster. 

With telepathy offering instantaneous communications with all his brothers via 
either Asmodeus or his new mate, Angelñthe FBI agent who had helped free 
Asmodeus from Templetonõs cageñhe had had little use for small electronics. 

It was a lack he apparently needed to fill.  

That, though, was for later.  

All of the cars were trying to close in on them. Hampered by what traffic  there was, 
and trapped within the boundaries of the interstate , Ash kept dodging and darting 
around the other vehicles. No sooner would he dodge one, than another would come 
up on them.  

It felt oddly like being herded.  

Ash narrowed his eyes. He didnõt like being herded. 



 

Ash looked ahead to see cars speeding off the entrance ramp ahead, five of them, 
one after another, each taking their places across the lanes, two deep on each side. A 
blockade of sorts, with those on the sides prepared to cut them off along the shoulder. 

His jaw tightened.  

With memories of the consequences of being caught in the back of his mind, and 
memories, too, of what had been done to his Prince, Asmodeus, Ash refused to even 
consider the idea they might be taken.  

Ducking onto the shoulder while he still could , he shot the bike past two cars as 
they moved to block him . Weaving through  the traffic, he looked for alternatives.  

A car ahead of him suddenly swerved into his path while another closed in from 
the right side. 

Quickly , Ash shot the bike into the opening on his left just before a third car closed 
that off, too.  

Keeping her head down, Miri  left her body loose, flowing with his movement, 
leaning left, right, as he dodged vehicles, as Ash tried not to put other  driver s at risk, 
while still trying to keep both of them out of the hands of the bad guys.  

The odds were still in Templetonõs favor as long as they stayed on the Interstate, 
Ash knew, and increased the longer they stayed on it. Getting off on the exit ahead of 
the barricading cars was no guarantee either, it was likely Templeton may have guessed 
that if he wasnõt a biker with educated tastes, then he was Daemonae, and he would 
have taken precautions. There would be men waiting  there for them, and for him . 

They were in more mountainous and wooded country now.  

Ash saw the small break in the guardrail ahead, the little hillock that was enough of 
a block for the state. It looked as if there was nothing on the other side but farmland. 
The jump would be interesting , as heõd be effectively making the jump blind. It was a 
risk , but there was a well -worn  track from other bikers carved into it . If worst came to 
worst, he could always shift  to his own form , but heõd have to be quick, turning to grab 
Miri even as he did , to keep her from getting hurt .  

òMiri,ó he said, òour best chance is to try to jumpéó 

They were running out of time, the hillock was coming up quickly. He pictured in 
his mind what he wanted to do.  

He felt her nod against his back, but didnõt see her swallow, hard.  

It would be like some of those motocross competitions she saw on TV. They would 
go airborne, high. Very high.  

Deliberately, Miri made herself stay loose, her heart pounding  as she eyed the hill 
ahead. It looked steep and there was no way to see what was on the other side. 

Resolute, gritting her teeth, keeping her fear locked away, she answered, òGo.ó 



 

Ash already had his line,  but he didnõt want to give their pursuers any more 
warning than he had to about his plans  so they wouldnõt have time to cut them off . He 
held, held, and then suddenly turned the bike toward the well worn hillock and the 
path the local dirt bikers had ground i nto it. If they had gone there, then he could, too. 
There would be something on the other side. 

Or so he hoped. 

Hands locked on the handlebars, Ash launched them into the air, the bik e soaring 
into the air as he looked frantically for their landing, trying to hold the bike upright and 
straight, amazed Miri  was still staying loose, she hadnõt stiffened up. With her weight 
on the back, though, they came down teeth-jarringly hard on the back tire first, and then 
the front. Ash wrestled  the bike into submission , using all of his Daemonic strength to 
keep it upright and moving. T hen they were racing along one of the motorbike paths, 
shooting out onto some backcountry  road. 

òMiri?ó he asked. 

She laid her head against his back.  

Relief had her shaking, but she nodded. òIõm all right.ó 

Feeling her trembling, he reached around enough to pull her more tightly against 
his back. It was all the comfort he could afford to give until he was sure they had lost 
their pursuers.  

There was also the problem of Angelõs valley, haven of the Daemonae, and their 
final destination .  

He could not lead Templeton and his people to it, to their only refuge, and he 
would with a tra cking device on his motorcycle. 

 òThis tracking device?ó Ash said, òHow big is it?ó 

Miri shrugged, helplessly. òDepending on how sophisticated it is, it could be as 
small as your thumb, or even smaller. And it could be anywhe re on the bike, even the 
gas tank.ó 

He shook his head. òThe gas tank on this bike needs a key.ó 

Glancing at it, he realized they also needed gas. 

They had passed a big truck stop at the last exit. He remembered seeing line after 
line of trucks parked there . It had been like a maze. Cover, and lots of it. If they were 
lucky most of those truckers would still be in the restaurant eating their breakfast, 
waiting for the fog in the mountains to burn off. He wouldnõt have much time and 
theyõd have to move fast. However, Templetonõs men would be hampered by the 
limitations of the Interstate, too, confined and hemmed in by the barriers, many of them 
wouldnõt be able to get off until the next exit. Buying them even more time.  



 

 òThen itõll be attached somewhere fingers can reach,ó Miri said. òSomeplace 
magnetic.ó 

Ash smiled, a part of him easing. òMy people donõt react to iron well, so this bike 
was constructed largely of carbon composite materials. There are only a few parts that 
are made of metal.ó 

Slowly, Miri smiled, relief flooding her . Sheõd been wracking her mind trying to 
figure out a w ay to find the tracking device.  

òWe need gas, too. There was that big truck stopé,ó Ash said. 

The truck stop was still as busy as he hoped, most of the drivers looking to get on 
the road but hampered by the thick fog lower in the mountains , some pulling in for 
breakfast, some pulling out. All the activity was even better cover. There wasnõt much 
even Templeton would chance with so many people around  as witnesses. 

Ash quickly g assed the bike up, both of them alert for any newcomers paying too 
much attention to them but then he guided the motorcycle deep into the ranks of 
tractor-trailers, hiding them in the maze of them.  

òIõll go keep an eye out,ó Miri said. 

Nodding, Ash ran his hands over every part of the bike that had even the slightest 
trace of metal on itñnuts, bolts, anything.  

Miri made her way among the grumbling trucks, some still running for reasons she 
couldnõt explain, until she reached a vantage point that allowed her to see both 
entrances to the truck stop. The smell of food made her stomach ache and rumble. There 
had been no time yet for food and she was starving. 

There was no sign of pursuit, not yet, but given their persistence, Miri  didnõt doubt 
they were coming. 

òWell, hello there,ó an unfamiliar  voice said behind her. òWhat do we have here?ó 

She turned her head, glancing backward as she lifted an eyebrow.  

The trucker was one of those few who still prided himself on being a red -necked 
Southern boyñand not in the Jeff Foxworthy You Might Be a Redneck way. His beer 
gut preceded him by nearly a foot and both his gimme cap and his barely seen belt 
buckle proudly displayed  the flag of the Confederate South.  

He tipped his gimme cap back on his greasy head, eying her with a  none too 
pleasant leering smile. 

Given how disheveled she must look, she could guess what he was thinking.  

The name ôRoyõ was stenciled onto his grimy workshirt, in the same greenish khaki 
color as his no-iron polyester work pants were long past still being no -iron. The color, 
liberally daubed now with the ghosts of motor oil and grease, didnõt suit him.  

He spit a long stream of tobacco juice to one side, making her stomach churn. 



 

With a sigh, Miri looked at him.  

òAre you sure you want to do this?ó she asked as he stepped closer, licking his lips 
in anticipation and eying her speculatively.  

òIõm pretty sure you ainõt goinõ anyplace so fast I canõt catch you before you get 
there,ó he said. òYou and me could have a real good time up in my cab.ó 

òSomehow, I donõt think so,ó Miri said, dryly. òBut you might want to check with 
my boyfriend  first.ó 

Glancing over the truckerõs shoulder, she met Ashõs glittering eyes. 

With a long -suffering sigh and a bit of a grin, he said, òI canõt leave you anyplace, 
can I?ó 

She shrugged. òDid you find it?ó 

He held up a little device about the size of his thumb , in white. òI found this 
underneath the muffler.ó 

The trucker looked from one to the other of them.  

Even under the best of circumstances, Ash tended to look severe even grim, and 
more than a bit dangerous. Now, d espite the grin, he was at the moment looking 
particularly intimidating . It didnõt help his grin looked more like a sharkõs just before it 
bit you . 

There were also the muscleséall flexed.  

Miri shrugged. òYou can see why you might want to ask éó 

With a smile  of his own , Ash patted the man on the back as Roy sidled warily  past.  

òNo offense,ó Roy said. 

òNone taken,ó Ash said, calmly, but sparks of red and gold danced in his dark eyes.  

Restraining a smile, Miri watched the man make his way around Ash to his cab, 
climbing up into it as Ash clapped  him heartily on the back as he went by. Then he bent 
and pressed the little device against the undercarriage of Royõs trailer.  

Miri looked at Ash  in amusement.  

òBoyfriend,ó Ash said in mock disgust , picking her up and throwing her over his 
shoulder, to her amusement and laughing protest. òFirst, I am no boy, which I will 
demonstrate at the first opportunity, and friend is entirely too mild a term for what I am 
to you.ó 

With her hair in her eyes, giggling,  Miri said, òAs it happens, I agree on both 
counts.ó 



 

Chapter Seven 

 

Ash carefully but quickly drove the motorcycle up the little fire trail on the wooded 
hill overlooking the truck stop . He brought  it to a stop beneath some trees where they 
would have a clear view of the truck stop and the highway for some distance before the 
highway, truncated by the construction, disappeared among the hills.  

Parking the bike beneath a tree, Ash took Miriõs hand. Leaning his back against 
another tree a little further down the slope he pulled  her into his arms, her back against 
his chest. With a sigh of contentment as he rested his chin on top of her head.  

Tilting her head back, Miri  looked up at him and he lowered his mouth to hers for a 
soft kiss. 

She smiled. 

òYou were driving me mad on the motorcycle,ó he said, sighing, his hands sliding 
up her belly to cup and mold her breasts beneath her dress as she reached up and 
linked her arms behind his lowered neck.  

His mouth brushed her throat but she knew he was watching his hands molding  
and massaging her breasts between glances at the view in front of them.  

Against her back she felt him shift, watched as the hands on her breasts changed 
from human to Daemonae, the clawed tips of his fingers flicking  at her nipples beneath 
the thin material to make them hard, to get her hot, so she wasnõt surprised to find his 
tail slipping beneath her skirt to tease. It slid lightly over her slit, just between her pussy 
lips, up to her clit and back, pressing just enough to make her moan softly. As her pussy 
went damp in response, it slid more and more easily.  

There hadnõt been time to pull on her underwear, so she hadnõt bothered. 

òI love to hear your pleasure,ó Ash said, softly in her ear.  

She shivered as his breath and his tongue brushed lightly over it.  

As he teased her breasts, her core, they watched a group of cars dart into the truck 
stop and then dark back out again.  

One of the cars stopped at the gas pumps, a man in a dark suit getting out to talk to 
the attendant. 

In the distance Royõs truck was chugging up the long slope of a distant leg of the 
highway, visible over a rise from their vantage point. All of the cars were moving 
quickly in pursuit, one or two of the m already closing around the faraway truck. By 
their motion , pulling in front, dropping back,  they were obviously confused not to find 
a motorcycle.  

Seeing the canvas covered semi, they drew the obvious conclusion.  



 

Even as Ash savored the taste of Miriõs skin or the feel of her ripe breasts in his 
hands, he never stopped watching the drama unfolding before them .  

Nor did Miri, although  her breath caught now and then as his claws scraped lightly 
over her nipples. 

They watched as Royõs distant truck stopped. A horde of cars surrounded  it, forced 
it to slow. The protesting Roy a tiny figure that hopped down from the cab to be 
brought up short as a dozen guns were suddenly trained on him.  

Miri smiled , thinking about it,  and glanced over her shoulder at Ash. òHeõll have 
remembered us.ó 

Nodding, Ash said, òHe will. An unexpected bonus.ó 

He had made sure of it. They would know for certain it was them, they had been 
there. They would assume, not knowing Ash, they had fled, p robably in the opposite 
direction.  

Studying him even as he fondled her, Miri said, her voice hitching  in response to 
the bursts of pleasure shooting through her as he pinched her nipples between his 
claws, òAsh, what did you do before this? For your people.ó 

Amused, pleased at her astuteness although he should have guessed as much, 
Ashtoreth said, òI served aségeneraléto Asmodeus.ó  

Pausing to watch the hapless Roy, Ash might have felt more pity for him as the men 
surrounded the truck, unt ying the canvas that topped it, had he not tried to use his size 
to intimidate Miri.  

òTactician?ó Miri asked, lifting an eyebrow.  

Golden eyes glinting  sparks of red, Ash inclined his head in acknowledgement.  

òEven so.ó 

Screened by the foliage but with the truck stop below, Ash slid his hands down her 
slender body, gathering the material of her dress with his fingers , knowing she had had 
no time to replace her undergarments. She was naked beneath it. 

He went hot and hard at the thought. It had teased him the whole trip , each breath 
of wind swirling her skirt at the truck stop a torment. 

Miri felt her dress lifting, exposing her, as Ashõs tail slipped and slid over and 
between her vaginal lips, teasing a little at her clit, sliding down to press and wiggle 
tantalizingly at the entrance to her core. Already her pussy throbbed and ached, longing 
to be filled. Her hips rocked against it.  

Even hidden in the shadows of the shifting autumn foliage, with the rumble of 
trucks and the highway concealing her gasps and sighs as pleasure heated her blood, 
she still felt delightfully exposed  as Ash drew the dress over her head to toss it aside. 



 

The scent of her arousal flooded him. He loved the heady, musky scent of her 
passion, of her desire. One hand slid down her slender body to te ase at her clit while his 
tail pressed and fluttered at the entrance to her pussy. She groaned, and his cock 
stiffened even more against her tight ass.   

Miriõs belly tightened as she arched against him, pressing her aching breast into his 
hand. 

The sound was what caught her attention , the steady throbbing, beating, and then 
the sudden roar above them. 

Even Ash was startled as the helicopter swooped low overhead , just clearing the 
treetops, the trees thrashing, its destination undeniable.  

The markings werenõt military, but corporate. As was the logo. 

Prometheus. 

òThat changes things a little,ó Miri said, glancing over her shoulder at Ash.  

Eying it, he considered it, shook his head and smiled, brushing  his mouth over the 
curve of her throat and shoulder.  

òIt just means weõll have to stay here for a time,ó he said, wrapping his wings 
around them as his mouth explored  the curve of her shoulder. òThey will think we have 
fled from here. After all, why would we stayé?ó 

Delightful sparks of electricity shot through  her.  

His hands drifted over her , one sliding down between her thighs  to brush at her clit  
as his tail teased at her entrance playfully.  

A gesture, and a soft wool blanket spread across the fading grass, the trees a 
brill iant scarlet canopy fluttering above them, nearly the same color as Ashõs brilliant 
skin with its tracery of gold .  

òWhy would we indeed?ó Miri  murmured as he swept her up in his arms.  

Considering it, Ash said thoughtfully, òPerhaps because I am hungry?ó 

òAre you?ó she whispered, every nerve becoming alert as he laid her down on the 
blanket.  

òFor you, yes,ó he said, his lambent eyes on her. 

For a moment, Miri eyed him almost warily as Ash slid his hands slowly up her 
legs, almost instinctively trying to draw them together at the predat ory and anticipatory 
look in his glowing eyes, except he was parting them as he went, massaging her thighs. 
Already her pussy throbbedé She could remember too well his thick cock penetrating 
her, the heavy length of it inside her, filling her é 

The rich aroma of her arousal filled the air, rousing Ashõs hunger even further . 



 

To her amusement his stomach growled and she giggled. She, Professor Miri 
Reynolds, PhD, giggled. 

Ash lifted an eyebrow.  

He ran his hands beneath her bottom, cupped her firm r ounded ass to angle her 
hips to his satisfaction. 

Watching Miriõs eyes go round, Ash used his thumbs to draw her lower lips gently 
apart, opening her to him .  

She felt exposed, open to him. Excitement, anticipation, shot deep as she knew he 
had intended.  

Every muscle in her abdomen tightened as anticipation drew it taut. Lust and need 
pooled low in her belly.  

Gently, Ash breathed on her exposed flesh, so she would know she was revealed to 
him , unable to escape, vulnerable and at his mercy. To his pleasure he could see her 
pussy dampening, beads of moisture caught in the tight red -gold curls.  

òThey will think we have fled and their search will expand,ó he said, his tongue 
flickering over her, tasting the sweet essence of her. òThey will look outward from here, 
not inward.ó 

Miri quivered  at the ephemeral touch of his tongue dancing over her. 

òAsh,ó she murmured.  

Her pussy nearly gushed with anticipation.  

Ash smiled, lowered his mouth to her  and tasted her sweet cream, all of her, 
deeply, in one long slow sweep of his tongue. He had not had the time to do this the 
night before in his haste to take her, but now he could take his time and pleasure her. 
And himself.  

òI love to eat pussy,ó he whispered, his deep voice vibrating in Miriõs bones as he 
held her firmly in place.  

And then he did.  

Slowly, deliciously, he ate her, his forked tongue slid ing up the length of her slit, to 
flick against her clit at the end. Heat poured through her, every limb going hot as she 
grasped frantically the blanket. 

That one motion and Miri thought sheõd go mad. 

And then he did it again. Deeply. Slowly.  

It was incredible, sweet tortureé 

One long lick, another, and then he ate her like a lollipop, in long strokes with that 
flick at the end at her clit, savoring each one slowly . Heat and tension built inside her, 
pooled, gathered deep in her belly with each long swipe of his tongue . She was losing 



 

her mind with pleasure. His tongue fluttered against her pussy lips and she quivered. 
When it slid up inside her , flickering  in her depths, she trembled. He licked  and sucked 
at her clit, her pussy, between each long stroke all thought evaporated. She was helpless 
in his hands, melting as he ate her, his agile tongue tormenting her, teasing her. 

òAsh, please,ó she pleaded. 

òWe have time,ó he said, thoughtfully . òThey will look close, first, and then circle 
outward.  Weõll have to stay hidden. A long time.ó 

With each of the last three words he slid his tongue up her slit slowly. She moaned 
on a desperate sigh, arching. He let his tongue dance over her clit as she writhed, 
trapped in his hands.  

òOh, god,ó she breathed.  

Deliberately, he expanded his wings above them, the red and gold shifting with the 
colors of the leaves and lowered his mouth to her pussy once again, to savor her deeply, 
to draw  out her juices, suckling lightly now and then at her clit. 

Helplessly, delirious, she trembled.  

Carefully, slowly, he slid a finger inside her, stroking inside her ever so lightly.  

With delight, Ash felt her muscles jump and twitch to every light twitch of his 
tongue, each infinitesimal stroke of his finger  inside her.  

Like a gathering storm, pleasure suddenly pooled in Miriõs belly as Ash sucked 
lightly at her clit and pussy once more, his agile tongue dancing over them.  

Her body tightened, tightened, growing as taut as a bow, until she quivered wildly, 
lost in the sensation of his mouth on her, his tongue inside her .  

Every muscle was taut, her hips strained against the restriction of his hands. 
Pleasure pooled, swelled, grew as a wild cry spiraled in her throat, and then it suddenly 
released..  

Turning her head, Miri  buried her face in the blanket as she screamed her pleasure, 
gushing while Ash drank her sweetness down to the dregs as her body shuddered in 
his hands, drawing out her essence, feasting on her as her pleasure coursed through 
him with each shiver and jolt of her body in his hands.  

With a soft cry she erupted, shuddering wildly as he held her, suckling at her, his 
tongue driving up inside her in place of his fi nger, to draw out her sweet cream, her 
essence pouring into his mouth. She came wildly. 

As her body trembled  in the aftermath , Ash stretched out alongside her, brushing 
his lips across one tight nipple, stroking even as his tail brushed over her thigh to press 
against her aching, empty pussy. His golden eyes watched her intently as it slid over 
her mound, slipping between her nether lips, spreading them with his fingers so his tail 
could flutter over her exposed entrance.  



 

Miri moaned as another burst of pleasure set her pussy to aching, slowly, 
deliberately, his tail pushed up inside her, thrusting into and out of her  as it went.  

