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   9:12 A.M.
 
    
 
    
 
   "Tell me you want me. "
 
   Camille’s long blonde hair spilled across Seth's chest. Her thighs straddled him, the muscles clamped tightly to his hips. Every move of her body sent a shockwave through him as she ground her hips against the full length of his erection. He yearned to reach out and touch her, but she’d pinned his arms over his head. She had a disturbing amount of strength for such a lithe figure.
 
   The only thing between them was the thin slip of her red lace panties. If his hands were free, he’d rip them off and dive into her warmth before she could say a word about it. But his wrists still held fast in her hands. All he could do was grit his teeth and pray she wouldn’t tease him for much longer. But he wouldn’t beg. He refused to, despite the fact that he'd waited months for this moment. Hell, he'd waited a millennium at least for a woman like Camille, although time had gotten a little fluid to him.
 
   "Tell me you want me," she said again, leaning down and whispering the words into his ear. Her hot breath stung the sensitive flesh of his neck and sent a spike of hot need down his spine.
 
   "You know I do," he growled between gritted teeth. He leaned his head up off the pillow to bite at her earlobe, but she pulled away. "Let go of my hands and I’ll show you just how much."
 
   She gazed down at him and laughed. Her laughter was unusually deep, with a sinister edge to it. He'd never heard her make a sound like that. His sweet, southern neighbor was a ray of golden sunshine in his dark, disturbing world. He dismissed the thought as Camille let go of his hands and dragged her razor-sharp fingernails across his bare chest.
 
   Seth hissed, red welts rising over his skin, but he didn't care. They would heal almost immediately, anyway. Instead he focused on the newfound freedom of his hands. They went immediately to Camille’s waist, tearing her panties from her with a satisfying rip and casting them to the floor.
 
   "Yes," she smiled, raising up enough to let him maneuver their bodies and sink deep inside of her. 
 
   The sensation of her wet heat enveloping him was almost more than he could take. Every nerve in his body screamed out for instantaneous release, but he wasn't about to let this end anytime soon. "Damn, you feel good."
 
   "I know." She tightened her muscles around him, sending a shockwave through his body. Arching back, she started moving over him, slowly at first, then gradually increasing in speed. "Yes, yes," she repeated to the rhythm of her hips.
 
   Seth reached forward and took one breast in each hand. The nipples peaked against his rough palms, the firm flesh giving way to the pressure of his fingertips. The harder he squeezed them, the louder she moaned and the more ferociously she rocked her hips against him.
 
   It felt amazing, but this would all be over in seconds if he didn’t slow Camille down. "Hey." he said, "take it easy. We’ve got all night."
 
   "Just let go, baby," she purred, ignoring his protests. 
 
   Before he could argue, he felt her body almost shift deep inside. Her inner muscles uncoiled, clamping down and wrapping around his shaft. An overwhelming sensation he’d never experienced before exploded in his groin, but it was tempered by a touch of anxiety as he realized he couldn't withdraw any longer.
 
   "Seriously," he tried to push her off of him, but she held fast. Now the anxiety escalated to fear. Something was wrong. He could feel her drawing the energy out of him even faster than she was coaxing his climax. 
 
   Seth was growing dangerously weaker by the minute.
 
   "Stop," he protested, but she mocked him, a smile lighting up her eyes as they started to glow blood red in the dim room. Instead, her hips moved even more furiously, coaxing the life to pour out of him faster.
 
   "No!" 
 
   Seth Holloway shot up straight in bed. He eyed his dark, empty bedroom for a threat, but he was alone. The pounding of his heart was the only thing he could hear as his ragged breath slowly returned to normal.
 
   He flopped back down against his pillows. That was one hell of a dream. Seth had dreamt of Camille several times since she moved into his building, but they had never been anything like that before. Maybe he was working too much. It wasn't as though he had anything else to fill the unending hours of his life, but his mission was blurring into his personal life if he was dreaming his sexy neighbor was a demon.
 
   Seth frowned and turned his head. The glowing numbers on his alarm clock proclaimed it was nine-fifteen in the morning.  A perfectly reasonable time to get up. Late by most standards. Normal standards, at least. Unfortunately, Seth was hardly normal. He’d been out working until nearly sunrise, and was most nights of the week. It was better than sitting around his apartment ticking away the unending minutes of his life.
 