òOh, God, Ash,ó she whispered.  

Pressing a kiss to her soft cheek he said, òI love to hear you call my name when you 
come.ó 

Sliding his fingers up a little, he exposed her clit as within her his tail sought her g-
spot. 

Miri felt cool air on her  exposed flesh and then warmth burst through her belly. Her 
body tightened of its own volition as pleasure swelled inside her  once more. 

òAsh,ó she moaned, as his index and ring fingers spread and drew back the hood of 
her clit, his middle finger stroking it ever so lightly.  

òI want to watch you,ó he said, brushing his mouth over hers. òCome for me, Miri.ó 

It felt as if her body had turned molten, heat poured through her.  

With his tail sliding across her g -spot, his fingers toying with her clit, Ash low ered 
his mouth to her tight  nipple. Slowly, his eyes locked on hers, he drew that tender tip 
into his mouth, his tongue brushing over the hardness of it, swirling around it, and he 
watched those ethereal eyes go blind as sensation overwhelmed her.  

Conscious of his eyes on her, watching her as she slowly came apart, Miri was lost 
in a sensual haze. Every muscle was rigid, locked, her back bowed to offer Ash  more, to 
offer him everything as pleasure poured through her in delicious waves from his 
teasing finger as it caressed her clit to his tail as it stroked inside her. Then he suckled at 
her breast in deep steady pulls. Each sent a blast of pleasure from her nipple to her 
pussy. Bliss spread through her.  

She quivered , every muscle growing tense. Her breath sobbed in her throat.  

It was wonderful for Ash to watch as she simply gave herself up to him, 
surrendered herself.  

He drove her up, steadily, relentlessly, watching as her legs spread for him, as she 
arched to press her breast against his mouth in entreaty. 

òI love to watch this,ó he said, softly, against her breast. òI love to watch your 
pleasure take you.ó 

Drawing her hardened, distended nipple once more into his mouth, he suckled 
hard on it. She wailed as her essence poured into him. Once more he feasted on her, 
drinking her glory in, stretching it out as she qui vered and trembled helplessly.  

Miri had never experienced pleasure so intense, so overwhelming as this. A ll 
thought was gone as Ash sent ecstasy racing through her in wave after building wave. 
Her body trembled and twitched in response to his every touch.  



 

Watching, Ash knew she didnõt know she murmured his name as color washed 
beneath her gold-flecked skin. Her lips parted, her eyelids fluttering wildly as he 
suckled at her, scraping his teeth over that sensitive nub to make her cry out as he 
drank in her essence. Watching her, feeling her pussy flood, clenching around his tail, 
was making his cock hard. He pressed it against her smooth firm thigh, but it wanted 
Miri, he needed it inside her. She was so close.  

Those clever fingers, his tail, increased their tempo, teasing, tormenting, she could 
feel the precipice coming, every muscle going taut as glory pooled deep in her belly , 
and exploded, shattering her. 

Ash was a new level of hard, his cock aching, straining to be inside her, to feel her 
tight h ot wetness wrapped around him like a glove, to be sheathed in her as her pussy 
muscles took him, stroked him.  

In an instant, he was inside her, and she screamed, her back arching to take him 
deeper. 

Ash watched as she came, as she keened her ecstasy, as she clenched around him, 
bucking, her hips pumping .  

Nothing had ever felt so good, so incredible, as Miri coming around his cock.  

òI have you, Miri,ó he said, as she came apart. òIõm here.ó 

Utterly limp, she opened her eyes with an effort, her breath shud dering in her 
chest, looking up into Ashõs brilliant eyes, the red swirling as he raised himself over her.  

 òI love to watch you come,ó he said, softly, as his cock pressed against her.  

Looking up into Ashõs amber eyes as they began to glow, the sparks within them 
swirling wildly , feeling the broad head of him thrusting deep inside her , the cool air 
drifting over their skin, Miri said, softly, on a groan as he filled her , as he stretched her, 
òWill you come for me, Ash?ó 

Just the thought nearly made him spurt, nearly made him lose it, he was so hard.  

With an effort, he reined himself in.  

Miri watched as every muscle in his body went rigid, the powerful ones in his arms 
and broad chest flexing .  

Those brilliant eyes locked on hers. The flecks of fire that danced in them swirled  
with greater and greater speed and intensity , as he thrust harder and deeper , until she 
nearly wep t with the sweetness of it as he filled her, stretched her so completely. She 
moaned, her body arching, writhing in pleasure, but her eyes never left his. Not until he 
was deep within her.  

For a moment Ash just held there, his eyes on hers, buried deeply  inside her, 
savoring the pleasure of it, of her cunt so tight, so hot. His cock was sheathed so deeply 



 

in her tightness, her pussy muscles were clenched around him as her hips pumped , 
working him deliciously. Pleasure surged through him.  

His cock brushed the top of her, and then, with her eyes locked on his, Miri shifted 
her hips beneath his, to take him deeper still.  

It was incredible. She was so very tight around him, her slick internal muscles tight 
around him, stroking  him .  

Ash groaned, his cock swollen and so hard.  

He thrust  as Miri beneath him matched him  stroke for stroke, her pussy clenching 
around him  as her hips bucked in response. It was wonderful, those astonishing green 
eyes going dark again. He pounded into her and she braced herself to take each thrust  
he hammered against her. Lost in those eyes, Ash erupted, pleasure exploding through 
him . Those eyes widened to feel him, to feel his hot cum jetting inside her, just gushing.  

She smiled, gloriously, radiantly, as she arched beneath him to take him, to take it 
all. 

His mouth came to hers as she angled hers to his, and fused there it seemed, even 
as his body pumped his seed into her, as his pleasure coursed into her . Ash tightened 
his arms around her, drawing  her close as his wings folded around them.  



 

Chapter  Eight  

 

It was beautiful country, the upper part of the steep hills seemingly ablaze with 
bright autumn leaves, heavily wooded but with deciduous trees not coniferous, unlike 
the south. In the warmer depths of the valley it was still thickly, lushly green. Tucked 
away in those deep valleysñhollows to educated folk, hollers to some of theseñand 
scattered throughout the mountains were creek side gardens, small businesses, fields 
with horses, and houses, of course, ranging from estate homes to little more than 
shacks. The sun beamed down warmly as Ash swept them through the deep turns of 
the back roads.  

It was almost like flying as they swo oped gracefully along the road, Miriõs body 
swaying automatically with the turns.  

There was a peace to this place, the road less traveled.  

Miri smiled. She could almost feel Ash relaxing mile by mile , easing, the tension in 
his arms and shoulders diminishing . 

They turned onto a long dirt road  like a dozen other long dirt roads  they had 
passed, dust billowing behind them, Ash slowing to ride along the grassy side of the 
road, glancing back over his shoulder at Miri.   

She was looking up at the sky, awe-struck. 

Raising his eyes carefully , he looked up as well, just a glance, but he knew what it 
was she saw thereé 

The Daemonae, his brothers, in flight high in the sky.  

Although they had been and still could fly on  that other plane it was a stark, barren 
and unforgiving land, with little to recommend it beyond the shelter from persecution it  
had afforded them. For all time had passed differently there, it had been a sere land, hot 
and dry, a bitter place.  

Looking u p, though, he thought with a smile of those who dismissed what some 
said they had seen as turkey buzzards, who some said looked like a man in flight. It 
was something Angel encouraged her neighbors to believe, but all of those in the valley 
knew anyone who  believed so was fooling themselves. In truth, save for general shape, 
there was no resemblance whatsoever.  

Miri just shook her head in awe as she watched the Daemonae soaring on the 
thermals.  

From here they looked glorious with  their wings spread, the thin membranes 
reflecting the colors of their skin , in all the shades of red and blacks from scarlet to 
ebony to coal. 



 

They rode deep into the hollow between the mountains,  through the narrow pass 
and into the green coolness, into the shadowed interior,  into the valley hidden between 
the steep hills as the sun set behind them.  

Even now Ash saw one of his brothers in a steep dive, probably forewarning those 
in the valley he had returned.  

For all of they had only been in this place a year and were already searching for 
another emergency refuge to the west it already felt like home. This land called to him 
in a way it  did not call to the people of this time , who treated it so poorly .  

Sure enough, by the time they pulled up in front of Angelõs cabin, now Angelõs and 
Asmodeusõs, there was a welcoming party awaiting them on the wraparound porch  
Asmodeus had built before the snows had set in the previous winter . 

Ash smiled to see Asmodeus with his arm around his life -mate, but even more to 
see Angel, her belly so big and round in comparison to her diminutive height it  looked 
as if  sheõd surely pop any minute . Yet she still had a month or more to go. 

The contrast between her obvious pregnancy somehow made her long curly silver 
hair al l the more striking . 

Nor were they alone. A few of the others were there also, Baõal, Foras, Beelezebub, 
Moloch, more.  

His brothers. 

Suddenly, shockingly, tightening his arm around Miri  as they walked toward the 
porch, Ash realized that for the first time  in centuries, he was home. Truly home. He 
might live other places, they might have to escape to their refuge in the distant 
mountains these folk called the Rockies, but this to him was home, where these people 
were. And Miri.  

In this, their own place, all of them were in their own form, including Asmodeus.  

His prince.  

Ash stripped off his t -shirt and shifted even as he went to greet the man who was 
both Prince and friend, wings extending with relief, tail unleashed.  

Even as he walked forward Asmodeus was striding down the steps  to meet him, a 
broad grin on his face, his arm already out in the traditional armclasp, but this time Ash 
met it with more than his usual formality.  

Bemused, amused, Miri watched as Ash extended his hand to the other Daemonae, 
the two men clasping arms, the other man clapping Ash hard on the shoulder. Not  Ash 
couldnõt take it, he didnõt even flinch.   

It was all a little overwhelming, the little cabin and the silver-haired woman 
standing on the porch seeming almost shockingly normal even as more Daemonae 
spiraled down out of the sky to greet Ash.  



 

The cabin was also surprisingly normal  in the midst of it all .  

It was a true cabin with its white -chinked, hewn-wood walls , and the smoke 
drifting from the chimney. The windows glowed  warmly, invitingly , in the fading 
golden light. White curtains hung in them.  

In comparison it was almost shockingly homey, that cabin.  

The porch was deep as well as broad, the wood rough-hewn and rustic. There were 
Ad irondack chairs painted white and green waiting there. Tubs of fall flowers anchored 
the steps leading up to the porch and more spilled profusely in shades of scarlet, gold 
and bronze from pots and containers everywhere. 

Far above them on the slopes of the hills the light of the sun still touched, a deep 
vibrant gold, and it glittered and  gleamed on those still flying.  

Ash kept her close as the others crowded around. 

òDr. Miri Reynolds,ó Ash said, òIõd like you to meet Asmodeus, Prince of the 
Daemonae, and my truest friend.ó 

Miri looked up at the huge Daemonae. 

òA pleasure,ó Miri said. 

Like Ash, he had red skin instead of black, but shades of ebony washed beneath it, 
and his eyes were red flecked with gold. He was broader, though, deeper in the chest 
where Ash was a little leaner. Where Asmodeus was power, Ash was finesse.  

And like Ash, like all the others, he was astonishingly beautiful and he seemed to 
radiate sex like an oven. Her body would have instantl y overheated if it werenõt for 
Ashõs arm around her waist to ground  her.  

They were a sexy bunch even without that attraction , not to mention large, 
gloriously muscled, and preternaturally beautiful. Not a one of them wasnõt gorgeous 
in his own way. It was  astonishing, like being surrounded by Chippendales dancers.  

They were all male, their skin tinted in various shades of red and black all the way 
from a scarlet to a deep mahogany with reddish undertones, to a deep sable with gold 
shimmering  in its depths, into the blacks. And she didnõt mean African American. One 
of them was the color of midnight with moonlight drifting beneath his skin. He was 
serenely and exotically beautiful.  

It felt as if her hormones were in overdrive with so much pulchritudinous  male 
flesh around her. 

A hand brushed her arm and Miri came face to face with a human woman of 
astonishingénot beauty, her features were too strong, too confident, for thatébut 
character, strength. This was a woman who recognized obstacles as nothing more than 
something to go up, over, under or around and sometimes through, but those obstacles 
would never stop her.  



 

Her hair was gleaming silver, and flowed  in shimmering waves past her shoulders, 
her eyes a brilliant blue. 

She was also hugely and radiantly p regnant. 

Noticing where Miriõs eyes went, the woman gave a mock scowl in the direction of 
Asmodeus, who just grinned. Proudly.  

òThis is all his fault,ó she said, rubbing her hands over her swelling belly. òI 
honestly thought I was past this, my best years already gone. Ash, our main Healer, 
tells me itõs a boyéó She winced reflexively, and spoke to her belly. òDamn, son, you 
donõt have to kick so hard. If it was up to me youõd be out already. Trust me on that.ó 

Glancing at Miri, she smiled.  

òHi, Iõm Angel Nicholas,ó the woman said, holding out her hand,  òIõm with 
Asmodeus. Come on inside, you must be exhausted.ó 

For a moment, Miri stared at her, boggled. Angel? Demons? 

Angel grinned. òYeah, I get that a lot. Angel and the Daemonae. True, though.ó  

Linking her arm through Miriõs, the woman continued, òAs for them, theyõre all 
male, the Daemonae, as will be this not so little guy. Girls, so they tell me, will be 
human, but theyõll have magic, too.ó 

She glanced at the men behind them, smiling.  

òAs for them, if you feel a little overwhelmed,ó Angel said, òthey all radiate sex. 
Youõll get used to it.ó 

òBeing different from human men but dependent on human women for 
procreationñand real sustenanceñthey needed something to get us past the 
strangeness of them. So they all give off  testosterone like mad. You do get used to it, 
sort of, after a while. Although get enough  of them in one room at a time and even I feel 
itñwhich is why we have so  many meetings out on the porch. It was a rough winter, 
though , let me tell you.ó 

She laughed. 

òI must look a wreck,ó Miri said, catching a glimpse of herself in a window as they 
passed.  

òYouõre fine. Donõt worry about it,ó Angel said, carelessly. òAsh, if youõre going to 
ride her around like this, get her a helmet and gear, would you?ó 

It was her own personal bugaboo.  

òAs soon as I can,ó Ash said. 

It had worried him, too, especially under the circumstances.  

Miri relaxed and smiled as Angel led her into a kitchen as homey as the rest of the 
cabin. The other Daemonae were crowded around Ash, either admiring the bike or 



 

exchanging arm-clasps and greetings. Introductions were made, but Miri was getting 
confused with all the names. 

òSo, what would you like? We have coffee, tea, various home-brewed ales and 
beersé,ó Angel asked. 

òWhat they serve in this time is disgusting,ó Asmodeus pronounced, òand cold?ó  

He shuddered dramatically.  

òThereõs also homemade mead,ó Angel said, òA honey-wine which you have to 
taste to believe but will put you on your butt  in a heartbeat.ó 

Kissing the top of his life -mateõs head, Asmodeus said, òThank you, my Angel.ó 

She smiled and shook her head at him, the love and affection between the two of 
them obvious. 

òNone of which I can have,ó Angel said, with a sigh.  òOr wine, w hich Iõd 
recommend at the moment.ó 

The longing Miri felt as she watched that easy display of affection surprised her .  

It wasnõt something sheõd ever known, really. Her own parents had been distant, 
but hardly affectionate. Ash was a revelation.  

òIõll take the wine, then, and thank you.ó 

A hand closed over Miriõs arm as Ashtorethõs tail wrapped around her waist, both 
hand and tail  drawing her back against him. An arm wrapped  loosely but possessively 
around her shoulders as with the other he accepted a mug of mead passed to him by 
one of the others. A deep contentment seemed to fill her as Ash leaned back a little 
against the counter, drawing her  with her back against him, obviously comfortable. She 
brushed her cheek quickly against his arm. 

She didnõt miss the look of surpriseñand delightñAngel and Asmodeus shared at 
Ashõs gesture, or her own, Asmodeusõs brilliant red eyes whirling as Angel handed her 
a glass of wine. 

It had not come as a surprise to Ash to see Angel and Miri hitting it off so well, it 
would have surprised him if they hadnõt.  

While Angel  might be the tough F.B.I. agent on the job, it was her humanity that 
infused her work, she was well -liked as well as well -respected. She had a good heart.  

Academic she was, Miri, too, did what she did for the love of it, for her passion and 
for the pleasure in it. 

What did astonish him was how good she felt against him in this place, this house 
he considered home as much as his own cabin here. Time passed differently on the 
other planes, but it had passed, and in all that long time he had never felt the kind of 
peace he felt here in this moment. 



 

òSo,ó Asmodeus said, his voice a deep rumble, deeper even than Ashõs, as the 
others crowded in and got their drink of choice, òhow is your search going? Well, I take 
it?ó 

He canted an eyebrow at Miri but looked at Ash.  

Which brought Ash back down to earth.  

By the sudden seriousness of Ashõs expression, Asmodeus straightened a little, his 
tail wrapping instinctively around his Angel and the life within her. He drew both 
closer. 

òOn one count,ó Ash conceded, with a small smile, his arm tightening a little 
around Miriõs shoulders, his tail pulling her a little more snugly against him, so he 
could feel her firm ass against his hips. òAs you can see, I did successfully meet with 
Dr. Reynolds.ó 

Miri glanced back up over her shoulder  at him with a lifted eyebrow and a grin. 

A look Ash met with a nod , his smile broadening. 

Letting out a sigh, Ash continued, òUnfortunately, I wasnõt the only one seeking 
her.ó 

Everyone stiffened and went alert, catching the undertone in his voice.  

òTempleton,ó Angel said, shortly, bitterly.  

It was fascinating to watch the change from contented soon-to-be-mother to sharp-
eyed and intent F.B.I. agent. 

Ash nodded. òIt seems so although we have no proof of it. There was only a man 
named Hammond, who said he was a representative of Prometheus Corporation.ó 

òIt sounds like Templeton,ó Angel said, grimly, òthe name is grandiose enough.ó 

One of the other Daemonae said, òIõm on it.ó 

Like all the others, he was tall and beautiful, lean and sexy, but where Ashõs skin 
was red, his was like polished ebony , with silver chasing beneath it like moonlight over 
a midnight lake , and his eyes were like the moon with shadows that whirled  within 
them. 

òThank you, Moloch,ó Angel said, although she itched to be doing the search 
herself.  

Moloch  folded back the cabinets to reveal a large touch-screen computer display, 
his long, elegant taloned fingers dancing over the screen. 

Miriõs mouth nearly watered in envy. She sighed.  

What she could do with thaté 



 

òI have one at home,ó Ash said softly in her ear with a chuckle. òYou can play with 
it later.ó 

òMaybe tomorrow,ó Miri said, softly, smiling, feeling the length of his hard body 
against her back and all the pheromones drifting in the air.  

Her voice was rich with promise.  

Ash hardened at the thought she had other plans for tonight and drew her closer, 
nestling his cock against her ass.  

òWhat did this Hammond want?ó Asmodeus asked, sorry to break the small 
moment between them. 

More than any other, Ash, his friend and his general, their best Healer, had endured 
the most over the centuries. Worse and most painfully, he had been one of the first 
victims of the Book of Demons centuries ago. He had suffered terribly at the hands of 
the priests. Asmodeus remembered it all too well. It had scarred Ash both inside and 
out. It was good to see him happy. 

òTo hire me,ó Miri said, in answer to his question. òFor what exactly he never said.ó 

òBecause of what you know about the ethereal plains?ó Asmodeus asked.  

Ash tightened his arms around Miri.  

òNo,ó he said, òI think because she can see them.ó 

Everyone in the room went still.  

òSheõs a clairvoyant,ó he added. 

One of the others, Baõal, Miri thought, said, òSo, she could lead him right to the 
damn book.ó 

Miri shook her head, òItõs not that easy and while I can see them, Iõve never crossed 
over into them.ó 

Startled Asmodeus stared at her. òNever?ó 

With her hands wrapped around Ashõs forearm, she shook her head, giving him a 
wry look.  

òI am not very tall and I was the smallest in many of my classes growing up,ó she 
said, by way of explanation .   

Giving his brothers the eye, Ash said, òBut sheéadjusted, and learned martial 
arts.ó 

It was a warning none of them needed. She was Ashõs chosen, his true mate, but 
they understood.  

òWhich are of little use, unfortunately, against some of the things I see on the 
ethereal planes,ó Miri said, completely missing the undercurrents . 



 

Remembering crossing through the magical circles Templeton had used to imprison 
Asmodeus, and the thing that had snatched Templetonõs security chief, Angel 
shuddered. That scream still echoed in her dreams. Baker had been a tough man. 

Wryly, Miri said, òI think I was born a scientist. From the first moment that I knew 
that I was seeing what others could not, I experimentedéó 

Angel smiled, watching the light enter  those otherworldly green eyes and glanced 
up at Asmodeus. 

Seeing the look, Asmodeus gave a small nod. 

Continuing, Miri said, òPutting my dolls out, I opened the ôdoorsõ. Perhaps I should 
have stuck with the dolls, but out of curiosity, I put out my pet turtle.ó 

Wincing, she shook her head. òIt was as if something had been waitingésomething 
lashed out of the shadows of one of the planes and took my turtle.ó 

Her smile was wry.  

She had cried, privately, for days afterward.  

Ash, hearing the echo of it, that small loss, tightened his arm around her. 

Sympathetic, Asmodeus asked, gently, òHow old were you?ó 

A little abashed, Miri shrugged seemingly carelessly, and said, òFive.ó 

Five years old, and she had constructed experiments. Reasoned, logical experiments 
into the ethereal realms.  

With an effort, Asmodeus kept himself from shaking his head.  

For Miri it  had been a rough year. Not long after her father had left. Neither of her 
parents had really understood what to do with her.  

In truth, no one had.  

Miri watched them, waited  for the in evitable withdrawal, the pulling  away of those 
who didnõt understand, didnõt know what she was, didnõt know how to label her.  

She was used to that.  

It didnõt happen. 

She looked from face to face.  

Rapid mental readjustments were made around the room but no one flinched.  

Tightening her hands on Ashõs arms, Miri took a breath as if nothing earth-
shattering had happened, and said, òAnd there wereéotheréthingsésentiences, for 
want of a better wordéó 

Ash felt her shiver, just a little. It was enough.  He tightened his arms around her.  

òThey are dark,ó she said. òVery dark.ó 



 

Shadows moved in those pale and oddly lovely eyes. Everyone there could see it. 

òI suspect few with my talent survived their curiosity, and those that did, went 
mad. I was curious, but against the unknown,ó Miri said, òand with no one I could tell 
where I was going in case I didnõt return, or who would watch my back ?ó  

She shook her head.  

òI wasnõt foolish enough to venture there.ó 

ôYou have someone now,õ Ash said, quietly , in her mind . 

She glanced back over her shoulder and smiled at him. 

Gently, he brushed a kiss over his forehead. 

òBut you can cross?ó Asmodeus asked. 

Miri nodded.  òYes. I just never went farther than was necessary to learn how 
dangerous it was.ó 

òSo, you can lead Ash to the Book then?ó Baõal said. 

Relief was visible on the faces of everyone in the room. 

Looking around, Miri  hated to disappoint them. She sighed. It was all too clear how 
much the Book hung over all of them like Damocles sword.  

Taking a breath, Miri looked up at Ash. They had had no time to talk about any of 
this yet.  

òYes and no,ó she said. 

Faces fell, all attention was riveted on her. It was a little daunting  but Ashõs strong 
presence was at her back, and it never faltered. 

òThe temporal or ethereal planes arenõt like here. Depending on which theory you 
believe, they are a different order of reality.  Some believe time is just a construct we 
have created, something that enough people have come to believe in and so made real. 
In some of them, though, time passes quite differently.ó 

Glancing at Ash, Asmodeus nodded. òWe know this from our own experience on 
the plane we retreated to once the priests declared us anathema and hunted  us in 
earnest. Nothing lives there we could determine, but time definitely passes differently.ó 

òThank all the gods,ó Moloch muttered as he searched through the records, tracing 
Prometheus through a seemingly endless maze of shadow corporations. òOr weõd all 
have gone mad.ó 

Asmodeus glanced at him and nodded. òTrue enough. But you can take Ash to it?ó 

Nodding, Miri said, òI think so, w e just have to be fairly close to where it crossed 
over.ó 



 

Concerned, frowning, Angel glanced at Asmodeus and Ash, and said, òThat could 
be difficult.ó 

Miri looked at the three of them , puzzled.  

Tightening his arm around his mate, Asmodeus said, òDonõt, my Angel. You had 
no idea how long it would take us to return.ó 

With a nod, Ash added, òEven had you escaped with it, Angel, you know as well as 
I do Templeton would have devoted  all of his considerable wealth to hunting you 
down to get it back. Your status with the F.B.I. didnõt protect you then and it still would 
not have if he knew you had the Book. None of us would have been safe. If we can Miri 
and I will find it  and destroy it in such a way Templeton knows without a doubt it  is 
gone. It makes no sense to remove one sword of Damocles from above our heads only 
to replace it with another.ó 

Looking to Miri and her clearly questioningly and querying look Angel said, 
òWhen Templeton thought Asmodeus and I might escape, he blew up the room he had 
held us in. We escaped with seconds to spare, but without the Book.ó 

She glanced up at Asmodeus, watching his ruby eyes whirl, his tail close around 
her even as his hand tightened on her shoulder to draw  her closer.  

òUnbeknownst to him, a money man, not an architect or builder, that explosion 
weakened the building dangerously. ó 

Her eyes narrowed. She had suspected as much and sent the building inspectors. 
Even Templeton hadnõt been able to deny it and shut the building down. It was a small 
victory, but she was willing to  take it.  

They had come so closeé 

She let out a breath, smoothing her hands over her swollen belly and the precious, 
unexpected, life  that moved within her.  

 òSo, Miri,ó Asmodeus said, òhow close?ó 

Miri shook her head. òI donõt know. I wonõt know until I look.ó 

òWonõt it be like looking for a needle in a haystack?ó Baõal asked. òAll the temporal 
possibilities?ó 

Pleased at his perception, she smiled. 

òNot quite. Thatõs another reason why it matters to be close. The book is a human 
artifact  where and when a human artifact doesnõt belong. It should ôstick outõ in a way.ó 
Miri took a slow breath, leaned back into Ashõs arms for comfort, and support . Her 
visions echoed through her. òAnd, itõs important.ó 

Hearing something in her voice Ash looked down at her. The others caught it, too.  

She looked up at him and then uncomfortably around at the others. 



 

Miri let the breath go. òIõve ôseenõ it. Itõs important, temporally.ó 

òYouõve seen it?ó Angel asked, sharply.  

òWhat do you mean, temporally?ó Asmodeus said, at nearly the same time.  

òIõm a clairvoyant,ó Miri said, òa clear seer. The ethereal planes or the temporal 
planes, it all means the same thing to me. Sometimes I can see the future, glimpses of 
what might be, what could be. There are nexus points in timeélike nowéó  

Her voice trailed off.  

Ash felt the shimmer, an odd shiftingéinstinctively, he held Miri  more tightly.  

Miri  could sense it, a great opening within her, a void like a door  opening inside 
her, a great gusty breeze that moved through space, blowing throug h her. Suddenly she 
was outside herself, caught, suspended between space and time with all the myriad 
possibilities spreading out around her as a magician will fan the cards, and dare you to 
choose one, just one.  

Looking at Miri Reynolds õs oddly pale green eyes, in such marked contrast to her 
brilliant red -gold hair,  Angelõs breath caught as the other womanõs pupils seemed to 
contract, to disappear, the green paling and turning  luminous. Those otherworldly e yes 
shifted and moved as if she were seeing something no one else in the room could see or 
as if she were trying to see everything  and anything . 

òAsmodeus,ó Angel breathed, as a chill went over her. òHer eyes. Look at her 
eyes.ó 

òI see it, my Angel,ó he said, quietly. òWeõve seen such before. Ash? The Oracles at 
Delphi ?ó 

The times were rare when Asmodeus or one of the others reminded Angel of just 
how old they were. Some of it was the time they had spent in the other realm, some was 
of it was justéThey were Daemonae. 

Ash had already felt the shift, had ôheardõ it, and felt Miri quiver lightly in his arms.  

Nodding, his heart aching for her, Ash held Miri firmly but loosely in his arms, his 
cheek against her hair. 

In some way Miri was aware of Ashõs arms around her as he held her, grounded 
her in this time, this place, giving her comfort . As always in the back of her mind there 
was a flicker of fear, the desperate fear of getting lost forever in what she saw. In the 
visions of what she saw there. There were others who had. Both heart and breath 
caught. 

A deep voice said, softly, inside her mind, ôNever, I am here now. I would find 
you.õ 

Gratitude trickled through her. She held onto that mental voice as if it were a 
lifelineéand perhaps it was. 



 

Everyone in the room went still, watchful.  

Strugglin g to retain herself, to not get lost in what she sawñanother hazard of 
those with her giftsñas images battered at her, Miri fought to make sense of what she 
was seeing, of why she had been pulled in at this time, this place. 

òThe future is not fixed, the universe is not fixed, they are mutable, ever changing, 
but there are moments in time, crucial moments when all things come together to 
create, or to destroy. Always, always, even on the brink of destruction, the Universe 
tries to right itself, to find the path of light . Sometimes, sometimes I can almost see it, I 
get glimpses of it as you do when youõre driving down a highway and,  between the 
trees and branches over a hill, you get a view of the same road, a sight of a distant 
curve, the direction the unive rse, the great creative force that drives it, and seeks. But 
the road can change, it can be diverted. Or there can be a crossroads. We stand at one 
now. The Book is the Key to righting an ancient wrong or creating an even greater one.ó 

The door inside her shut as suddenly as it had opened and Miri shook  herself even 
as Ash tightened his arms around her.  

For a moment, she was frightened.  

There had been those in the past who had run, if not screaming then it had come 
awfully close to it, from her when confr onted by her gifts . Despite all her care, all her 
assurances. And there had been one who had wanted to exploit it.  She flinched from the 
memory. 

Inside her head a voice, soft, deep and familiar said, reassuringly, ôI will never leave 
you, you will never be  alone. You knew it that first time we touched. Your Sight told 
you so.õ 

Miri turned her head to look up at Ash. ôIt did.õ 

He caught her cheek, cupped it and tipped her chin up for a kiss.  

Around the room, several Daemonae stared in shock and amazement as Ashtoreth, 
grim, severe Ashtorethñwho had often ground them into the dirt training them in 
defenseñvisibly softened.  

With a sigh, Miri laid her cheek against his strong chest, listening to the steady beat 
of his heart. It  eased her. He was alive. Real. 

Ash glanced at Asmodeus, who nodded and went to fetch a cup of mead. The 
honey wine would ease the post-vision jitters. Both remembered a time when gifts like 
Miriõs were not so uncommonñbefore those early priests did their own version of 
ethnic cleansing on the small portion of the population with magic.  

òHere,ó Asmodeus said, and offered Miri the fortified wine. òDrink this. When was 
the last she ate, Ash?ó 

Ash groaned.  



 

Taking the offered cup, Miri looked up at him. òWe have been a little busy.ó 

Lifting an eyebrow, Asmodeus looked at him.  

òMal,ó Angel said, as he was closest to the refrigerator. òCould you get a plate of 
food for Miri?ó 

With a nod, Moloch set the search engine running and put a quick plate  of food 
together.  

Mere food didnõt satisfy any Daemonaeõs needs, but it did taste good and would 
sustain them, if only just, until they could find their own sustenanceñpreferably with 
their true mate, but the pleasure they found in any and every woma n they touched 
could carry most of them for quite some time.  

Between one thing and another, Miri found she was starving. The mead made 
everything go down easily.  

Ash brought Asmodeus and the others up to speed on their adventures, wi th 
occasional asides from Miri, keeping a  wary eye on his mate, lifting an intrigued 
eyebrow as she drained the cup of mead and then asked for more.  

This would be interesting.  

Sitting at the table with Angel, Miri  fell on the food like a starving wolf, tryi ng to 
eat delicately, and failing, to the mild amusement of the assembled Daemonae. 

òWhen was the last time you ate again?ó Angel asked curiously, as Asmodeus, 
amused, went to fetch another cup of honey wine.  

Ash was watching his mate with fascination, smo thering a smile. 

For some reason Miri was having trouble remembering.  

òI get caught up in my research,ó she said.  

She frowned a little as she ate, considering it.  

òAnd there was the lectureé I get nervous even if Iõve done it a thousand times. So, 
I donõt eat thenéIõm pretty sure I had breakfast that day though.ó 

Eyebrows shooting toward the ceiling, Angel said, òThree days?ó 

Miri let out a gusty sigh, smiled and nodded w hen Asmodeus brought her another 
cup of mead. 

òAnd you blew up a propane tank?ó Angel said. 

òHmmmm,ó Miri said. òTwo or three of us from the science departments get 
together every year and do a lecture called òWhat Hollywood does Wrongó. Itõs very 
popular. Cars do not explode as quickly as you might think from the movies  and gas 
tanks donõt either. Many gases either rise or sink, or they need to mix with air to 
become combustible, and then still need a triggeré An ignition point. Just shooting the 
tank is not enough to make it go boom.ó 



 

Amused, Angel said, looking at Ash, òIõll keep that in mind. And you jumped the 
motorcycle? Blind?ó 

òI was scared shitless,ó Miri blurted, and then clapped a hand over her mouth, her 
ethereal eyes wide with shock. òOh my God, I think Iõm drunk.ó 

Patting her hand, Angel laughed. òI tried to warn you but I think you needed it, 
Miri.  Youõve had a bit of excitement lately.ó 

Miri  looked at Ash apologetically.  

òI think,ó he said, smothering a grin, òitõs time to take my mate home.ó 

With a sigh, Miri said, òI love his voice, itõs like buttered rum, so deep, warm and 
sweet.ó 

Mortified, she clapped a hand over her mouth as the room erupted in laughter. Ash 
lifted an eyebrow, intrigued.   

Miri  felt the color rising in her face. 

òI think youõre right,ó she said. 

òThe walk will do her good,ó Asmodeus advised. 

It would do him good as well, Ash thought, letting him stretch his legs after nearly 
two days on the motorcycle. And it amused him to see Miri so unsettled and open.  

Miri nodded.  

òWeõll see you both in the morning,ó Asmodeus said, smiling. òWe missed you, 
Ash.ó 

They clasped arms, Ashõs grip in his warmer than it had been in centuries.  

It was a long walk, made easier by Miriõs fascination with the light Ash cast to 
guide their way.  

So fascinated was she by the little glowing ball of light she nearly trippe d over a 
root on the way to Ashõs cottage in depths of the woods. 

And then she caught sight of itéand stopped coldéin sheer wonder.  

Buried amongst the trees in the deepest corner of the valley, it faced east so it  would 
be a place of light at any time of day with it s tall glass entryway catching the early 
sunlight . A gesture from Ash lit the candles and lanterns within so it  glowed like a 
jewel in the darkness, nestled as it was beneath the towering trees. 

The wood had clearly come from the trees cut down to make room for it. Wide oak 
and pine planks alternated down the sides, framing  the glass that ran across the front, 
filling the interior with light. Inside Miri could see the outlines of a kitchen on the north 
side and a library on the oth er.  



 

Ash took her hand and led her inside his home, his sanctuary, kicking off his boots 
just inside the entryway.  

Both the kitchen and the library were open to the atrium  at the entryway and both 
rooms were state of the art. From the libr ary came the unmistakable scents of leather-
bound books. 

Once more, Miri stopped in awe and simple amazement. She had never seen 
anything so lovely in all her life.  

The interior was open, with sliding doors of rice paper or something like it  to close 
off  the  individual interior sections. All of the doors had been pushed back, opened to 
reveal low beds with thick mattresses, each covered in earth-toned bedspreads to 
compliment  Ashõs deep scarlet skin.  

In the center of it all was an enormous indoor garden, another atrium topped by a 
roof of glass. Plants grew lush and green there, surrounded by river rocks and pebbles. 
A small stream ran a meandering path through the center, keeping the air within 
humid , even as it added its own music, the soft sound of water tri ckling over and 
between stones. 

The little ball of flame Ash had conjured danced and dipped from one candle to 
another as it raced around the room, setting each alight to flicker from behind leaves 
that rustled with the breeze flowing through to the atrium  windows  high above. 

There were the stars, glittering brightly  above them, and they would even in the 
chill of winter , while inside it would  always be summer.  

òItõs beautiful, Ash,ó she said, softly.  

The truth was it  was incredible.  

òWait,ó he said, guiding her down the central pathway until they stood in the 
center of the garden, the rounded pebbles surprisingly soft beneath their feet.  

òRainéó 

Warm water showered over them from thin copper piping along the frame of the 
atrium roof, smelling like a brook or a stream, fresh and clean.  

It was magical and lovely, the water from the cistern on the roof warmed by 
sunlight  by day.  

Ash watched, smiling , as Miri looked up  at the rain falling down  over her in 
wonder , holding her hands out to catch the drops, smiling , sticking her tongue out like 
a small child. The rain drenched the ragged remains of her dress, making it cling to her 
full breasts and slender belly as her nipples tightened beneath the wet cloth, the water 
making it cling to all the lush curves of her body, the curve of her waist, that softness in 
her belly. It sparkled in her fiery hair like diamonds.  



 

Ash was hot and hard in seconds as he watched the water bead on her skin like her 
golden freckles. 

With relief, he freed his hair, shaking his head to loosen it as he peeled out of his 
own filthy, now wet clothing , his throbbing cock and trapped tail demanding to be set 
free.  

Turning, Miri found Ash standing in all his Daemonae glory, his skin gleaming as if 
it had been oiled as he bent to remove his jeans. 

Frozen, watching, for a moment she could only stand there and admire the long line 
of his back, the taut muscles there, his incredibly tight ass, not thin, but rounded, firm, 
his long legs muscularéand then he turned. 

He was every inch the rampant male, every inch of his body cut and tight, his hair 
streaming over his strong broad shoulders, his pecs hard and curved, his abs a perfect 
six-pack, as his wings extended to take advantage of the spray. As sinuous as a catõs, his 
tail curved and twine d around his muscular legs as, closing his eyes, completely 
unconsciously, Ash tipped his sculpted face back to the light spray. 

Miriõs throat locked just to look at him. 

He was so beautiful.  

All she wanted to do was lick every drop of water from his glistening skin, his 
magnificent body . 

So she did, stepping close to him, to press her mouth to his smooth warm skin , 
tasting the water on it, tasting his skin, as she slid her hands around his waist to draw 
him closer.  

Miri smiled  as he drew her into his embrace, the feel of his agile tail wrapping 
around her hips as well as his arms pulling her close somehow just another level of 
comfort.  

She was hungry for him, though. Hungry for this, for the feel of Ash in her arms, 
for the taste of his warm skin as she licked it , her mouth closing around his nipple to 
suck and lick the water away . He tasted cool and clean, his nipple tightening  as her 
tongue flicked it.  

He tasted wonderful.  

She loved the feel of his smooth skin beneath her tongue when she swept it over 
him , beneath her hands as she stroked them up his back. She loved the taste of him as 
her tongue flicked over him . She was intoxicated, and not with the mead, but Ash. 

Her hot mouth sent a jolt of heat pouring through him, hardening Ashõs cock even 
more as her mouth wandered over his skin, branding him with it. It was sheer delight. 
He cupped her head, as with both tail and his free hand he drew her even closer. 



 

Ash lost himself in the delightful feel of her mouth on him, av id as it brushed over 
his skin. Every inch of him was aware of her, of her touch, of the places where their 
bodies touched, where her breasts pressed against him as her hands slid up his back.  

There was nothing, nothing that felt so good as Miriõs mouth on him.  

Hungrily, Miri  licked and sucked the beads of water that gathered on his powerful 
chest, making her way down his body, over his ribs, to the taut muscles of his abs, 
going to her knees. His navel fascinated her, the beads of water that had gathered in it. 
She pressed her mouth against it to suck out the moisture there, her tongue diving in to 
lick out even the deepest drops as she crouched in front of him, her hands on his hips 
for balance as she devoured him.  

A groan tore from him and Miri  looked up into his glowing amber eyes.  

Ash thought heõd lose his mind as her tongue swept into his navel, as she sucked at 
it gently , his cock nestled between her lush breasts, her hands closing tightly over his 
ass to pull him closer. 

She rubbed her luscious body up against his cock like a cat as she kissed, licked and 
suckled at him, every now and then giving the head of his cock a long swipe of her 
tongue. It was maddening, and marvelous. 