   But sometimes, some days, he wished he could be normal. Have a day job. Take a vacation. Writhe around with a woman that he didn't intend to kill or banish when he was through with them. But there was a reason Seth had walked the face of the Earth for more than fifteen hundred years. And it wasn't so he could take his neighbor out for coffee and get laid.
 
   Unfortunately, he hadn't given away his libido when he signed away his soul for immortality.
 
   He should've read the contract a little closer before he signed, but being moments from a painful and violent death had provided a necessary sense of urgency. What could be wrong with it? He was selling his soul to the Archangel Michael. Would an angelic messenger of God have an untrustworthy contract?
 
   Not exactly. 
 
   But they didn't understand lust and pleasure the way humans experience it either. It would never occur to them that he might want to do something other than battle demons for the rest of eternity.
 
   Seth took a deep breath to wish away the real erection his dream had elicited. It wasn’t really a dream, anyway. It was a sign of work to come. If Camille's demonic red eyes hadn't been the first clue, the unmistakable sensation would’ve been the next. He could feel the prickle at the back of his neck, the sudden awareness that he wasn’t really alone in his apartment anymore. The presence wasn't threatening, he'd recognize it anywhere, but it certainly wasn't welcome at the moment.
 
   "Seth."
 
   His head snapped to the left to see his chair now occupied by none other than the Archangel himself. He was slouched down in his seat, casually leaning his face into his hand. There was no glow, no blinding white light, no halo. Not even great, awe-inspiring wings. He was just a man in a white suit with long blond hair. An attractive man, but nothing like the movies portrayed him to be. Seth secretly wondered if they saved the theatrics for more important encounters or if it was all just for publicity.
 
   When Michael'd first appeared at his side and offered him everlasting life, Seth didn't believe he was who he claimed to be. Even a millennium and a half ago, ideas of angelic messengers were more grand than they were in actuality. It wasn't until after he signed the contract and was instantaneously transported from his execution near the Dead Sea to a field in Southern France that he understood. It was powerfully real, if not showy. 
 
   "Michael," he muttered in greeting, pulling his sheets higher up his bare waist. "I didn't expect to see you again so soon. I thought we'd talked about me taking a break after that last job. You know, a vacation? I’ve been in bed less than three hours. That doesn’t quite count."
 
   Michael shrugged. Human weaknesses and frailties, such as the burning desire to go to Atlantic City for the weekend, were of no concern to him. He was relentless in his work and expected those in his employ, of sorts, to be the same.
 
   "If I weren't immortal, you'd have worked me to death, Michael."
 
   "And if it weren't for me, you'd have been dead in 523 anno Domini and never would've known what Atlantic City even was."
 
   He hadn't said that part out loud. "Get out of my head, man. I signed over my soul, not my brain."
 
   Michael sat up straight in the chair and struck a seemingly sympathetic pose, albeit artificial. Angels didn’t have a very wide range of emotions. "I understand you feel the need to, uh, sow your oats."
 
   "It's not just that. I'm tired. Fifteen hundred years of battling demons has caught up with me. I don’t even think a month in Vegas could help that."
 
   "So, what? Do you desire to be released from your contract?"
 
   Seth frowned at the angel that had been issuing orders to him for as long as he could remember. "Released? Is that even an option? I'll admit I didn't read the contract very closely in the heat of the moment."
 
   "It is a possibility, although I would hate to lose you, Seth. You're the best we've got. If the hellions got word that we'd lost our oldest and strongest warrior, we'd be up to our elbows in trouble."
 
   He could get out of it. Out of it! And no one had ever mentioned this fact before.
 
   "I thought you understood the terms and simply enjoyed the work," Michael said calmly, despite plucking the angry words from Seth's head. "If both parties agree to the dissolution, and a period of no less than a thousand years has been served, the contract may be declared fulfilled and terminated."
 
   "And what then?"
 
   "You revert to the age and condition you were in at the time of contract and live out the remainder of your mortal life."
 
   "And when I die...?"
 