When he groaned again, Miri looked up, to see his expression transported, lost.  

Smiling, she pressed her arms together to catch the shaft of his cock between her 
breasts as she licked at the head of it like an ice cream cone.  

His hands clenched tightly in her hair.  

His cock was huge, beautiful with its nearly purple tip , throbbing . She couldnõt help 
but lick it, suck it.  

Each swipe of her soft wet tongue drove Ash nearly wild , even as her hands slid 
around the back of his thighs.  

Desperately wishing he had something to hang onto he plunged his hands into her 
damp hair.  

òTell me what you want,ó Miri said, pressing a kiss on the head of his cock.  

Ash moaned as she suckled at it lightly.  

It was huge, his cock, but she thought she could manage it.  

She sucked in the head, tasting the rainwater, and Ash, his taste faintly musky, his 
salty precum on the back of her tongue. 

Looking down, Ashõs throat locked at the image of Miri on her knees before him as 
her mouth closed over him, over the head of his cock to lap and suck. It felt as if he 
would explode as her hands closed around him, one around his balls to cup his sac, the 
other around his thighs . Her mouth was so hot, so wet. Her tongue slid  over the slit i n 
the head of his cock, swirled around it. It was glorious.  



 

His hands closed in her damp hair, Ash tried to pull her away. He was going to 
come, it had been too long since anyone had done this for him, but this was Miri, his 
Miri, and he would expl ode. 

Deliberately, feeling him throb and twitch, his balls drawing up tight, Miri slid her 
hands around the back of his thighs, took him as deep as she could stand, and suckled 
at him.  Hard.  

Pleasure exploded through him . 

Ash lost his mind. His hands locked in her hair as he plunged his cock  deep into 
that warm, wet and willing mouth , fucking it , fucking her, dear gods, so hot, so wet, 
more. He stabbed his throbbing cock into herñplease, Miriñas her mouth worked  to 
take him. His hot cum jetted into her , his pleasure pumped into her, emptied down her 
slender throat as she swallowed . Her throat worked  against the head of him, 
swallowing, closed around him to take him as he emptied into her mindlessly, his hips 
pumping to thrust his cock even deeper into that gloriously hot wet mouth .  

It was astonishing to look down at her as her ethereal eyes fluttered  closed as she 
sucked on him . He shot every last drop of cum into her warm mouth , his hands locked 
in her hair as he used it, used her, plunging his throbbing cock between her pretty lips , 
spurted into her. His pleasure coursed through him as he emptied into her, gushed, 
jetted, filled her, filled  his mate with his cum. 

His hands locked in her hair , Miri  fought to take him, to swallow all of him é 

Thick fluid, Ashõs hot cum, poured into her throat and she swallowed, swallowed 
him, tasting  deeply of his pleasure, sucking on his cock to draw the last spurts from 
him.  

Ash looked down just as Miri looked up  with those mystical green eyes, suckling 
lightly at him, taking every last drop of his pleasure as he pumped it into her.  

With a yank, he pulled her up to him, his mo uth pl unging against her throat.  His 
teeth sank into her pounding pulse. His venom pulsed into her, heat flooded  her. She 
erupted into his mouth, her blood, her essence, a hot rush as his tail speared deep inside 
her, fucking her with it fast and hard as he feasted on her, each cry of pleasure urged 
him on. He lifted her, still feeding  eron h as her legs wrapped around his waist, her 
hands spearing into his hair to pull his mouth harder against her  throat .  

He drew great sucking drafts of her into his mouth as he carried her into their 
bedroom as he devoured her, feasted on her, his true mate. His.  

Dropping her onto the bed he ripped the sodden dress from her lush body and 
feasted on her swollen breasts as he fucked her with his tail . She trembled and quivered 
but his mouth was locked against her throat as ancient instincts kicked in and he fed 
until his thirst was slaked, until she was limp beneath him  and her body quivered  
helplessly with wave after wave of pleasure.  



 

Sated at long last, Ash curled her into his arms, held her close against him to keep 
her warm and to feel her body against his. 

Those ethereal eyes opened, looking up into his and she smiled. 

Miri  raised a hand to touch the hard lines of his stern face in wonder. Every inch of  
her body still hummed with pleasure.  

Looking down into the eyes of his mate, Ash slid a hand into her hair and kissed 
her softly. 



 

Chapter  Nine  

 

Despair flooded him as Ash became aware of the dank stone walls close around 
him , the heavy iron chains around his wrists, his ankles, chafed his skin. The stones of 
the dungeon glistened with moisture, the air was damp and fetid, the straw on the floor 
thick with crawling vermin while  mice and rats skittered along the walls. The stench, a 
mixture of the foul damp  straw, rat droppings and his own excrement, was stifling . 

His shoulders burned from carrying his weight, from being held in the same 
position for so long.  

A dream, it had only been a dream. All of it.  

In that moment, as that realization crashed over him, he nearly broke.  

The iron chains on his wrists and ankles made them ache nearly constantly, all were 
worn raw, and the lashes on his back burned like fire, but pain had been a constant in 
his life since they had summoned him  to this place, summoned him back to this plane 
of existence. One moment he had been in his chambers on the other plane, the next he 
had been here.  

And here he remained. 

It had happened before to others, but none of them had known what had happened 
to their absent brothers although they had all searched for them.  

Now he knew and he grieved for Seir and the others, if this was what they had 
faced, what they had suffered. Alone.  

A soft, familiar voice called to him. ôYouõre not alone. Ash, youõre not alone.õ 

It was a lie. 

For months, nearly a year he had yearned for a voice, any friendly voiceé 

There had only been the priests, with their implements of torture.  

If he listened to that voice, he would go mad. Truly and completely mad.  

Hope was a dangerous thing in this place. Necessary, but dangerous.  

Ash closed that voice off, closed it out. 

His hunger was a constant, a raging thirst that could not be quenched, not here, not 
in this place, not the way his hunger should be fed. 

He longed for even a glimmer  of sunlight  in the dark depths of this place, a glimpse 
of blue sky where once he flew, even, he considered ruefully and almost longingly , for  
the harsh glare of that other plane as it fell over the red escarpments where his brothers 
had made their chambers. He longed even for that  reddish sky, tinted by the endlessly 
blowing sand, as sere as it was, as much as he had complained of it.  



 

As he longed for his brothers. The people he had loved. His slaughtered mother, 
the friends who had died.  

And t he ones who still lived.  

At least Asmodeus and the others were still free, Ash had no company in this 
terrible place. 

Shackled to the wall with too little chain to allow him to either sit or lay down, he 
was forced to hang in the chains even to sleep. His wings were chafed by the wall  as he 
could not fold them tightly enough to keep them away  from the coarse stone, or extend 
them to ease their stiffness. Exhaustion dogged him constantly, dulled his senses. He 
would choose death easily over this unendi ng torment . 

It was not his choice to make, so long as he remained in the hands of the priests. 

At the sound of iron scraping on stone, Ash fought an involuntary shudder.  

Nor this his choice, whatever was to come. 

The priests, the black crows come to pick at his bones. 

As soon as he saw what they had brought he shifted to human form, something not 
even the iron on  his wrists could prevent, whatever the magical cost, however much 
more deeply the hunger dug its claws into him. It was an effort to change into a form 
that would not terrify the poor child , who had never seen his kind, when in the early 
days Daemonae had once been plentiful.  It was a price he was more than willing to pay. 
He would not be the subject of more torment. Nor would he cause it. They would not 
know the child  they offered him would give him nothing, no sustenance at all, nor 
would they believe him if  he told them so. He already had, many times.  

They wanted proof of his ôbarbaricõ nature, not knowing the meaning of what his 
people did with their mates. Although then he had not had one himself, it was so much 
more than feeding, more than just drinking their blood , their essence, but a joining of 
souls, not just of bodies. Any food would sustain , as most of these priests could attest 
with their daily ration of gruel , but a drinking the essence of oneõs true mate to make 
them one with each other. It was a true sharing. 

Remembering the village, his mother, those he had loved, gone now, and with it the 
hope of that sharing, Ash fought the ancient grief and his hatred of these who 
tormented him  now, knowing the glow of his eyes would betray him, paint him in the 
eyes of this child as exactly what the priests declared him to be. Demon. Not Daemonae, 
but a lesser thing, a creature condemned by their God. 

He did not try to speak with the child, to reassure it, knowing  the priests would 
only twist  his words, pervert them and his intent to imply  he only intended to entice, 
and therefore damn the childõs soul. 

Instead he tur ned his back on them. 

They took the child away.  



 

Despair was as great a weight on him as the iron chains when they returned and 
dragged him from the cell to the ir  instruments of torture.  

Today it would be the frame, a form not unlike the rack , but upright . Ash closed his 
eyes and resigned himself to it. He locked his jaw and fought the weakness, the nearly 
overpowering desire to tell them anythin g, if only the pain would stop.  

If he faltered, if he gave in, it would stop ñbut only for him. It would begin for 
another. For whoever it was he betrayed. He held onto that fact, clung to it.  

He would not.  

Deliberately  drawing out the process, they strapped him slowly into place, 
removing one set of iron chains only to replace them with another . The chains clanked 
as the great wheels turned, drew  him up  to suspend him within the frame.  

At least in human form his wings and tail were safe.  

Even so, their bodies, Daemonae bodies, his body, were much more resilient than 
most mortal human s, tolerated far greater abuse. It was clear they had learned from 
those who had gone before him. 

Gritting his teeth, h e felt the frame invert, force him upside down. If he died here 
like this  to their minds  his soul would go straight to hell.  

Ash thought he was already there. 

His folk had different beliefsñthey were all a part of the creative/destructive force 
that was beingñand that gave yet another reason for  the priests who  condemned them. 
They wanted him to repent, to call out to their God for forgiveness, for mercy.  

They brought  out the instruments of torture , laid them out  before him, the whips 
and the chains, the hot irons, so he could look upon them and anticipate  what was to 
come. 

Fire seared across his back as the lash struck. 

The pain started, the torments, as they demanded he repent his ôevilõ ways. He 
could not, he could not be other than what he was.  

Ash fought to set himself apart fro m the pain, to separate himself from it  and bear 
it. Pain ripped through  his flesh, burned across it, the scent of his own flesh roasting 
made him gag. Blood and sweat ran down his body. He almost succeeded in setting it 
all aside until he felt warm blood, not his own, drip  on his mouth and his hunger 
awoke, raging. Almost, almost, he gave in to it, battened onto that warm f lesh, that 
flickering essence, until he opened his eyes and saw what they had done.  

Bound and gagged, the helpless woman looked at him, her eyes rolling wildly like 
a sheepõs to the slaughter. Her wrist had been slit. Her blood poured  uselessly to the 
floor. He dared not feed from her or confirm their belief of him. H e dared not even lick 
his lips, or risk  losing all control.  



 

The sound of her blood pattering on  the stone floor was the sound of rain on a 
rooftop, a sweet torment as the coppery scent filled the air.  

A waste of a life. 

Fury exploded through him. H e wanted to kill them all, to rip them apart with his 
bare hands. 

They called him the monsteré 

He raged against his bonds, against the chains, goaded by his hunger, every bit of 
his Daemonic self visible in his fury, his rage and painé His utter despair as he cried 
out to the Gods. 

A voice called to him, familiar, known, but in his rage, in the depths of that despair 
and fury  he exploded out of the dream, out the memory and  into the darkness of his 
cottage, the familiar and the known surreal against the pain and horror , to stand, 
shuddering, his mind reeling.  

It had been horrible to watch as the nightmare tormented him .  

Miri went to him, his tension, his pain, tearing through her. Frantic, sheõd still been 
unable to break him from the grip of the nightm are or whatever it had been, no matter 
how or what she had tried. 

The expression on his face was tormented, agonized, and furious. H is every limb 
was rigid, his stern, sharp-boned face a harsh, indifferent  mask, his eyes glowed fiercely  
while color raced beneath his skin. Gentle stroking, calling his name, none of it had 
worked.  

Until she had called him  mentally, had shouted for him, trying to break the hold  
the dream had on him, and then she had touched him. 

Reaching out, she laid a hand on his strong chest. 

òAsh?ó 

That touch jolted him awake, to the flickering candlelit darkness.  

Dazed, he jerked from her , pushed her away.  

She wasnõt real. Couldnõt be real. This was just another nightmare, like so many he 
had dreamed all those ages ago.  

His muscles jumped, every nerve was alight  with remembered pain , vibrated , as he 
fought  the rage, the fury, the pain and the horror.  And the savage hunger that was 
roused in him by the dream, by the memory of the spilled blood, by the remembered 
scent.  

òDonõt touch me,ó he snarled, still unsure of where he was, knowing in some part 
of his mind that wasnõt still in the dream who Miri was, what she was to him, but the 
nightmare still had its claws sunk deep in him. 



 

They had touched him, burned and beaten him  like a dog, tortured and tormented 
him, treated him as if he were a thing until he had almost begun to feel like one. He 
feltéunclean, somehow, tainted.  

His rage was so close, still looking to lash out at something, anything , to strike back 
at those who had tortured and tormented him. It burned.   

Ash didnõt want that to touch her, to touch Miri. He was terrified of what he would 
do. Of what he was capable of. 

The fierce look Ash shot her stung sharply.  

His lambent golden eyes glowed brilliantly,  the red sparks danced wildly  within 
them, and his fury turned  his sharp-boned face savage and cruel. That fierce, 
intimidating visage would have quailed even some among his brothers, had he but 
known it.  

Stung by the apparent rejection, Miri didnõt even flinch from that look , although 
seeing him now she knew why A smodeus called Ash his general. 

It hur t, that look,  wrenched her heart, scored it so it  felt as though it bled  acid in her 
chest, burning. 

Some part of her though,  understood what had happened, had shared the dream 
but could not share the pain in him, could not share the part that was savage, raging, 
and the part that was not.  

 òI will touch you,ó she said, and did, laid  a hand on his arm deliberately . òWhat 
are you going to do about it?ó 

When he jerked the arm away, she ducked beneath it, wrapped  her arms around 
his waist as she quickly brushed a kiss across his chest.  

Struggling against the rage, Ash grabbed her shoulders to hold her away , his claws 
digging into her tender flesh and shook her, not gently. Her pain lanced through him. 
Guilt followed.  

Her scent filled him, too, though, setting the hunger tearing through him.  

This was what he feared most, what heõd do when this rage was upon him, when 
his hunger raged, ravened, raised to a fever pitch by his memories. A part of him feared 
what he was capable of in this mood, with his nerves singing, rage and remembered 
pain a sharp goad to his fragile temper. 

òI said, get away,ó he growled, furiously, rage and despair mixing, òI donõt know 
what Iõll do. You donõt know what Iõm capable of.ó 

It was why he had built his house so far away from the others. In case of this, in 
case of these rages. He had not thought to be mated, he was too damaged, too scarred. 



 

Looking at her now savaged him, tore him to pieces. He wanted, needed her. The 
anger, the rage, the hunger, raised by the dream all threatened to swamp him , to drown 
him in f ury .  

Miriõs ethereal green eyes were defiant, glinting sparks of gold . Her sleep-tousled 
red-gold hair haloed her face and her lovely body  in the candlelight . She was as naked 
now as she had been when they had gone to bed. Her body was just another torment  to 
him, so lush, so beautiful.  

Ash just wanted to ravage her, to savage her. He wanted to bury his cock in her 
sweet tightness, to hammer into her, to listen to her scream her pleasure as she bucked 
and writhed beneath the onslaught of his cock and tail, his mouth and hands as he 
fucked her. 

Her breasts seemed to swell before his eyes, so full and ripe, lush and heavy, the 
nipples hardened to tight buds. H e wanted to devour them and her, and not gently , to 
feast on her, to bite, to feed, his hunger raged. The scent of her so close, with the 
memory of the taste of her as her hot blood filled  his mouth, stoked his hunger to near 
madness. 

Looking at him in all his magnificent  fury , Miri was entranced, stunned by him, by 
the power of him, of the furious battle he fought. Alone.  

His golden eyes whirled  wildly in his furious  face, the red sparks danced in them as 
his tail lashed and the gold washed beneath his skin like a storm tide. H is rage and his 
hunger beat at her. He was aroused, his long, thick cock rigid .  

In the oddest way, he was savagely, almost barbarically , beautiful.  

And Miri  responded to it, to him, to Ash,  to the savage fury that boiled inside him . 
Her nipples ached, so sensitive the brush of air across them made them tighten. In an 
instant, her thighs were damp as her pussy flexed. Heat rushed through her body at just 
the thought of him taking her  in this mood , hard and rough . Battering at heré 

She wanted him to fuck her with an  intensity that shocked her.  

The scent of her growing arousal was only another goad to Ashõs hunger and his 
rage.  

Struggling for control, involuntarily Ashõs hands tightened on her shoulders, his 
claws bit into her tender skin. The scent of the pinpricks of blood was yet another spur.  

òMiri,ó he warned, struggling desperately for control. òDonõt push me.ó 

He could hurt her, already hadé 

òDo it, Ash,ó Miri said and tossed her head to expose her throat.  

She wanted him so badly, wanted him to use and abuse her, to take her, to claim 
her, to fuck her until she couldnõt walk, she couldnõt stand. She wanted his hot cum to 
gush inside her.  



 

òCome on, Ash. Do it . Do your worst . Iõm not afraid of you. Come on, tough guy. 
Come on, Ash. Do it. Fuck me. Donõt be afraid.ó 

She used that last word like the spur she knew it would be  to him .  

It was like goading a maddened bull, like waving red flag at him and Miri  knew it, 
and didnõt care, because she also knew Ash.  

With a roar of despair, he did, grabbing a handful of her hair to wrench  her head 
back viciously, and struck.  

Ash buried  his fangs deep into her throat . Her hot sweet blood fountained to hit  the 
back of his own throat  in a great gush as his venom spurted into her. With a growl of 
release, he feasted on the sweetness of her, on the thick rich taste of her in his mouth. 
Finally. Satisfaction roared through him. He savaged her throat, mangled it, drew on 
her fast and hard, devoured her, drowned  himself in the sweet intoxication of her.  Of 
Miri.  

He dragged her against him, locked his arms around her to grind his aching 
throbbing cock against her mound, to feel those firm breasts crushed against his chest. 
Every inch of his body was aware of her. She came up on tiptoe. It was enough to allow 
his shaft to spear through the dampness between her thighs, to thrust along her slit, the 
scorching heat of her pussy. 

It was like being caught up in a storm, a force of nature. Miri clung to him, to Ash, 
clutched at his strong shoulders 

Delirium and heat exploded  through her as his venom raced through her and he 
savaged her in turn . Each plundering  pull on her throat sen t a hot streak of lust, desire 
and need shooting straight through her to her core. Her body jolted  with  the brilliant  
pleasure of it . His tail drove up inside her  pussy to fuck  her wildly, driving her nearly 
insane with need as Ash devoured her throat .  

Burying her hand s in his silky hair, Miri  pulled his mouth harder against her  throat, 
urging him to take more . 

What little c ontrol Ash still possessed snappedé 

He drove her back to the bed. As her hips hit it he lowered her to it still feeding  
from her in great greedy gulps as his legs parted hers to feel the broad head of his rigid 
cock against her hot, tight, wet pussy. Not yet. There was so much of her to pillage , the 
glory of her ripe breasts, before he took her.  

Snatching her hands away from him, he pinned them to the bed, held them there. 
He wanted her to see the predatory gleam in his eyes, wanted her to know how savage 
he could be even as he decided which of her breasts to ravage first . They swelled, 
ripened even more beneath his gaze and the nipples grew taut, as hard as diamonds. 
Her back arched as she offered herself to him , her hips pumped . She twisted and 
writhed beneath him  as if to escape but she only spurred him on as she rubbed her hot 



 

wet pussy across the throbbing head of his cock, the sensation of it delicious, 
maddening.  

She wanted fucked, he would fuck h er.  

Hard.  

Miri was lost in the sensations that ripped  through her. H er body screamed for his 
touch, her breasts felt too full. They ached. Her pussy throbbed with the need to be 
filled, his cock tantalizing against it, teasing.  

Then she felt his tail against the tight muscles of her ass.  

Instinctively, s he fought against that invasion even as she fought for it, longing to 
be filled even as it pressed relentlessly against the tight entrance where she had never 
before been breached. 

Ash battened on her breast, sucking as much of one into his mouth as he could to 
her cry of relief at  the sensation of his mouth on her, then pulled  back to suck and 
suckle on her nipple, hard, his teeth scraping across her delicate flesh, scoring it. She 
moaned, thrashed beneath him. 

That moment of release was all it took. H is tail thrust up inside her, drove deep into 
her ass, forcing  a groan of pleasure and pain from her as it filled her. T he supple 
invasion of it was astonishingly erotic as it thrust within her until s he was moaning. 
Her hips buckedéand then he fucked her wit h it and she wailed, her back bowing with  
the incredible pleasure of it .  

Her essence exploded into his mouth and Ash went wild, suckling, sucking, biting 
at her breasts as she writhed beneath him.  Her pleasure poured out of her with each 
draw on her breasts. It radiated from her to fil l him.  

Ash feasted, he devoured. Keeping her hands pinned, he drew them down with 
him he chewed, nibbled and bit his way down over her soft belly  as she moaned and 
wailed . Her hips twisted , drove up against his, demanded satisfaction, demanded to be 
filled.   

Releasing her hands for only a moment, he slid his arms beneath her legs until they 
were draped over his shoulders, exposing her drenched and heated pussy to him . In 
one swift motion, his tail withdrew and she cried out.  

He locked his hands on her wrists and then he ravaged her cunt with mouth and 
tongue. He devoured her , drank  in her sweet cream, lapped at her pussy and clit until 
she trembled, shuddered and begged desperately for release. 

òCome for me,ó he demanded, and suckled hard on her clit.  

With a scream she did.  



 

The orgasm thundered through her , it exploded, raced through her  until Miri  
thought her head would come off as ecstasy shot through her like a rocket. Pleasure 
poured  through every atom  of her body as it roared through her .  

With a growl Ash  spread her legs and drove his cock deep into her, his tail into the 
tight channel of her ass, one hand on her shoulder to brace himself as he pounded deep 
inside her, as he hammered into her. The head of his cock was at the very top of her, it 
battered her pussy as she clenched around him again. Frantically, Miri wrapped her 
legs around his hips and fought to take more of him , her hips bucking.  

Ash pounded into her, the sweet glory of her tight channel surrounding him, so 
tight.  Her inner muscles pumping him, stroked  him, clenched so tightlyé  

She cried out, arched, and he struck. His fangs sank into her throat once again as he 
drew her to him, his arm banded tightly around her shoulder, her ecstasy bursting into 
his mouth as he, too, came, as his cum jetted into her  in glorious spurts . Locked inside 
her, his mouth on her, he drew in great swallows of her pleasure, of her sweet essence 
as his own pleasure poured into her, filled her completely.  

His throbbing cock emptied inside her, his hot cum poured  into her , so hot, as she 
came again, and again. Ashõs mouth on her throat sucked hard, drew  her lifeblood out 
of her. Miri w as blind and deaf to everything except that sweet ecstasy. Her body jolted 
and shuddered with mindless pleasure.  

Slowly, Ashõs heart rate calmed, as the sweet taste of her filled him, eased him, her 
head on his shoulder, her trembling arms wrapped around him .  

He withdrew his tail  from her tight ass, but left his cock still buried deep inside her, 
her legs wrapped around his hips.  

Carefully he turned them so he could sit on the edge of the bed with Miri in his lap 
and give his shaking legs some relief. His fangs withdrew, but Ash was conte nt to let 
his mouth rest there against her throat as her pulse beat a little weakly but steadily 
beneath it.  

In all his years he had never been so out of control. 

Brushing her cheek across his shoulder, Miri said, òBad dream?ó 

Somehow those simple words, the lightness of her tone was enough to ease the last 
remnants of his rage and grief. And his guilt.  

Her acceptance of him. 

Ash laughed, more a gust of breath, but it was enough. Something inside him 
lightened, loosened. He curled an arm around  her and looked at her as he brushed a 
strand of her fiery hair away from her face, a part of him noting how good it  looked 
against his skin. 

Even as he brushed the hair away from her shoulder, he saw the marks of his teeth 
on her throat, the marks of his claws on her, the scratches in her delicate skin. He could 



 

heal them, and did, brushing his hand over skin as soft as rose petals, but knowing how 
they had come to be there?  

His jaw tightened.  Shame pierced him, guilt and a bitter anger. 

Seeing it, Miri reached up to touch his face, to cup the strong line of his cheek and 
turned his face toward her  so he would meet her eyes.  

òAsh,ó she said, gently, òYou could have hurt me badly, couldnõt you?ó 

The truth was he could have killed her. He could have feasted too deeply, could 
have ripped and torn.  

It was what he had been afraid of, that in his rage, in his fury, he would.  

òBut you didnõt,ó she said, òand you wouldnõt. I know that.ó 

Ash looked into those ethereal eyes. The color fascinated him, enraptured him, but 
more, the faith in them humbled him.  

That trusté 

òBesides,ó she said, with a grin.  òI liked it.ó 

A little startled, he looked at her.  

She smiled a little. òThereõs something incredibly sexy about you when you get all 
furious and savage like that .ó 

For a moment he could only stare at her in disbelief .  

òI kind of  like it when youõre so fierce, out of control,ó she said, as a smile twitched 
at her lips.  

She paused, fixed her otherworldly gaze on him.  

òTo know you trust me enough to let go.ó 

There was something in that harsh and fierce face, in those lambent amber eyes, 
Miri  had never thought to see, a vulnerability, something that only he never showed, 
something that only she would ever  see. No other.   

She stroked her fingers lightly along one strong cheekbone.  

òIõm not afraid of you, Ash. I never will be afraid of you.ó 

She studied his seemingly harsh and unyielding visage and her heart ached 
suddenly and fiercely for him and for what they had done to  him. 

 òMiri,ó he said, as something eased inside him, released him at last.  

Those eyes destroyed him. They fascinated him, they enchanted him, and they 
always would.  

Ash went still, looking into that otherworldly gaze, those green eyes as brilliant as 
the moon.  



 

 òWe may have been fated,ó she said, òyou and I, but even so, I love you just as 
fiercely, just as furiously .ó 

It was there in her eyes. Everything he needed. Everything he wanted. His gaze 
took in the lines of her lovely face, looked at her in something that approached wonder . 
Her eyes never left his, looked at him steadily , evenly, to let him see her, truly. 

He brushed a hand over her cheek, slid it into her tangled hair. 

òI love you, too,ó he said, fiercely, passionately. 

She was his true mate, yes, but he did love her, too , for being Miri .  

Eyeing him , lifting an eyebrow a little , Miri  said, òSo, do you want to tell me what 
that was all about?ó 

For a moment he went still, and his jaw tightened at the memory of the dream .  

òTell me,ó she coaxed, gently. 

Ash looked at her. Wrapping his arms around her, he scooted them both back up 
against the pillows and the padded headboard, and settled her into the crook of h is 
arm, her head against his shoulder.  

Miri waited, patiently, giving him time, as she stroked a hand lightly over his chest.  

òYou feel so good,ó she said, òlike warm satin.ó She stretched her hand across one 
pectoral muscle to span it, but couldnõt, and shook her head in wonder . His skin felt 
astonishing, warm.  òSo smooth.ó  

She sighed with pleasure.  

Ashõs tension eased to her gentle touch, his battered soul soothed. Her gentle caress 
eased the last of the tension from his muscles and nerves.  

The first words were difficult  but then it became easier, especially with her body 
curled against his. 

He spoke of the fetid, dark and damp dungeon  with its vermin, lice , mice and rats 
crawling in the thin layer fouled straw. His ankles had been covered in bites where the 
iron had chafed him raw.  

When he tried to soften it, to ease past the details, she sensed it  somehow through 
the bond between them and called him on it, even though she paled sometimes, her 
hands tightening on him  as he spoke, but determined to see it through . With him.   

It was horrible  for Miri to listen to, to hear what they had done to him , his torment  
a testament to the horror that could be inflicted on one living, thinking being  by 
another.  

What they had done to him had been terrible. It hurt to listen but she knew she had 
to, she had to know all of it, the truth of it, and not flinch or turn away. But it did hurt 
so much to hear. It hurt so much to know, t o envision the lash striking him, tearing at 



 

him , to hear in his words the sound of his bones breaking as they had smashed his 
hands.  

Her heart ached as she caressed them, slid his fingers between hers. 

Lightly, as she listened to him  and her heart ached, she skimmed her fingertips over  
the tracery of scars across his body, sensitized to him, to the feel of him.  

It was one thing to ôseeõ it in vision, to witness it distantly, another to listen to Ash 
talk about it, to feel his muscles tighten, his body grow taut, involuntarily flinching now 
and again at the memories. It was another thi ng entirely to hear his deep voice, with  
every ounce of emotion leached out of it, detailing what they had done to him. There 
were times she had to resist a shudder and more than once a part of her wanted to cry 
out, to ask him to stopébut she didnõt. 

Closing his eyes, Ash told her all of it. How he had marked the days he could not 
see, could only guess at down in the stygian darkness of the dungeons, and waited for 
the day they would take him out into the sunlight one more time. To see the sun one 
more time before the flames rose.  

By the time he was done he felt emptied out, scoured clean.  

A warm droplet fell to his chest.  

He looked at her and she cupped his face. Her fairy eyes looked at him, the lashes 
damp. She wept for him. Until now no one had e ver wept for him. They had all been 
dead.  

His heart twisted . 

òMiri,ó he said. 

Softly, she kissed him, shaking her head a little.  

òNo, donõt you dare apologize. Thank you for telling me . I know what it cost you  to 
do it .ó 

Inside him, something that had been broken healed, just a little, but heal it did. And 
it was a start. 

For him, for them, it was a new start.  

Above them the sky was just beginning to lighten in the skylights.  

Never again would he face the darkness alone, there would always be sky above 
him and Miri in his arms  to hold him when the nightmares came .  

  



 

Chapter  Ten 

 

Angelõs bright airy kitchen with its green -glass-fronted white cabinets, stainless 
appliances and green and white gingham curtains seemed too normal. It seemed to be 
utterly and completely the wrong place to be having this discussion, and yet, oddly 
enough, it was the best place for it, reminding them all of wha t exactly was at stake. 
Their return to this world. Their sanctuary. And their peace of mind.  

Once more Ash stood with his back against a counter. It was his usual position 
when he came to visit, but now he stood with Miri in his arms.   

That was a precious gift, too.  

It was a measure of his agitation though  his tail was not wrapped around her but 
lashed around them.  

It wasnõt just Ash and Miri there either, or Asmodeus and Angel. Mal ñMolochñ
was there, too, and Baõal, the brothers Zefir and Zaebos, a few of the others. 

The homey kitchen was crowded with a half a dozen very large Daemonae with  
folded wings and lashing tails, clear signs of their anxiety. Surprisingly, those tails  
didnõt hit anyone, not even each other. 

Angel handed Miri a plate of scrambled eggs and toast. 

òEat,ó she said, softly, òyou donõt know when your next meal might be.ó 

That was something sheõd learned a long time ago on a stakeout. 

She handed another one to Ash. The Daemonae did take some sustenance from 
food, just enough to survive, but every little bit would help. And they still liked the 
taste. 

Taking the offered plate, shaking his head, Ash said in answer to Zaebosõs question, 
òWe canõt just let it go. We guessed Templeton is actively seeking a way to recover the 
Book, now we know it or he wouldnõt have tried to take Miri. While he has little magic 
of his own, he has some, and has the money to find, then hire or force others to do his 
bidding. We leave ourselves at his mercy if we do nothing.ó 

Grimly,  Asmodeus said, òAnd so he will also be expecting us to do something.ó 

It was something Ash had already considered.  

His jaw tight , Ash nodded. òI know.ó 

Instinctively, his arms closed more tightly around Miri. If he could have left her 
behind where she was safe, he would have. As capable as she was at taking care of 
herself, taking her with him went against the grain.  

òBut,ó Baõal said, òwithout Miri, how much can Templeton do?ó 



 

Like all of them Baõal was tall, his features sharp and lean, with hollows beneath the 
cheekbones. His skin was the color of highly polished ebony, chased with flashes of red, 
like banked coals. It suited him, there was a tension in him, a sense of a deep and slow-
burning anger that simply waited for the right tinder, the right moment, to explode into 
wildfire.  

òThere is that,ó Mal interjected. 

Like Baõal his skin was as dark as night, but silver moved beneath it like moonlight 
filtering through leaves. He was lean, too, and wiry, his features fine -boned, almost 
aristocratic, his eyes were large and long-lashed, dark, silver-sparked and serene. 

The calm to Baõalõs storm the two had been friends since they had both been young, 
and were as close if not closer than brothers. 

Like all the Daemonae, in their own way they were both beautiful, every muscle 
honed, one lean and the other leaner, whipcord thin, his muscles sculpted, his ribs 
clearly visible.  

With a glance at Asmodeus Ash said, òIn this time, this place, the man is like a king. 
Gordon Templeton owns property across the world, has more money than Croesus 
could even dream of. He can do a great deal. In a matter of hours he called up his own 
private  army and set them on us. Helicopters, cars, motorcycles. A lot of manpower. ó 

Both Daemonae looked at him and nodded, chastened and stunned.  

Angel glanced at Miri , then at Ash and Asmodeus and said quietly, òHeõll be 
looking for another like her.  Templeton wouldnõt take a chance sheõs the only one. Heõll 
want a backup.ó 

òThere have to be others,ó Miri said, as she nodded, òIõm not the only one, I canõt 
have been the only one. Some will undoubtedly be in asylums, being treated for 
schizophrenia or something very like it i f theyõve talked about what they õve seen, and 
someé Depending on what theyõve seen, how daring theyõve been, some might very 
well be mad, but there are others like me.ó 

She tightened her hands on Ashõs arms and looked around at the other Daemonae.  

òNot all of them will have been driven insane and some may not appear to be, but 
are. Not everything on those other planes is benevolent.ó 

òItõs only been a few days since we escaped so itõs unlikely heõs found one so soon,ó 
Ash said, his voice grim. òWe have to hope so. But we canõt take the chance and I wonõt. 
Not with our lives, our freedom at stake.ó 

They had just found this place. For some of the younger ones it was the first time in 
memory they had set foot in this plane. For those like Baõal and Mal it was a return to 
something they barely remembered from childhood. An idyllic placeéuntil the soldiers 
had come.  



 

òIf he has found another  though,  then we have even more reason to hurry. We have 
to reach the Book before he does. We canõt let it  fall into the hands of someone like 
Templeton again, or none of us will be safe.ó 

He looked at Asmodeus as his own memories stirred once again. 

Looking up into Ashõs eyes as his pain echoed through her, Miri tightened her 
hands around his forearms.  

Ash dropped a kiss on her forehead to reassure her. 

There was something in his voice though that alerted both Asmodeus and Angel.  

Over millennia it was difficult to keep secrets from those who knew you  so very 
well . 

There had been a tacit agreement they would not speak of it, of the times Ash had 
gone off alone, of the nightmares that dogged him even centuries later, of the rages that 
sometimes overtook him. No one asked him about the scars that laced his body and 
everyone took care not to come up on him unexpectedly. 

Seeing the look they exchanged, Ash took a breath.  

Shaking his head, Asmodeus said, òThere is no need, my friend.ó 

He had a far better understanding now of what Ash had suffered  after his own 
experiences at Templetonõs hands. He now had his own share of memories. And 
nightmares, and shared them with Angel.  As well he knew , as all of them did, of the 
true demons that battered Ashõs soul, the times when Ash flew alone, if he flew at all, to 
exorcize them. 

With a small shrug, Angel said, not unkindly, òWeõve experienced it in this time, 
too, Ash. Given everything youõve been through these last few days, itõs no surprise 
your memories wereéawakenedéby recent events. Itõs not even uncommon. You let 
your guard down here where itõs safe, with Miri , so you could allow yourself to deal 
with and face the fear.ó 

She knew it as well as anyone, she had her own demons to wrestle with.  

With a smile, she looked up at hers. 

Of the few times Angel had drawn her service weapon, one stood out. A running 
gunfig ht with well -armed bank robbers. Agents had died that day, but she had not, 
even after coming face to face with one of robbers. She still had nightmares, still 
remembered, the sound of the hammer of his automatic weapon clicking futilely. It was 
on empty . And the only reason she had survived.  

From what Asmodeus had told her, Ash had far more vicious memories  to fight .  

Slowly, Ash nodded . 

With a nod, Asmodeus said, looking at them all, his mouth tightening, òThe Book 
has to be recovered, if Templeton is making that  concerted an effort to find it. W e must 



 

move and quickly.  We have no choice. I will not have any of us living beneath that 
sword  of Damocles.ó 

Remembering the day Ash had simply vanished from amongst them, as others had 
before him, Asmodeus grew grim. Some of these, the younger ones, couldnõt imagine it, 
save it  had happened to him. 

Asmodeus could, now. He remembered. And then it had taken him.  

Heads nodded.  

Looking to his old friend, Asmodeus said, òAsh.ó 

With a nod, Ash looked at each of them. òNor can we take the chance Templeton 
hasnõt found another like Miri. Templeton will not have given up on hunting her , either. 
Whether or not he knows who  and what I am, that I am Daemonae, he canõt take the 
chance we will find and use her first. That gives him even more incentive to reach the 
Book, to forestall us. We have to go after it, now, itõs a race whether we like it or not . 
There is no choice.ó 

Almost unconsciously, his tail slid around Miriõs legs to pull her  closer and to 
stroke, an indication of his concern, and his agitation.  

Templeton threatened everything they had built in their one short year.  

With the Book it was perfectly within Templetonõs capabilities to summon 
Asmodeus once again, although it would be harder now Ash and some of the others 
had layered protections and wards around the house, but he couldnõt stay inside 
forever. 

òWith that in mind,ó Ash said, òWith your permission, my Prince, Iõd like to take 
Baõal and Mal with us.ó 

Both would be invaluable. T hanks to his magic Mal was nearly impervious to the 
weapons of men, save for those of cold iron or pure silver, but it would be Baõal would 
be his ace in the hole. His ability to turn invisible would be priceless against their 
adversaries. And Mal would be there to restrain and mollify Baõalõs more volatile 
nature. They were the perfect foil to each other, for all they argued.  

Ash held up a hand to forestall a protest from the others.  

òToo many will draw attention,ó he said, òTempleton and his people wouldnõt be 
able to ignore. With just the three of us and Miri, it should be enough.ó 

Most Daemonae were easily a match for most men and more, as he had shown the 
day he found Miri.  

He also remembered her quickness, her skill.  

Mal , his gaze steady, looked to his more volatile friend as Baõal lifted his chin, his 
eyes sharp, his mouth and jaw tight.  

With a glance to their Prince, both Daemonae nodded.  



 

Ash looked to Angel. òSo, where do we need to go?ó 

Looking at him levelly ñat the Daemonae Asmodeus named his GeneralñAngel 
nodded. She could wish she was going, too, but not in her condition. Still, Ash was her 
friend, as were Baõal and Mal, and, she sensed, Miri Reynolds would someday be. It 
was hard to let them go, but Ash waséAsh. There was no one more capable, other than 
Asmodeus himself.  

She spread a map across the table.  

òHere,ó she said. òItõs in the middle of nowhere in Ohio, to the north of here by 
several hours. Thereõs literally nothing around it.ó 

Mal said, opening the cabinets to reveal the display, òShoot me the address, 
Angeléó 

With a few deft gestures Mal had Google street view displaying the image  on the 
screen.  

Studying it Ash shook his head  grimly .  

As Angel had said, i t was out in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by nothing but 
highways and cornfields . There was no cover to speak of. A huge sign outside the 
building advertised it as For Sale.  

òHe canõt sell it,ó Angel commented, glancing up at the sign in the picture,  òThe 
explosion did to o much structural damage. No one will buy it.ó 

òAnd thatõs where we have to go?ó Ash asked, walking toward the image on the 
screen to study it.  

Reluctantly, Angel nodded.  

Ash looked at Miri.  

She met his gaze levelly and nodded with a little shrug.  

If that was where they had to go, that was where they would go.  

He looked to Baõal and Mal, who both saw the difficulties, the limitations, and still 
nodded, Baõal lifting an eyebrow, not in question, but comment. It was what it was.  

òAll right,ó Ash said, nodding slowly. òThen we go.ó 

They sat down and sketched out a plan of sorts, all of them knowing whatever 
plans they made would only last until they faced the enemy.  Then all bets were off.  