   "I cannot guarantee you a space in Heaven. That is dependent on how you live out the remainder of your life. That said, given your line of work, Hell would not be a real option either. You've earned too many enemies down there. At the worst, Purgatory. At best, Heaven. It’s your choice."
 
   Just like that, he would be human again. A human without a job or family, but human. There had to be a catch. There just had to be. "And you're just going to let me out of it. Right now?"
 
   Michael watched him with silver-gray eyes that shone a bit too brightly in the dim room. "No, not right now. After this assignment."
 
   Seth tried not to let the disappointment show, but he'd just been offered his life and had it taken away within a few heartbeats. "It figures."
 
   Michael stood up from the chair and moved gracefully over to sit at the end of the bed. "I understand your frustration, Seth, but even if I wanted to, I couldn't give this assignment to anyone else."
 
   "Oh, come on, Michael. If you're willing to let me out of my contract, it’s only because you have other people that can deal with this stuff."
 
   "We’ve got a succubus."
 
   As usual, the archangel did not mince words. Seth squeezed his jaw tightly shut to keep in his knee-jerk response. Of all the things it could be, this was a temptation he could do without. Especially in his current state. A succubus was a female demon so intoxicating she was capable of luring any man to his death. They were vicious, relentless, and the sexiest thing Hell had to offer. 
 
   "You’re the only one who can handle this," Michael continued. His voice carried the authority of God’s general, and Seth knew better than to argue with him. He spoke with angelic conviction whether he was issuing commands or chitchatting about how things were going in the heavenly realm. "This one has come for you."
 
   "Me?" His brow knotted together in confusion. He’d never been directly targeted before. Michael’s warriors were deliberately kept anonymous. In the hellish realm, there were only rumors of immortals tasked with policing the earth. Few made the return trip to tell about it. Most of them were simply destroyed and failed to exist on any plane. "Why would a succubus come for me?"
 
   "Someone has been plotting. I’m not entirely certain who it is or where they got the idea. But they’ve gotten it in their heads that if a succubus were to steal your, uh..."
 
   "Semen?" That’s what they were typically after.
 
   "Yes —— that. And with it, they would also steal your lifeforce, and therefore, your immortality."
 
   "And do what with it?"
 
   "What all succubae do. Provide it to an incubus to implant into an unwitting female and impregnate her with a half-human, half-demon cambion."
 
   "And how will my immortal spunk make it any different?"
 
   Michael scoffed at Seth’s crude words. "Aside from killing you in the process, we’re not entirely sure. But we’re afraid it might create a cambion that cannot be destroyed, as you cannot be destroyed."
 
    "Apparently, I can be destroyed," Seth said bitterly, "but the cambion wouldn’t have that weakness." A cambion, although born to a human woman, would have no heartbeat, wouldn’t breathe. It would appear to be dead if it weren’t for the fact that it walked and talked. But a cambion could also not breed, and therefore had no lifeforce to steal, like he did. 
 
   They couldn’t risk having something like that running around New York City. Especially with Seth dead and unable to deal with the situation. He was the most experienced in his work, Michael’s first recruit, and even he could have a hard time dealing with the kind of demons that were fairly easy to dispatch. How would someone kill an immortal demon?
 
   "Even if we are successful in banishing this succubus and keeping you alive, it seems as though your cover is blown. You're a permanent target now. Whoever uncovered your identity and sent the succubus here intends to succeed. They will keep coming after you until they destroy you."
 
   "Which is the only reason why you're letting me out of my contract. I’m compromised."
 
   "Naturally."
 
   You'd think that working with angels would be, well, heavenly, but there were days when Seth wished they had wings just so he could pluck out their feathers one by one. Especially when they withheld information.
 
   "It gets a little more complicated."
 
   Seth sighed. Like that. Wasn’t this complicated enough?
 
   "The succubus has taken your neighbor, Camille Sawyer, as its host."
 
   The images of his dream crept into his consciousness at the mention of the luscious blonde. She lived down the hall and drove him to distraction on a daily basis, though he doubted she was aware of it. She’d kept a polite, neighborly distance from him. "Camille? That can’t possibly be right."
 