 

 

Chapter  Eleven 

 

Neither Ash nor Miri glanced at the two motorcyclists that pulled in as Ash gassed 
up Angelõs car. Repainted and redone, it  no longer resembled the police cruiser it had 
once been but it retained the modifications to both the engine and structural integrity it  
had had as a police cruiser, save for addition of the roll bar and  the convertible roof.  

Just looking at the roof made Ash smile a little , despite the circumstances.  

Only Angel would convert a Crown Victoria police cruiser into a convertible with a 
roll bar. He shook his head in amusement. 

With luck, the change of vehicles would work in their favor.  

Once she saw the car, Miri had insisted on them leaving the top down despite the 
coolness of the air so she could look at the t reesñall of which were at the height of their 
fall color. The drive through and over the mountains had been spectacular. It seemed as 
if t he mountains had been aflame the colors had been so bright. The air had been crisp 
and clean, full of the scents of autumn.  

The only thing that had rivaled the trees had been Miriõs brilliant hair  dancing in 
the wind of their passage, the sun sparking red and gold highlights from it. Her green 
eyes had been misty, soft. 

For all of the seriousness of their mission, for all they pushed their speed as much as 
Ash dared, it had still been  a surprisingly pleasant drive. They had talked, or sometimes 
just shared silence, breaking it only as a thought occurred that one or the other wanted 
to share. At times h er head had been in his lap, the trees and sky up above. Idly and 
pleasantly he had played with her breasts, fondling them, teasing the nipples until they 
was as hard as he was.  

Green eyes glinting, Miri had turned her face into him, pressing her mouth against 
his jeans to blow her warm breath over him beneath the fabric. He had been pleasantly 
hard for hours.  

In all his long life, that was something he hadnõt even imagined. Now all he wanted 
was to find a place to take her.  

Baõal and Mal pulled up to the gas pumps, neither looking at either Ash or  Miri  
beyond the curious glance of strangers.  

His instructions to them had been explicit. Stay close, but not too close. If there were 
watchers, and Templeton was likely to have people searching for them, Ash did not 
want them identifying Baõal and Mal as being with them. 

Both, obviously, were in human form.  



 

Not knowing how much Templeton knew or guessed, whether he had found 
another like Miri, or had realized the man who had rescued her was actually 
Daemonae, Ash couldnõt take the chance on what Templeton knew or didnõt know. If 
there was anything they knew about Templeton, it was he wasnõt stupid by any long 
stretch of the imagination. Ash couldnõt afford to underestimate him.  

For Miri i t was just a little disconcerting to see the two Daemonae in their human 
guise. 

For all the similarities of the color of their Daemonae skin, the two could not have 
been more dissimilar when they out of them. 

Baõal reminded Miri of a lean and hungry wolf with h is narrow, hollow  features. 
His cheekbones were high with shadows beneath them, his dark eyes piercing, his hair 
dark and close cut. There was an intensity to him, an edginess. By contrast Mal was 
sharp-boned, but his features fine-boned and aristocratic, his skin darker by far than 
Baõalõs, a deep chocolate, his body as long and leanly muscled as Baõal, but more wiry. 
His eyes though, were a brilliant amber  touched with green . 

She was by far not the only one staring at them.  

Both were incredibly handsome men, and then there was that Daemonae attraction. 
Sex just seemed to pour off them. Not to mention they were every one of them was a 
well -built, well -muscled man, something their clothing couldnõt hide. Miri caught more 
than one admiring glance from the wo men around them.  

No few of those glances were also directed at Ash. 

Of the three of them he was by far the most exotic, the most beautiful, and the most 
intriguing. She couldnõt keep her own eyes off him.  

Even dressed in a simple white long -sleeved shirt tucked into jeans, he was 
impressive.  

Or perhaps because of it. The shirt stretched over the broad muscles of his chest and 
barely contained the massive muscles of his arms. 

Sensing her eyes on him, Ash smiled.  

However desperate their mission the clear admiration and pleasure in her eyes was 
more than a little gratifying  to see. 

There was also the way the sunlight sparked fire in her brilliant hair, the color of it 
rivaling the trees for brightness, making her  green eyes glow.  

For a moment their eyes met. Something rich and warm passed between them, 
soothing and easing him. He took a long breath as Miri smiled at him .  

The car gassed up, Ash slid into the driverõs seat, not acknowledging by word or 
gesture the other two Daemonae. 



 

Around them the hills had fallen away and the land had become flatter, more 
roll ing. Farmland stretched out around them in squares of gold and brown, the last of 
the fall crops waiting to be brought in. Trees were beginning to lose their leaves in drifts 
and billows of color.  

Unfortunately, they arrived at their destination all too soon and it was far worse 
than Ash had thought or imagined  from the picture they had seen. 

Once, like the land of his childhood, this place had been thickly wooded, but no 
more. 

It was denuded, stripped for farmland, and with the crops brought in, bare. 

They could see the buildingñand its neighborñclearly from the cloverleaf of the 
highway, surrounded by a vast skirt of tarmac parking lot that had only just begun to 
give way to weeds and grasses.  

It was a large brown glass building, huge panes of amber-brown tinted glass 
sparkling in the setting su nlight were separated by long brown stucco-like brown 
panels. If it didnõt precisely fit in to the area around it, at least it didnõt exactly stand out 
either. It was just another bland office building.  

Unfortunately, t here was no possible way to approach the building unseen Ash 
could see. Not in daylight.  

There was no cover. Not a scrap of it. 

Nor was there any sign the building was in any way occupied. The parking lot was 
completely empty of any signs of life, while the neighboring building õs parking area 
was sparsely populated.  

Once on the highway past it, Ash got off at the next exit, and circled around so they 
passed the building from the other side.  

That approach didnõt look any better. 

No one seemed to be watching but Ash wasnõt going to make assumptions. There 
were watchers and there were watchers.  

Until he knew otherwise, heõd act as if there were.  

Clearly visible from nearly every direction, with cover nonexistent, the closest he 
could get to a place where he could study the building somewhat unobserved was a 
small copse of trees alongside the road almost half a mile distant.  

Two riders on motorcycles passed as Ash and Miri got out of the car, ostensibly to 
stretch their legs, both riders hidden within their motorcycle gear and helmets, their 
bikes indistinguishable from a thousand others on the highway. On a day like this, 
bright and beautiful, they were among many taking advantage of the brief break in the 
weather. 

Neither Ash nor Miri glanced at them  as they went by . 



 

Drawing Miri into his arms as he leaned back against the car, Ash tipped his face to 
the sun, holding her loosely. For a moment he just breathed in the scent of her, relished 
the feel of her in his arms. He wished he could shift, he could feel his tail wrap  around 
her as well.  

As Ash studied the building surreptitiously with the lowering sun behind them and 
the thinning leaves providing them with a shield of sorts, Miri looked around and 
smiled. 

It seemed to be a popular spot, with a thin litter of c igarette butts and the crushed 
cans and bottles of the most popular soft drinks.  

òWell, at least no one will be surprised to see a car parked here,ó she commented.  

Brushing his mouth over her ear, making her quiver, Ash said, òWhy is that?ó 

òIt seems to be a popular parking spot,ó she said, looking back over her shoulder at 
him .  

The emphasis she put on the word ôparkingõ gave it significance Ash clearly  didnõt 
comprehend. He looked at her in question. 

Understanding, Miri grinned. òItõs a place that teenagers come to neck, to make 
outéó 

A rush of heat went thro ugh him as understanding dawned. That suited his plans 
very well. Drawing her fiery hair away from her throat and shoulder, Ash nuzzled the 
curve of her throat , running his hands up her arms to feel the goose bumps shiver over 
her skin. He smiled. 

òSo,ó he said, quietly, pressing his growing hardness against her firm ass, òno one 
would be surprised to find a couple sitting in a car here  well after dark?ó 

That solved another problem that had concerned himñwhere to leave the car.  

In the event Templeton did have people in one building or another, he didnõt want 
to leave their only transportation at the mercy of the enemy as he had his bike and her 
car. Only to find them bugged . 

Several ways to spend the intervening time came to mind.  

His deep voice rumbl ed in her bones. Miri shivered and sighed. 

Her voice unsteady as his tongue flickered over her skin, she breathed, òNo, I 
wouldnõt think so.ó 

Just at the thought of it , her pussy flooded .  

Ash turned her in his arms so she was facing him, her palms braced against his 
chest and her hips nestled against his. She tilted her face up to look at him with a smile, 
those ethereal eyes glowing  in the fading sunlight.  

He smiled as he lowered his head to brush her lips with his own.  



 

òI had wondered how we might spend the time,ó he said.  

With a small shrug and a smile in return , Miri said, almost idly, òI think we can 
probably find something to do.ó 

òDo you?ó 

He was pretty certain they could, too. 

The sunset was glorious, truly beautiful, painting every thing in rich shades of 
amber. Including them.  

The shadows deepened as Miri slowly  unbutton ed Ashõs shirt, concentrating on the 
task, her pale green eyes intent. She parted it slowly to run her hands inside, so she 
could press her mouth against his warm smooth skin of his chest, against the curve of 
muscle there. As the shirt opened more she found his nipple and traced her tongue 
around it, catching it between her teeth as it hardened.  

His skin was gloriously , delightfully warm, stretched smoothly over his firm 
muscles. Miri loved the feel of him beneath her hands, all the satiny curves and flat 
planes of him, the long, strong muscles of his back. She reveled in the feel of him, 
looking up into his dark eyes as they shifted to gold and began to glow. And smiled to 
see it. 

A bolt of fire shot through Ash from his nipple to his stiffening cock at the feel of 
her warm mouth and sharp teeth closing on him. He pulled her more tightly against 
him as her hands tugged lightly at his shirt until the tails were free of his jeans so her 
hands could move more freely beneath.  

It was the mischief in her eyes that warned him just seconds before her fingers 
released the snap on his jeans and swiftly drew  down the zipper so her hand could slide 
inside to cup his swelling cock. 

Ash groaned as her fingers closed around him.  

There were more reasons than one why he loved this woman, why she was his 
mate. 

With the shadows closing around them, he held her car door open.  

Her eyes glinted in the fadin g light, a playful smile teased at the corners of her 
mouth as Miri  slid inside the car.  

Given how hard his cock was, Ash couldnõt bring himself to zip his jeans up again, 
but his shirttails hid the evidence  of his arousal as he went around the car, pulling the 
top of the car up as he went. 

Even as he slid inside the vehicle he was shifting from human to Daemonae, his 
hand on the button that adjusted the seats to send them back. His own was already 
pushed back as far as it would go to accommodate his long legs, but without the cage 
for prisoners behind it t o block them the seat backs dropped as he kicked his jeans free 



 

in the cramped confines of the car. At last, though, his tail was free, his wings tight 
against his back. 

Miri smiled as he stretched out over her, bracing himself on the dashboard with one 
hand, to coax her legs apart with the other as he shifted to kneel between them.  

Sliding h is free hand up one shapely leg and beneath her light sundress, Ash found 
a pleasant surprise, and then spotted her lace panties on the floor of the car. She had 
stripped them off as he walked around.  Her pussy was already wet in anticipation  of 
his touch, her thighs damp with it . 

In the rapidly dimming light and the shad ows of the car, Miriõs green eyes gleamed 
as she looked up at him.  

Ash chuckled and shook his head.  

Just to see him smile was reward enough for Miri. T o have his big body poised over 
hers in the narrow confines of the car as the last of the amber light filled the sky, gilding 
his scarlet skin while  his own golden sheen flowed beneath it turned him magical, gave 
him an ethereal beauty beyond even what he had been born with. 

Raising a hand, she touched the long angled lines of his stern face, caressing one 
slanted cheekbone. Just looking at him warmed her heart. He was so beautiful. 

She felt his tail slipping between her thighs. She looked into his glowing amber 
eyes, watching the sparks dance in them mischievously  and she laughed.  

Ash let his tail t ease li ghtly at her pussy, freeing his hands so he could begin to 
unbutto n the front of her sundress slowly , revealing her to him  bit by bit  like a 
marvelous present. The ripe lush mounds of her breasts, caught in pale green lace that 
nearly matched the misty color of her eyes, swelled within the confines of her bra .  

A breath sighed out of him.  

The dip of her waist  was exposed to him, her navel a shadowed hollow in the midst 
of her abdomen, the little softness there in her belly , and then the thatch of dark red-
gold curls between her ivory thighs, proof she was a redhead by nature.  

So beautiful.  

For a moment he could only admire her, but she looked too delicious, too enticing. 
His mouth  watered. He had to taste her. The golden light was nearly gone, but it 
burnished her skin  to the color of ripe apples and gilded her nipples. H er eyes looked 
shadowed and mysterious, her hair like flame across the gray fabric of the car seat.  

With one hand braced against the car door and a knee on the seat, Ash held himself 
easily above her, leaving her body his to play with. To toy with. To torment.  

Slowly he lowered his mouth to one full ivory breast, drew her nipple into his 
mouth to nibble on it as hi s tail pressed lightly at the entrance to her pussy. He was 
pleased to hear her breath catch, a soft moan escape her at the feel of his mouth on her. 



 

The taste and scent of her skin, her growing excitement filled him .  

Miriõs breath caught at the look in his eyes as the folds of her dress fell away, a cool 
breeze washing over her skin and then his head dipped down as he brushed one of her 
nipples with his lips.  

A bolt of heat went through her at the ephemeral touch of his lip s at her nipple and 
his tail at her pussy. She could feel his thick heavy cock pulsing against her thigh, 
teasingly close to her entrance.  

It was heaven to feel his warm mouth close around her nipple, to feel his tongue 
swirl around it  as delicately as his tail circled her clit, then her pussy. It was also 
maddening. Her hips shifted. Warmth poured through her, an electric excitement that 
tightened her nipples even further.  

Ash raised his head and looked deep into her eyes.  

Deliberately he let his fangs descend as she watched and felt her body quiver  in 
anticipation , her pussy gush as color flushed beneath her skin. Her eyelids fluttered 
over her pale green eyes even as she turned her head to offer her throat to him. His 
body tightened at the gesture, warmth and heat moving through him even as hunger 
did, as need did.  

And he did need her, for more than just this, for the ease to his soul.  

Angling his head a little, Ash nuzzled at her throat , tasted her skin with quick flicks 
of his tongue, scraped his teeth over her quickening pulse, teasing her even more, 
letting both of them anticipate the feel of his teeth piercing her, penetrating her. He 
craved the taste of her. 

To his pleasure, he felt her quiver, her body yearn upward a little in offering. Her 
need surged through him.  

His eyes closed in gratitude.  

Gently, so gently, he caressed her clit with the thumb of his free hand as his tail slid 
up inside her pussy to stroke at her g-spot, teasing and tantalizing within her as he 
played with her.  

Mi ri shivered, wanting, wanting desperately to feel his warm lips closing over her 
throat, to feel his teeth pierce her, for his venom to pump into her and turn her blood to 
fire.  

Pleasure washed through her in great waves. Miri moaned softly as it gathered , 
pooled deep in her belly.  As it swelled  inside her. The sharp points of his teeth scraped 
lightly across her skin, she could feel her pulse throbbing against them. A part of her 
longed for that momentary flash of pain, for the hot gush of his venom as it spurted into 
heréand she erupted. 

A rush of heat raced through her, setting her blood aflame, every nerve and fiber of 
her body glowing with it as it poured into her veins.  



 

Even as she came Ash sank his teeth into her throat, driving a nother moan from her 
as his venom pumped into her and her back arched, she gushed around his tail, her 
pussy clenching around it as she shuddered with ecstasy and her pleasure erupted into 
his mouth.  

Ashõs withdrew his tail and it no pressed now at the tight rosette of her ass. Raising 
himself up, Ash looked down at her, watching her eyelashes flutter over her astonishing 
eyes, her body arching as his tail pushed inside her and her hands sought purchase, 
sought to brace herself against his invasion, against his possession of heré  

He loved this, loved watching her pleasure, watching as he pleased her. For 
whatever reason it had been necessary, he was grateful for this time.  

Lowering his head, he tasted a ripe, hard nipple and saw her quiver.  

Miri moaned softly, every muscle of her body going lax with the heat running 
through her limbs as his tail  pierced her, surged up inside her to force a groan of 
pleasure from her lips as it slid deeper, farther inside her, slender and supple, working 
itself further inside her.  

She felt his tongue dance over her nipple and sparks seemed to fly through her as 
his hand covered her mound, his fingers pressing lightly against her clit , her pussy, 
sliding tantalizingly between her lower lips. A sob escaped as Ash rubbed the base of 
his hand gently against her clit as his fingers danced and played over her core. 

Intense pleasure swept through her with each pump of tail inside her, with each tap 
of his fingers on her, and then she felt his warm mouth close once more around one of 
her nipples, sucking gently and then more intently until he was suckling  hard on it .  

She exploded. 

Glory blinded her, swamped her with delicious heat,  her ecstasy so close to the 
surface she thought sheõd burst into flame as her body quivered.  

In wonder, Ash watched her, his Daemonic sight rendering her as clear as day. 
Color washed beneath her skin as his did, hers a pale rose, reflecting her ecstasy as she 
trembled  to his touch. He had never seen anything so beautiful as Miri in the throes of 
passion.  

Deliberately, he suckled harder at her breast as his tail pumped inside her, sliding 
two fingers into her pussy, and she writhed. Stroking and suckling he watched her face, 
saw the glory begin to take her again as she tightened around his fingers . His cock was 
rock hard, but he couldnõt stop, he loved to watch this.  

A long soft cry escaped her, like the sound of a bird, glorious as her pleasure took 
her, as she soared, as she flew. 

In all her life Miri had never experienced so  much ecstasy. She drowned in it as Ash 
took her up again, his tail pumping deep in her ass, forcing soft groans of pleasure from 



 

her with each deep stroke, his fingers teasing inside herñthree nowñseeking her g-
spot and she moaned as he suckled at her other breast. 

To Ashõs astonishment, she poured into his hand, her body bucking, her glory, her 
essence washing over, through and into him.  

She was a fountain, a glorious fountain, pouring herself out for him  to drink from, 
to wallow in, to savor .  

He knew she didnõt know she was crying out his name over and over, but nothing 
could have sounded sweeter to his ears. Drinking in her essence, the glory of her, it was 
still almost more than he could take. His cock ached for her tightness, for that hot wet 
channel to flex around his shaft.   

Withdrawing his fingers he replaced them with his throbbing cock, settling it at the 
entrance to her, pressing the head of it against her tight pussy.  

Those glorious pale green eyes opened to look up at him , widening as she felt him  
at her core.  

Slowly, so slowly, Ash pressed his cock into her, wanting to feel every delicious 
inch of her, to feel her pussy clenching around him, stroking him, closing tightly  around 
him, working him. It felt glorious, astonishing.  

Miri wailed s oftly, her body shifting and writhing underneath him. It astonished 
him he could do this to her, and it amazed him he couldnõt get enough of her. He just 
wanted more, more of her delicious heat, of her body beneath him, of her essence 
pouring into him.  

Mir i felt the broad head of him against her and looked up into Ashõs lambent eyes, 
the sparks in them whirling wildly.  

It felt as if her body went white hot at the sight of his glowing golden eyes, at the 
feel of the broad head of his cock at her pussy and her hips lifted in entreaty, in 
desperate need, but, although every muscle in his body was taut with need, as well, 
with evident desire, he did not rush.  

Desperately, Miri braced one hand on the dash of the car, the other on the door as 
he filled her inch b y slow delicious, glorious inch, his thick heavy cock pushing up into 
her inexorably.  

She lifted her hips to take him until he was seated completely inside her, his balls 
against her, and she shuddered with the pleasure of it, her hips pumping involuntaril y 
to feel him so deep inside her. He stretched her deliciously, filled her, her body 
expanding to take him, and she cried out softly, the intensity of it too much to stay 
silent. 

Ash nearly went blind himself, nearly lost control, but he wanted to enjoy this, 
wanted to wallow in it, to savor the feel of Miri around so tight around him.  



 

She felt wonderful, incredibly tight.  Her muscles flexed, pulsed as her body tried to 
take him. It was like being stroked, each motion pleasured him.  

Carefully, h e thrust, withdrawing  almost completely  before he let himself slide back 
into her sweet tight depth s, wallowing  in the feel of her around him.  

He could feel her begin to come again, feel her muscles tighten. Beneath him her 
body arched and went rigid as her inner muscles flexed around him. With an effort he 
held, tried to hold, and then she bucked, her hips thrusting  in frustrated need , crying 
out his name, and Ash lost it, his own orgasm took him, swallowed  him up as his cum 
erupted into her.  

Instinctively, he struck. H is fangs drove deep into her throat,  his venom gushed 
into her bloodstream, and he claimed her once again as her pleasure burst against the 
back of his throat, flooding his m outh with the incredible taste of her .  

A cry burst out of her.  His name.  

She was his now and forever.  

  



 

Chapter  Twelve  

 

It was time, as much as Ash hated the idea. The moon had set, finally. From the 
hollow of his shoulder, Miri looked up at him, her hand stroking across his chest  as she 
loved to do . He loved her touch, craved her soft caresses as much it seemed as she loved 
touching him.  For a moment he lost himself in the feel of her hand sliding over his 
skiné 

He took a breath. 

For a moment he just drew her close and held her with her head cradled against his 
shoulder, his hand buried in her flaming hair . Then he let out the breath.  

It took only a moment for them to right themselves, to pull on clothes and 
straighten them somewhat, Ash changing into what amounted to the standard working 
clothes of the Daemonae, a pair of loose drawstring slacks adapted to tails and wings , 
and a loose vest. A simple summoning gesture would clothe him in armor  if he needed 
it . For now he wanted freedom of movement. 

He didnõt wonder what Baõal and Mal thought, both would know that broad empty 
space before them would best be traversed in total darkness.  

They would be waiting for him to make a m ove and the brief flash of the interior 
lig hts of the car would be enough. If not, one or the other of them would have contacted 
Asmodeus or Angelñas they were the only two who could communicate with all the 
Daemonaeñand either of them would have contacted Ash.  

So, they were waiting as instructed. They had been trained well.  

No surprise, as it had been he who had trained them. 

òReady?ó Ash asked.  

Miri nodded.  

He could sense her apprehension but also her resolution and pride moved through 
him. She had courage, but he had known that.  

At least Mir iõs night sight had kicked in.  

While she couldnõt see as well as Ash evidently could , she wasnõt completely blind, 
and she had grown up in the Carolina Mountains.  

Nearly silently, staying low as much as possible, finding cover in a stretch of 
wooden fence, they made their way toward the darkened building where Templeton 
had once held Asmodeus and Angel prisoner.  

There was no outward sign of di sturbance, no visible sign of a presence or 
presences. Not a light glimmered, not a soul moved, inside or out. It  was as dark as a 
tomb. 



 

Ash didnõt trust it.  

The front doors were clearly out. It was highly unlikely they were unlocked. Their 
earlier drive -by had confirmed they were made of thick glass, and while Ash had no 
doubt he could shatter them, the noise would be more than enough to alert anyone 
there were intruders.  

Keeping all his senses alert, Ash scanned the entrance to the underground garage.  

Nothing.  

His tail constantly touched Miri, leaving his hands free while still  reassuring 
him self of her presence just behind him, close enough for him to sweep her out of 
danger if need be. 

There was nothing outwardly to alarm him and yet he was alarmed. His skin 
prickled. Something was making him uneasy, yet there was no sign of a presence or 
presences.  

Baõal and Mal should have split up to different vantage points by this time . If either 
of them had spotted anything questionable they would have alerted either Asmodeus 
or Angel , and through them Ash himself .  

There was nothing.  

Still his disquiet wouldnõt go away.  

Even so, they couldnõt stop, they had to get the Book. About there was no question. 
He would not allow another of his brothers to be spirited away, to suffer as he had 
suffered, as Asmodeus, too, had suffered. 

Miri looked at him questioningly , bit her lip lightly . Despite the darkness, he could 
see her clearly in the starlight. 

Looking back at her, he shrugged, frowned a little and shook his head.  

There was no choice. Reluctantly, he moved into the shadowed cavern of the 
parking garage, the only other entryway.  

It was empty and might have echoed except they were both were wearing soft -
soled shoesñMiriõs borrowed from Angel.  

This was true dark, pitch dark. If it werenõt for Ashõs presence so close Miri 
wouldnõt have had a clue where to go, or how to get there. He had toned the glow of his 
eyes down to just a glimmer, but that was no good to her when he looked away, until 
she found she could sense his presence. That and the touch of his tail helped keep her 
oriented in  the darkness.  

As dark as it was, even Ash was having trouble seeing and he was wary of it , of 
anything that diminished his senses. Still not even the slightest sound seemed to break 
the darkness, there was no sense of a presence or presences, which was disconcerting in 
itself. Heõd expected at least a guard.   



 

Resolutely, he turned them toward the entrances to the building  itself. Going 
deeper into the parking garage this way was of no help  if they stayed there, they would 
have to go inside sooner or later.  

Each level had a small vestibule around it, with elevators in the center and stairs 
went up and down to each side.  

Scanning around him, frowning, uneasy, Ash couldnõt find a reason for his nerves, 
but his instincts shouted at him. His  jaw tightened as they entered the sheltered space. 

As he reached for the door he heard it, a small sound, a soft foompf and then a 
tinkling sound , metal on stone or cement. 

In the same moment he spun, sweeping Miri up in his ar ms as something struck the 
floor, bouncing away into the deeper darkness, spewing smoke.  

The smoke billowed around them, swallowing them up even as Ash tried to get 
away, but he felt the dizziness hit him almost instantly and staggered. Fear nearly 
defeated the smoke, driving him forward another few steps.  

He had a moment to send his alarm to Asmodeus, but he was unconscious before 
he knew whether it had reached him, curling instinctively around Miri to protect her  as 
they fell . 

  



 

Chapter  Thirteen  

 

A hand wrapped around Miriõs hair. Someone wrenched her head up by it , shook 
her head viciously.  She was dizzy, sick. Blindly she  scrabbled with her hands for 
anything remotely familiar, her house, her office, Ash.  

Desperately she tried to open her eyes, to understand what had happened, as her 
hands closed around the wrists of whoever held her because it hurt to be held like that , 
it hurt a lot. Something chinked and clinked, an oddly dull metallic sound. Her hands 
couldnõt separate, she couldnõt keep her balance against the relentless grip on her hair 
that brought tears to her eyes even as she struggled to her knees.  

Ash.  

Something. Something had happened.   

òLook,ó a hard voice demanded, sharply.  

The voice was cold, cruel.  

Memories returned in a rush. The Book. The basement. An odd noise, and smoke 
spewing. There had been some kind of gas.  

In shock and confusion, she opened her eyes and looked around.  

The enormous chamber, was dark, deeply shadowed, with a vaulted ceiling that 
arched upward to disappear into uneasy, uncertain shadows cast by the whirring gas 
lanterns. There was the oppressive feeling of a distant ceiling high above that hung 
precariously over them by only a fragile swaying thread. Cantilevered pieces of it had 
fallen to the floo r to teeter precariously  on what had once been something like a 
grandstand or an amphitheater  and yet they were clearly underground.  She could 
almost hear the stone as they ground one against the other, as they groaned around her . 

In the corners of her eyes, in very edges of her peripheral vision, something moved 
and whispered through the shadows, half -seen, half unseen, something that made her 
skin crawl. Terrifying things.  Unnatural things. Things that didnõt belong here.  

It was a haunted place. 

The ethereal planes were very close here. It would be so easy, too easy, to open 
them in this place, among these crawling shadows.  

Fear shivered over his skin, a quick frisson of goosebumps. 

òLook, dammit,ó a bitter voice snapped, and shook her head.  

Another light  flared, focused on the center of the room and Miri  cried out  in 
negation at what she saw, her heart shattered as tears sprang to her eyes. She shook her 
head in denial, in pain and sorrow.   

òOh, God, Ash,ó she whispered , seeing his worst nightmare made real.  



 

Her eyes burned with tears she dared not shed. She wanted to cry out, and pressed 
her knuckles against her mouth so she would not.  

There were chains on him, on Ash, iron chains on both his wrists, securing him to a 
metal frame so he hung loosely from them , and others around his ankles, one leading to 
a bolt in the black marble floor, a thick chain leading to it from his ankle. They had 
stripped his shirt from him, leaving his broad back and magnificent chest bare.  

Stunned, she fought tears, grief. 

Whatever they had planned for, whatever Ash has anticipated, it hadnõt been this. 
They hadnõt counted on the gas. They had accepted they might be captured, but not 
this. Not this.  

òOh, dear God,ó she breathed, her heart tearing in her breast. It fel t as if someone 
had poured acid where her heart had been, the pain of it searing, seeing what they had 
done to him. òAsh.ó 

His brilliant , beautiful golden eyes were half closed, his magnificent body lax in the 
chains held him, but he stirred, his muscles twitch ed as the gas wore off, awareness was 
only seconds away. 

The hand in her hair released her.  

All she could see was Ash. 

He couldnõt awaken that way. He couldnõt awaken in chains. Not alone. 

Desperately, she threw herself forward, to try  to reach him, and came up short and 
hard, jerked completely off her feet. Involuntarily, she cried out.  

Her hands went  to the leather band around her throat. A collar.  There was collar 
around her throat. Shock went through her. 

His brilliant golden eyes flew open, dulled only slightly by the drugs, by pain .  

Ash shook his head to try to clear it despite the pain throbbing in it, his shoulders 
on fire even as the muscles moved.  

The great empty chamber around him echoed, the sound mute and distant, giving 
him some hazy idea of the size. It was bitterly cold and there was the near constant and 
all too familiar  sound of water dripping somewhere. Ashõs wrists and ankles ached 
dully, pain burning  through his shoulders as they were forced to take too much of his 
weight. The air was dank, fetid. Horror  spun through him dully, as nightmare layered 
over a reality he couldnõt ignore. It was all too familiar.  

And too real, the pains too sharp, his senses too alert.  

This time it wasnõt a dream. 

It was real. 



 

A part of  him cried out in denial, another, more primitive part, roared in rage é and 
fear.  

A dreamé Had it all been a dreamé? He couldnõt truly be back there again. There 
had been Miri, sweet Miri.  

His heart wrenched, wanting to deny it, every nerve and fiber of h is being going 
tauté 

For a moment he dared not open his eyes, not to the reality he sensed around him. 
He steeled himself against it, his heart sinking.  

Miri. And then h e could smell her scent somewhere close, sweet and a little spicy. 
In his mindõs eye he see the way her fiery hair sparked with glints of gold and red, the 
way it had looked against his skin, she the fire, he the coals, her green eyes brilliant. 

He prayed he hadnõt dreamed her, hadnõt imagined her.  

There was a moment as his eyes opened and reality sank in, a moment when Ash 
knew it  was true, he was once more in chains. Pain lanced through his head, only half 
awake, half aware, he roared in fury, in agony and denial, and threw himself  furiously 
against chains.  

It was a nightmare, like waking from that horrific dream  to find himself chained 
again in truth.  

He was.  

It couldnõt be true.  

Maddened, desperate, he wrenched at the bonds that secured him, fought them .  

This couldnõt be true, it couldnõt be real, it couldnõt be, but the bite of iron in his 
wrists, in his ankles, was too tangible, too substantial, too real, to deny as a dream. Ash 
fought  instinctively. Despair and fury flooded  him  as the iron bit into his wrists, his 
ankles, once again, the pain all too familiar . Blood flowed but  he was hardly aware of it, 
rage and hopelessness drove him, propelled  him .  

òAsh, no. Please, no. Ash, stop, you canõtéó 

Miriõs voice. Miri, here, in this place.  

It shouldnõt be. 

Ash looked up, his fury spiking even higher to see Miri, her radiant hair d isheveled 
around her shoulders, her green eyes shadowed and frightened, tears brilliant in them, 
his Miri, with a collar around her slender throat, steel bracelets around her wrists, 
struggling to reach him.  

His rage exploded and he wrenched at the chains with even greater fury , fought 
them, threw himself against them in a futile effort to get to her.  



 

It was terrible to watch, too terrible. Seeing the blood run from his wrists, his 
ankles, Miri cried out, and launched herself at him despite the collar aro und her throat, 
desperate to reach him, crying out verbally, and in heart and mind.  

 òStop it,ó she cried, scrambling to her feet again, both hands going to the chain that 
secured to her collar. òAsh, stop. Let him go, please God, let him go.ó 

That cry, Miriõs grief and horror, her heartbreak, was the only thing that penetrated 
Ashõs despair and rage.  

With an effort, Ash fought desperately for calm. He struggled for control  against 
the nightmarish memories of the past and the nightmarish reality of the present, 
hearing the desperation and pain in Miriõs voice, the heartache and heartbreak, the tears 
in her voice. Her empathy for him rang through him. He wrestled with and fought his 
demons as he tried to make sense of what was happening, to him , to them.  

There had been that smoke. 

Amidst the nightmare, he reached out to her.  

ôMiri?õ  

The iron might inhibit his magic but it could not touch the bond between them, not 
the gift bestowed by his venom.  

Her green eyes lifted, flashed to him, all of her heart in them.  

For a moment she sagged and he sensed the relief that washed through her, nearly 
drivin g her to her knees. She nodded and let out a shuddering breath, her hand to her 
mouth.  

ôGasõ, she sent, knowing the question he asked. ôThat smoke was some kind of gas.õ 

Silently, Ash swore. He hadnõt planned for that, hadnõt even considered it. None of 
them had. 

Where were Baõal and Mal? They should have been there by now. What had 
happened while he and Miri had been unconscious? Had they, too, been overcome? 
Had all his plans come to naught. 

Calm was precarious, tried at each instant he felt iron and steel against his skin, 
against his wrists, his ank les, the burn constant, searing, his bones ached, and his horror 
at being chained, bound again, was atavistic, instinctive .  

The thought he would be, was, chained again, burned in him  like fire . 

He hated it with an intensity that was nearly blinding.  

Surreptitiously, Ash tested those bonds, setting his strength against them as he 
looked around. There was a chance that steel and iron, stone and mortar had weakened 
after the explosion. 

After all, Asmodeus had set himself against some of the chains held him . 



 

Asmodeus, who was Daemonae as well. 

That was how, in the end, Ash had fought himself free all those centuries before, 
once the priests no longer had the Book and the spells within it  to constrain him. Once 
Zefir had fled. They were o nly iron, only steel , they rusted. They were set in stone, and 
stone could shatter. He fought the rage, the horror and the  fury, throttled them back. It 
would do neither him nor Miri any good if he lost control once again.   

He knew this place. Knew where they were now.  

Miri had said they would need to get close. They couldnõt get much closer than this. 

This was the place where Templeton had held Asmodeus and Angel.  

Asmodeus had struggled to free himself from some of these chains. There had not 
been this metal frame. This time, though, there were no magical constraints, save the 
spells cast into the iron to weaken his magic.  

There was no Book, either, not even the circle Templeton had cast to hold 
Asmodeus captive. The force of the explosion had been strong enough the marble floor 
cracked and heaved in places. Even Templeton hadnõt dared to take the chance of trying 
to cast a protective circle when those protections were so weakened. The iron, copper 
and silver rings that had once been inlaid in the floor were also most likely cracked or 
weakened by the explosion.  

Between those rings Templeton had accidentally, or intentionally, created a space 
between the ethereal or temporal planes.  

It was a dangerous enough undertaking  to cast the protective circle. What you 
closed on one side opened on the other to release what was within, and so it had been. 

This magic was not their m agic, not the magic of Daemonae but Ash had learned 
much during his time with the priests. He had not been their only experiment  by far. 
Despite their ôcallingõ they had dabbled with both white and black magic , but blood  
magic as well. 

Men ranged around the huge chamber to stand just at the edge of the shadows cast 
by the lanterns, most of them mercenaries by their clothing and weapons.  

Three men stood in the center of the room, all stood out in their own ways.  Two of 
them Ash had seen before. One of them only in pictures.  

Millionaire financier Gordon Templeton was handsome for a man. While not as tall 
as the Daemonae, for a man he was tall enough, over six feet, imposing, clearly 
accustomed to command and to being obeyed. Instantly.  

He had a thick head of graying hair touched by two deep widowõs peaks, his deep-
set dark eyes glittering  madly . Over the last year or so he had lost weight, his custom 
tailored designer suit now fitting him loosely , like a scarecrow, his cheeks and eyes 
hollowed .  



 

CEO of one of the last surviving independent investment firms, he was worth 
millions, perhaps billions. Once he had been a man not to be trifled with, but now he 
feared two people, and two people only. Asmodeus, the Prince of Demons, and his true 
mate, F.B.I. Special Agent Angel Nicholas.  

Having kidnapped first Asmodeus and then Angel, Templeton had reason to fear 
them, but far more to fear F.B.I. Special Agent Angel Nicholas than Asmodeus, though 
Templeton did no t know it.   

Angel had been supremely pissed to find she had been kidnapped. She also had the 
power of the Federal Government behind her, while Asmodeus, Prince of the 
Daemonae, had had the concerns of all of his people on his shoulders. Vengeance was 
an indulgence that Asmodeus could not afford , not for his exiled race. Nor would he 
lower himself to such a thing. Although if Templeton touched or attempted to touch 
Angel again, especially now she bore Asmodeusõs child , Ash knew that all bets would 
be off. He could not swear his Prince would not tear the  man apart with his bare hands, 
no matter the cost. 

As Ash would if Templeton hurt  Miri.  As seemed all too likely. His hands tightened 
on the chains that kept him from her. Shook them. 

Behind him was the man Hargrove, his face expressionless, empty in a way Ash 
had never seen in a man. 

He frowned.  

The other, smaller, slender dark-haired man beside Templeton Ash did not know .   

All three now ignored both he and Miri . 

For a brief moment, their eyes met, Miriõs clearly worried. He wished he could 
reassure her but until he knew what had become of Baõal and Mal, he couldnõt. 

òI told you they would come,ó the smaller man said, his voice astonishingly deep, 
like a bell, his dark eyes too bright, too aware, the tone of his voice seemingly defensive. 
Yet there was something. 

Once more, Ash frowned, his hands tightening on the chains. 

So, had Templeton found another to replace Miri?  

Miri was looking at that other man, frowning, puzzled.  

ôAsh?õ 

ôWhatõs wrong?õ 

He could sense a thread of alarm going through her, distress beyond their dire 
circumstances. 

ôThereõs something offésomething wrongéabout him, not Templeton, but the other man.õ 



 

Although Templeton , too, worried her.  The glint of madness in his eyes sent a chill 
through heré but that other.  

It felt as if her soul went cold.  

Fear on a level both so high and so deep streaked through her. To her astonishment, 
Miri realized she was terrified , deeply and instinctively fri ghtened on so deep a level 
her soul shook. 

ôWhat is it?õ 

Miri shook her head, helpless to describe it.  

ôI donõt know.õ 

It was as if the manõs skin fit too tightly for the one inside it. It was strangely shiny, 
but not in the way that Daemonae skin was shiny, as if they were oiled, but as if it  were 
stretched too tightly, too perfectly, over the bone and muscle beneath. He had used 
theatrical makeup to hide it but it was there.  

In his own way  though,  he wasnõt unattractive.  

Of medium height, he had perfectly styled thick dark hair,  liquid, almost jet black 
eyes and fine, and boyish features to match his slender, underdeveloped boyish body . 
In a strange way he reminded her of the reporters she saw on the local news, he was 
almost too manicured , too perfect. His voice was deep, sonorous, trained and 
deliberately measured, slickly smooth, and he knew it, used it to his advantage. 

Yet still she felt something familiar ab out him. As if he were a kindred spirit. Or 
had been. Once. 

Then she understood. 

He was. 

Not all of those like her had died of their curiosity  or gone mad at what they saw on 
the other planesñor whatever name they had given for what they could see. Once upon 
a time in centuries past there had been tales of children that folk had come to call  
ôchangelingsõ, children who had suddenly seemed ôotherõ, or different , somehow 
changed seemingly overnight . 

Once this man had been one of thoseébut now he wasésomething else. Something 
else completely. 

What that something else was, she didnõt know. But it frightened her  to the depths 
of her soul.  

Templeton nodded in response to the other manõs statement. 

 òYou did,ó Templeton said, evenly, in confirmation  of the other manõs astuteness. 



 

Looking at Templeton, looking at his eyes, with a shock she realized that on some 
level he knew what his companion was, and refused to know it. In some deep hidden 
part of him a voice, his voice, gibbered in terror.  

He had made his deal with the ôdevilõ, and now he paid the price. 

For the first time Gordon Templeton  looked at Miri.  