   He’d just seen her the night before. Seth had spoken to her in the vestibule of their apartment building as he was on his way out and she was coming home with an armful of groceries. He immediately stopped in his tracks and offered to help her carry them upstairs. Camille had smiled and unconsciously flipped her hair over her shoulder in a way that sent a whiff of her perfume his way and made him absolutely crazy. He followed her back up the stairs, watching her lush curves sway back and forth in her tight pencil skirt. 
 
   If he thought she had the slightest chance of surviving in his world, he’d ask her out in a heartbeat. Camille was gorgeous, smart, funny...but certainly not possessed by a sex demon.
 
   "The succubus got out at dawn. She took Camille shortly after."
 
   Seth wanted to insist there was a mistake, but he knew better. If a succubus had escaped Hell and taken a human host, there was no question Michael would know. It certainly explained the dream. The innocent fantasy was one of the oldest tricks of the succubus. The demon would invade a man’s dreams and cause him to become obsessed with obtaining her. It was like a love spell from a fairy tale, but with a nightmarish ending.
 
   "She should be in contact soon."
 
   Seth had no doubt. The succubus only had twenty-four hours. She wasn’t going to waste any time. "I’d better get to it, then."
 
   "Be strong, Seth."
 
   Be strong. Yeah. Sure. Before he could turn and say something smart in retort, the man at the end of his bed had vanished as quickly as he’d arrived.
 
   Shit. The beautiful, sensuous star of his fantasies was possessed by a succubus. In twenty-four hours time, Seth would either be dead or mortal again. And if things did go wrong, Camille could completely lose herself to the demon inside her. There wasn’t much time to waste.
 
   Standing up, he stretched and worked the kinks out of his muscles. He showered quickly and tugged on his favorite t-shirt and a pair of jeans. He tucked the chain with his silver Saint Patroclus of Troyes medal into his shirt and tugged his holster over his shoulders. He hastily surveyed the supplies that were tucked into the custom-made pockets. The previous night’s activities had depleted his provisions. He’d have to make a stop at his supply cabinet before he left. 
 
   He made a quick stop in the living room for his boots before unlocking the armoire with his equipment. He refilled his special holy water, blessed by a dead Pope, and grabbed a few syringes of sedatives, a tranquilizer gun, rope, and duct tape. His eyes lingered on the real gun and ammunition that still lay on his shelf. He closed the door and locked it, leaving it inside. No matter what happened, he couldn’t let himself shoot Camille.
 
   As it was, the next twenty hours were going to be rough.
 
    
 
   
 
   

 
 
   10:02 A.M.
 
    
 
    
 
   The demon who called herself Isra sighed and stretched her new arms over her head. Great Lucifer, it felt good to be out. She padded barefoot across the hardwood floors and cranked up the air-conditioning. The cool breeze blew across her bare skin, causing goose bumps to rise up and her nipples to tighten. There was nothing on Earth quite like modern air-conditioning. Whatever punishment Hell would hand out if she returned from her quest unsuccessful would be worth it if just to experience AC for a few short hours.
 
   That, of course, was only if she returned.
 
   She had less than twenty-four hours to capture a man’s soul and extend her time on Earth. She had until sunrise the next morning, to be exact. If she failed, it was back to the fiery depths. She’d be assigned some miserable task to teach her a lesson. But if she were to conjure an incubus and pass along the immortal’s essence, when she did return to Hell, perhaps her success would earn her a more glorious place amongst the demonic masses. A man’s soul was simply a token. A day pass to stay on Earth a little longer. But the soul of the oldest immortal warrior was something else entirely.
 
   Isra walked through the small and far too feminine apartment in search of a full-length mirror. She supposed some people might find floral fabrics and glass knickknacks comforting, but even an angel would turn up their nose at this place.
 
   "No one asked your opinion, honey."
 
   Isra smiled as her host, Camille, fought into her consciousness. The real Camille’s soul was buried deep within her. She could feel her pure spirit spiraling in her gut. It frankly made her nauseated. It wouldn’t last long, though. Even a pure spirit would corrupt in time. Once they shared the rush of seducing a man and stealing his soul, they would be addicted to it. The voices in her head would no longer plea for mercy, but urge her on so they could ride the surge they both craved.
 