She looked into his piercing dark eyes, eyes she had seen on TV and the covers of a 
dozen financial magazines a thousand times. Her lips parted on a soft intake of breath. 

Perhaps the camera just hadnõt been able to capture it, to show it but there was 
madness in that sharp avid stare, a craving. A darkness moved in those eyes. Just a 
touch, but it was a dark madness all the same. Alarm shrilled through her. However 
well hidd en it was, Gordon Templeton was now insane, thoroughly  and completely  
insane. 

Mad as a hatter. 

An even deeper terror shot through her.  

That mad gaze turned to Ash and something in Templetonõs eyes made her shiver, 
made her want to throw herself between them, between him and her beloved Ash. 

Smiling thinly, Templeton let his gaze wander over them both.  

òJust in case you were anticipating help,ó he said, with grim satisfaction, and 
gestured. òI thought it unlikely you had come alone.ó 

In a corner, his dark Daemonae skin nearly blending with the shadows, was Mal, 
clearly still unconscious, his limbs shackled and chained as Ashõs had been, although he 
was secured by only one ankle to the bolt in the floor .  

The bolt he and Ash shared.  

Ashõs jaw clenched, but he said nothing, instead swearing silently.  

Mal was proof against most weapons, but apparently not against gas that had felled 
both himself  and Miri . 

His eyes went to Miri, seeing the same question in her eyes. 

What of Baõal? Where was he? Not for the first time Ash wished he had Asmodeusõ 
ability to speak to all of the Daemonae. But that was part of what made Asmodeus 
Prince. Part, but not all.  

Had his warning got out? And, what of Baõal?  

As if in answer to that unspoken question, Templeton said, òWeõre still looking for 
the other one.ó 

Baõal was free, or unconscious where they could not see him.  

Still, there was still hope. They still had a chance.  



 

Without looking, Templeton held his hand out to someone behind him in the 
shadows.  

òSo,ó he said, òProfessor Reynolds, let us talk.ó 

From those shadows someone stepped forward to place something in that 
outstretched hand. 

Miriõs stomach went cold at the sight of it.  

For a moment she could only stare in disbelief at the ugly thing  in his hand. 

She fought the urge to weep. 

It was ugly, an object of thin, twined strips of leather and nasty coarse little iron 
beads, with a thick but supple braided handle. Just the sight of it made Miri want to 
cringe. Templetonõs intentions were clear. 

ôNoõ, a part of her cried, horrified. ôAsh.õ 

She looked to Ash.  

This hadnõt been part of the plan, either.  

Where was Baõal? This couldnõt be happening. 

She thought of the scars on Ashõs body, of the suffering heõd already endured over 
his long life.  

Tears, unbidden and all too revealing, sprang to her eyes. 

Looking at Templeton, at the satisfaction, the anticipation in his eyes, at the cat oõ 
nine tails in his hand, Ash went still  inside. He steeled himself, his mouth thinning even 
as his jaw tightened. Templeton was going to enjoy this, he could see it in the manõs 
eyes, as he had seen it in the eyes of the priests. A chance too, finally, to take out on Ash 
what he could not inflict on Asmodeus.  

Ash knew the ancient whip  of old, having felt its bite many times  in the past. There 
were those who had claimed it  could strip a manõs back of his flesh in mere moments. 

It had taken longer than moments  to rip through Daemonae flesh  but Ash could 
attest to its effectiveness. 

A part of his heart sank but another strengthened, tight ened even as he swore 
silently , softly, to himself . 

They would get nothing from him. And somehow he would keep Miri, his heart, 
his life, safe. 

Wherever Baõal was, whatever he was doing, Ash knew there was no possible way 
to avoid this, there wasnõt time. 

ôMiri,õ he said, keeping his mental voice even. 



 

In a flash her head turned. Those ethereal green eyes were wide  with horror  as they 
met this, her breath catching in her throat , her eyes bright with unshed tears. He saw 
she had seen it, too, what the whip would do to him, and grieved she would have to 
witness it.  

Her face, her voice, those incredible eyes, revealed too much to those around them, 
but Ash couldnõt find it in himself to  be sorry for it. Her heart was in those uncanny 
eyes. 

Looking into his amber gaze, she saw steadiness there as he braced himself for what 
was to come. That look broke her heart and gave it strength. 

How could she do any less? 

Her own breath caught as their eyes locked. 

There was a sharp crack and then the cat-o-nine tails stroked across his back. 

Miri nearly cried out.  

It wasnõt unexpected and yet still Ashõs breath caught. Pain rippled  across his 
features before he could lock his expression down. H is back arched automatically in 
response to the assault on his flesh. Even knowing what was coming , even having felt it 
before, nothing could  prepare him for the reality of it,  a searing agony so great, so sharp 
that for a moment it took his breath away.  

An echo of that pain streaked across Miriõs own skin like a lick of fire.  

It was too much to watch him being tortured again  as she had done twice now  in 
vision , but this time it was right before her eyes. In the back of her mind she could hear 
his voice when he had spoken about what had happened. Had it only been last night? 
His voice had been so expressionless, so dispassionate, as he talked about what the 
priests had done to him . She had run her hands over those terrible scars, had traced 
them with her f ingertips . 

òNo!ó  

She cried out in pain and fury of her own and spun. Her hands latched around the 
chain, ripped  at it viciously, the suddenness of her movement catching the Stranger off 
guard. She tore the leash free and ran for Ash.  

If she could just reach himéif she could just open the ethereal planes they could 
escape. No one could touch them, they could be free.  

She could do it. Here in this place, she could do it. 

And so she ran. 

For a moment Ash felt a leap of hope as she fought free, as she raced toward  him . 
There was a chance, if she could get to him, if she could touch him, they could shift to 
another planeé That had been the plan if things went wrong.  



 

A half dozen of Templetonõs men leapt out of the shadows to intercept her. She 
spun away from one, her foot lashed out at another, but the rest wrestled her to the 
ground.  

She fought them wildly  even as Ash fought his chains to reach her, to help her. 

òYou can stop it,ó Templeton said, looking at Miri as the men wrenched her wr ists 
up behind h er back, forced her back to bend, to arch, forced her knees to look at him.  

He forced her to look at him,  at what he did  to Ash.  

With an idle but forceful flick of his wrist he sent  the cat-o-nine tails with their 
wicked little iron balls  once more across Ashõs back to rip and tear. Blood flowed  even 
as Ash tucked his wings close to try to save them, thin stripes appearing across his dark 
scarlet skin, blood beading even darker than the crimson of his skin.  

It  ran, dripped from his ribs.  

This time Ash was prepared for it, for the sharp, breathtaking burn of pain as he 
had been prepared for it all those years ago. He would not give them the satisfaction of 
hearing his pain, nor torment Miri by making her listen to it. He bore it in stoic si lence, 
his jaw locked, although he could not keep his body from  reacting to the sharp 
agonizing assault. 

Miri saw it, though, saw the pain in his glowing eyes, in the hideous slashes that 
striped his back, in the blood, Ashõs blood, that beaded along those terrible marks , as it 
slid over his skin to drip to the floor . It was there in the tightness of his features, in the 
way he held his wings  so tight and close, in the tension that strained each hard curved 
muscle. 

She wept. 

There was only one power she held here and that was the Book. All she had to do 
was open the temporal planes and find it . Something she had never done. All her life 
she had fought that temptation, fought the voices that called to her, that whispered  in 
the night .  

Coward, she called herself.  

Had Ash known  she named herself so, he would have denied it had he seen her 
face in that moment. 

If she had the Book, though, how could she use it?  

òHow long can he take it before he subsides into unconsciousness?ó Templeton 
asked, rhetorically, turning to Ash as he shook  out the cat-o-nine tails once again. 

He looked at Ash speculatively  and then her.  

òHow long can you bear to watch, Dr. Reynolds?ó 

The little iron balls clinked dully against each other as he eyed her with a cold 
dispassionate gaze, as he studied her intently.  



 

She was sharply aware of the tears cold on her lashes.  

She couldnõt. And he knew it. That knowledge was in Templetonõs eyes.  

Miri looked to Ash and her heart wrenched.  

He could look so intimidating, s o fierce, and he did now.  

His stern handsome features were set, his mouth tight, his jaw clenched and  his 
glowing eyes were steady. His strong body braced against the next assault, ready to 
endure the next stroke of the cat-o-nine tails across his back, across the fragile 
membranes of his wings.  

Blood trickled  over his ribs to drip to the floor, along with his sweat, the sound of 
the drops surprising loud, heartbreaking. She closed her eyes, but the sound was still 
there.  

She opened them again.  

The taut muscles of his abdomen were drawn tight against the pain, the mu scles of 
his arms were taut. They flexed as he gripped the chains with his strong, long-fingered 
hands. Hands that had touched her, stroked her, had held her safe. Ash had pu t himself 
between her and harm. 

Could she do any less? 

Another voice broke in, un expectedly, deep and perfectly, almost inhumanly 
modulated.  

òThereõs no need for such crude methods of persuasion,ó that voice said.  

Somehow those simple seemingly nonthreatening words cut through the haze of 
pain and sent a frisson of alarm down Ashõs spine. He had braced himself against the 
lash of pain, but now he gripped the chains and drew himself up, fought the sudden 
inexplicable urge to wrench at them once again, to try to  rip them free.  

It was Templetonõs companion who had spoken.  

Of average height and thin, his dark hair brushed back with seemingly impossible 
perfection there were few men who could have looked less threatening. Less 
intimidating . And yet somehow he was.  

The man smiled.  

At Miri.  

Ashõs blood ran cold at that look. 

Those dark eyes were empty, the manõs face expressionless.  

Ash had the sudden sharp impression of a mask. 

Even with her  pretty dress wrinkl ed and stained, her hair glowed like fire in the 
cold light  of the emergency lights and gas lanterns were the only light down here.  



 

She was beautiful. His Miri  was beautiful. His heart caught to see it.  

Despite her fear, her chin lift ed as she faced the man warily. She didnõt flinch, 
didnõt turn away from that terrible gaze , those ethereal eyes watchful, courage in every 
line of her lovely body.  

It tore him apart. He should be there in front of her, defending her.  

His hands tightened  reflexively on the chains, every muscle in his body locked as he 
pulled on them.  

All eyes were on the two at the edge of the circle.  

Warmth where warmth should not be.  

Suddenly he felt a familiar presence at his side. Baõal.  

Relief took his breath away. 

Ash glanced over at where Mal had been lying. He was no longer there.  

Closing his eyes, he bowed his head slightly. 

His voice low, his body invisible, Baõal said, òMalõs eliminating the guards. Keep 
watching while I try to unlock these shackles.ó 

Every line of Ashõs body tensed even further. He nodded. 

òHurry,ó he said, softly.  

Whatever was going to happen was going to happen soon. 

At his side he could feel Baõal nod in return , his own tension evident  in the 
tightness of his voice. òI know, I sense it, too.ó 

Watching, Ash saw the stranger approach Miri.  

If Miri had had hackles to rise, they would have risen as the man drew closer. Her 
stomach clenched.  

With  Templetonõs men ringed around her and nowhere to run to even if she could, 
she was helpless. Not she would ever have abandoned Ash. 

In one of those odd moments of awareness, from the corner of her eye she suddenly 
noticed that Mal no longer lay in the corner. He had disappeared.  

Were it not for the stranger  stalking slowly toward her , she would have felt a breath 
of hope but instead for some reason she prayed that Mal was somewhere else, he would 
not try to attack this man to protect her.  

She looked into the manõs eyes and something inside her shivered. 

He wasnõt a man. 

An old quote suddenly came to her. Nietzsche. 

Be careful when you look into the abyss, for the abyss also looks into you.  



 

This man was the abyss. 

His eyes were empty. Hollow. A depthless void r eady to swallow her up, ready to 
drown her in darkness, to drag her down into the shadows. A solitary voice within her 
screamed. 

There was no time to feel more than that flash of fear as he struck. His hand lashed 
out to close around her throat with shocking speed that likened to Ash.  

So fast. So stunningly fast. 

And then to her astonishment her  feet left  the ground. Power punched into her and 
she cried out. 

òYou see,ó she heard him say, as if down a long dark tunnel, òif she is the Doorway, 
then I am the Key.ó 

Visions exploded through her, a thousand possible outcomes from this moment  in 
time, from the decisions were made here.  

Pain ripped through her as the ethereal planes burst open from within her, as did 
something else.  

She screamed. 

There was a brilliant flash, blue-white, the stinging smell of ozone and then it 
seemed as if every hair on her body stood on end.  

With a sharp crack like lightning, Miri suddenly found herself blown free, sliding 
backwards along the marble floor. She scrambled to her knees, feeling something odd 
quiver beneath one hand. Looking up, she froze.  

The stranger, the man who she now knew had once been named Daniel, stood 
looking furiously at his blackened , burned and shriveled hand as if puzzled.  

Ashõs magic, another gift of the venom. So long as Ash lived, the stranger couldnõt 
touch her.  

She swallowed hard, and prayed he wouldnõt guess, wouldnõt understand as she 
looked at the pure, cold and dark fury that crossed his face.  

Her mouth went dry.  

Like a shadow, darkness shimmered beneath his skin. Not as Ashõs golden 
glimmers  did , but more as a visible evidence of the truth of him. He had looked into the 
abyss, and it had looked into him. S ome part of him had welcomed it.  

Those dark eyes lifted to look at her.  

Her breath froze in her throat.  

In the back of her mind, those visions replayed, the ones from the brief moment 
when the stranger, when Daniel, had touched her. A thousand different outcomes that 
depended on what happened, on what was done in these next few moments.  



 

Death and destruction, darkness. Baõal and Mal fightingéthiséand dying. 

Ash and the other Daemonae forever in chains. 

Like a snake shedding its skin, the oddly urban e manñDanielñstood, the skin 
sloughing off, peeling  away as what lay within surged free  of his constraining human 
form .  

This was the true reflection of itself, m an-like on this plane, a thing of flesh and 
blood, vaguely reptilian, vaguely insectoid, its faceted eyes reflected the cold 
emergency lights like gemstones. Its skin was mottled, thick, in places almost a 
carapace. Yet the features, weirdly, remained the same, oddly and coldly handsome. 

Looking at h er it extended its hands. Its eyes glittering and he smiled.  

òPerhaps I was wrong,ó he hissed. òPerhaps cruder methods are required.ó 

Claws extended to talons. Long, curved scimitars of bone and nail. His faceted eyes 
narrowed, focused. 

A coldness swept her.  

How long before he realized he had only to kill Ash and her protection from him , 
whatever protection Ash and his love offered her, would be gone? 

Not long.  

Her eyes went to him, to her Ash, to the sharp lines of his beloved face, his amber 
eyes glowing as they met hers.  

Her heart wrenched. 

One glance, and those harsh lines in his face softened as he looked at her, his hands 
on the glittering chains tightened.   

She could see his rage at his helplessness, his furious determination to help her , to 
come to her aid.  

He was everything  to her. She couldnõt imagine life, a future, without him.  

Beneath her hand, somethingéechoedécalled to her. Something she knew, 
something she recognized and although she had never touched it, it sang to her. 

There was only one chance. Only one.  

In a flash, she was on her feet. With a gesture the ethereal planes opened around 
her as she flung  out her arms to conjure up those planes like a magician fanning  his 
cards. 

For most those in the room there had been only brief glimpse , just a quick glimmer, 
but now the ethereal planes opened up in all their brilliant glory. They spread  and 
flowed  around the room like a thousand thousand shimmering , impossibly thin , panes 
of glass in a great looping Mobius strip that wound  around itself , shifted and flowed in 
a great lazy figure eight, the sign of eternity.  



 

It was astonishingly and heartbreakingly  beautiful  to look at. A  glorious, brilliant 
wonder, and, like light reflecting from water it cast rainbow shimmers throughout the 
dim chamber, brightened  the entire room even up into the vast cracked darkness of the 
ceiling, the coruscating light flickering over and illuminating the cracks and fissures 
there.  

Ash had only seen anything like it once, long ago, when another like Miri , Labalõs 
true mate, had opened the ethereal planes to his kind, giving them a refuge from those 
that persecuted them, a place to escape just before she died. 

Fear bloomed inside him.  

That glorious light illuminated Miri, to o, washed over her pale skin, turned her 
brilliant hair to fire and  those ethereal lambent eyes glorious . 

One of those panes shifted. 

For a moment, she looked at him, those beautiful eyes bright. 

ôI love you.õ 

Spinning on her toes, that hair streaming around her shoulders like a flame, Miri 
ran toward it .  

And then she was gone. 

  



 

Chapter  Fourteen 

 

Every plane of existence, or temporal plane, projected what might  have been, could 
have been, from the time the universe had begun. It expanded endlessly out into the 
what -might -have-been, reflecting the eternal struggle between creation and destruction, 
between the light and the dark. Sentience, knowledge, thought, had given some of that 
chaos structure.  

But not this. Not here. 

Miri plunged into a world of  thick  lush growth, of the primordial swamp, a place 
where plants and insects commanded, a place where the sun filtered through  tall, tall 
plants and the swaying  trees towered high above her to sweep the sky. 

This world hummed  on a scale that echoed in her bones, vibrated there.  

In an odd way, among that insectoid buzz, Miriéunderstood. 

She didnõt have much time she knew but she had felt somethingéand it was close.  

It was all a matter of timing. There would b e only one chance to get this right , only 
one out of the myriad possibilities. If she had seen it right, if her guess or guesses were 
true, correct. 

Ashõs life, the lives of Baõal and Mal, all of Daemonae, even humanity, might 
depend on it.  

It was highly unlikely Templeton, once he felt the reach of his power, wouldnõt aim 
high. 

She dove into the undergrowth, searched  frantically, even as she heard the stranger 
burst onto this plane in pursuit.  

Terror shot through her.  

Miri looked over her shoulder, but the thick, lush growth hid her.  

It was here, she could feel it, it was here somewhere close, she knew it. Her hands 
scrabbled through the thick ferns and mosses as a centipede as long as her arm passed 
her, uncaring, and she shivered.  

There. The Book. Unseen, but she knew it was there.  

She reached for it.  

Her fingers closed on the cover, on the rich, velvety surface of the leathery binding , 
the feel of it so soft, so oddly familiar. It was as smooth as satin and nearly as glossy. 
The color of it was a deep rich scarlet, a shade or so darker than Ashõs skin, and 
gleaming as if it had been oiled, as his did.  

Shock jolted her as she suddenly understood.  



 

A sharp shudder of revulsion went through her so hard and quick she nearly 
dropped it, as a soft cry of dismay, denial, burst  out of her. Images raced through her 
mind as her fingers locked on the thing. Nausea churned as the visions moved through 
her. She wanted to be sick. Desperately, she gripped the book in her fingers, and all the 
while wised de sperately she didnõt need to touch it.  

Her breath shuddered when she drew it in.  

That cry was nearly her undoing.  

Miri heard the thing , the Stranger, spin. The leaves rustled around it  as it turned, 
quickly, those leaves rattling like bamboo canes as it came after her.  

Her only thought was, he mustnõt catch me here, not on the ethereal planes.  

If he caught her here, if he took the Book from her here on his ground, in his place, 
the Book woul d be his. 

He would have command of the Daemonae. All of them, Asmodeus, Baõal, Mal.  

Even Angel, her unborn child.  

And Ash.  

Her beloved Ash. In chains, obedient to this creatureõs will.  

Her worst vision, his worst fear, all of it made all too real.  

That was what he had been after all along. Like Templeton, and not. Using him.  

On their plane, in her time and place, only the now returned Daemonae had magic, 
save for a very few like herself. Only the Daemonae were a threat to him, to his kind, 
and to his Master. Only the Daemonae stood between them and their world, her world.  
If he held them, thoughé 

Templeton, in his search for power, had broken his protective circle with his 
explosion, and cracked open a Door to the ethereal planes just wide enough  to let 
something through . Something wide enough for the Stranger, who had once been a 
small curious boy by the name of Daniel, and his kind.  

If the Stranger were to get hold of the Book, he would instantly render the only true 
opposition to his kind helpless , and make them servants to him and his . To his Master. 

Ash. 

Miri  burst from cover  at an angle, running hard and fast for the place where she 
had arrived, conscious of the Stranger hot in pursuit.  

He was so fast. So frighteningly, terrifyingly fast.  

A glance over her shoulder and she twisted as it swiped at her, tried to catch her.  

Its claws ripped at her. That glancing blow had enough force to stagger her, tearing 
through cloth and skin.  