   Defaming her host was almost as much fun as sucking out a man’s soul. Almost. She scanned the picture frames and lace curtains with distain. Breaking this one would be especially delicious.
 
   "You’re not gonna break me." Camille spoke boldly with a distinctly southern accent. Georgia, maybe. The sassy belle acted as though she had the slightest clue who she was really dealing with.
 
   Isra laughed and kicked a pillow that had slipped onto the floor. It slammed into a shelf and tipped over a cherub statue, breaking off its head. "You have no idea what you’re in for."
 
   "I’m not going to let you hurt anyone."
 
   "You don’t exactly have a choice, darling. What I do, you do. So get used to it. Where’s a damn mirror in this place?"
 
   The responding silence only seemed to fuel Isra’s irritation. Going to pout, was she? Isra walked over to the far wall and pulled an old family portrait off the wall. She held it up, seconds from letting it fall to the ground with a crash of broken glass.
 
   "On the back of the closet door."
 
   That was more like it. She sat the picture down on the kitchen counter and went in search of the mirror. Upon entering the bedroom, she scowled at the pink and yellow patchwork quilt on the bed. There were ivory eyelet pillowcases. It didn’t exactly scream seductress. She had a lot of work to do before Seth arrived. 
 
   The mirror caught the corner of her eye.
 
   The mortal’s body that reflected back at her was adequate, although she wasn’t quite certain what was special enough to get Seth’s attention. The blonde strands of her hair were straight and long enough to tickle the middle of her bare back. It framed the almond-shaped eyes that she was certain had been a clear blue at one time. Now they were a deep rose color that would deepen to blood red as her prey’s soul was absorbed into her. 
 
   Isra leaned in towards the mirror and cursed. A faint sprinkle of freckles crossed her nose and cheeks. She had fucking freckles. She might as well put her hair in pigtails and dress as a naughty schoolgirl to lure Seth to his death. Freckles. She should’ve done more research before she chose a host, but her source had insisted Camille was the one.
 
   "A lot of men like them, you know."
 
   "Yes, I’m sure you’ve taken a wide survey, Camille. At least, oh, three men?" Isra laughed until she spied a teddy bear propped up in the corner and a thought struck her silent. "You’re not a virgin are you?" She said the words with utter disgust.
 
   "No."
 
   "Thank the Dark Lord," she sighed. Oh well. Freckles aside, she still had plenty to work with. Her gaze was drawn down her flat belly to the curve of her hips that tapered into shapely legs. Even without heels, her legs were great. Stockings and a garter belt might be pointless. They looked even better bare. Isra turned to eye the curve of her ass. Her host was either very lucky or spent a great deal of time working out. 
 
   "I live on the elliptical machines at the gym."
 
   "Ah, we have those in Hell. Right next to the Iron Maiden and the Rack."
 
   Isra turned back to the mirror, watching the gentle sway of her breasts as she moved. They were high and full. She cupped them in her hands and admired their weight before crushing the nipples between her thumb and forefinger. The pleasure-pain shot through her and sent a throb straight to her sex.
 
   Her host squirmed uncomfortably inside her, but Isra could tell Camille enjoyed it, even if she wouldn’t admit to it. "Soon enough," she assured her aching body. Seth would come soon. She’d already tempted him with an erotic dream. Tapping into his mind had been easier than she’d thought. Michael’s immortals were arrogant and lazy. They believed they were untouchable and therefore didn’t take the proper precautions to keep their minds secure. He was near enough to feel the sexual pull luring him to her like a magnet. If he was any good at his job, he would know that he was walking into a trap. But she had no doubt he would arrive any moment, nonetheless. 
 
   And when he did, the new and improved Camille would be ready for him with a scenario designed to throw him off his game.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
   

 
 
   10:53 A.M.
 
    
 
    
 
   Seth didn’t bother to knock. The door was ajar when he approached, so he gently pushed it open and slipped silently into Camille’s apartment. As he closed the door behind him, he was almost tempted to check and make sure he had the right place. Although he’d never made it over the threshold, last night the space had been open and cheerful. Lace curtains and floral fabrics. Feminine. Very much Camille, his Southern belle.
 
   Now, it wouldn’t take an appearance from Michael to alert him that something was terribly wrong.
 
   He urged his eyes to quickly adjust to the darkness. The windows were covered in red fabric, giving an eerie cast to the candlelit room. There were a hundred candles scattered over every flat surface. The floor was covered with rose petals. The trail led through the living room and to the bedroom door, which was shut.
 
   The air was scented with Camille’s perfume. Seth wasn’t sure what she wore, exactly, but it suited her well, and he could recognize it in an instant. He took a deep whiff of the spicy scent as it tickled his nose and noticed it was intermingled with another smell. He took another breath to confirm his suspicions —— pumpkin pie.
 
   Modern research had only recently discovered what female demons had always known —— men were aroused by certain smells, and it wasn’t any of the ones you’d find at a department store cologne counter. Pumpkin, lavender, licorice...all scents that aroused men and indicated a succubus was close by.
 
   He sat still against the wall, scanning for movement, but found only illusions of motion from the flickering flames. Not wanting to wait, he reached into his holster and pulled out a syringe with a cocktail of Lorazepam and Haldol. Whatever happened over the next few hours, it couldn’t happen here. If the succubus realized she couldn’t seduce her victim, she would turn on him, screaming for help until someone else rescued her. She would fall, traumatized, into her savior’s arms and in turn, they would become her next victim. 
 
   Camille needed to be taken someplace where no one could hear her screams. Sedation was absolutely necessary for that to happen smoothly.
 
   Seth slipped the syringe into his coat pocket and slowly made his way along the rose petal path to the bedroom door. Unlike some demons that would attack or assault their prey, a succubus had no reason to threaten their victims. They wanted them to feel safe and aroused, like putty in their hands. 
 
   On the other side of the door would not be a winged, cloven-hoofed demon, but an intoxicating woman ready to let him do anything he wanted to her. She might be nude or dressed in some enticing lingerie. Her hair would be down, her cheeks flushed with sexual excitement. She might even be touching herself in anticipation of his arrival.
 
   An unprepared man wouldn’t stand a chance.
 
   Seth pressed his ear to the door as his hand gripped the knob. He could hear music inside. It was a low, slow, erotic sort of song with a pulsating beat that mimicked a natural sexual rhythm. She was good. Even he had to admit to the slightest stirring of longing within him, and he hadn’t even opened the door yet.
 
   It would only get worse from here. Camille would be on the other side of the door. At least, a demon wearing Camille like a suit. The succubus had laid the groundwork for her seduction with that fantastically erotic dream. She’d laid the trap and need only wait for him to walk into it.
 
   He took a deep breath and pulled his Saint Patroclus medal out. He kissed it for luck, then tucked it back into his shirt as he threw open the door. Seth was only slightly surprised to find Camille lying on the bed, although he hadn’t anticipated her to be fully clothed and bound with duct tape. Her arms were pulled behind her, her ankles wrapped together. He’d have to thank the demon for doing some of his work for him.
 
   Her eyes grew wide in surprise when she saw him, and then glassy with tears as she screamed at him through the panties stuffed into her mouth. The succubus had done her homework. She knew an immortal warrior of Michael’s would jump at the chance to save a beautiful, young girl from the clutches of Satan. Seth’s heart ached at the sight of Camille bound up, but fought the urge to rush in and rescue her. That’s just what she wanted him to do.
 
   He compromised, and against his better judgment yanked the underwear from her mouth and tossed it to the bedroom floor.
 
   "Seth, thank goodness you’re here." It was Camille’s voice, her accent, her expressions. She seemed genuinely frightened. "You’ve got to stop her. She’s hiding in the closet."
 
   This was going to be harder than he thought. Camille’s tearful eyes threatened to rip his guts up. He forced himself to take a deep breath and ignore her. It wasn’t Camille crying. It was the demon. Seth should’ve let the panties stay, but he didn’t want the real Camille to suffocate. Instead he reached into his pocket and knelt down beside her.
 
   "Untie me so we can get out of here." Her expression was so genuine. If it wasn’t for the pinkish tint of her irises, he’d question himself. This demon was very, very good. She was playing to his need to be a hero, hoping he’d rescue her, then take her away and ravage her without hesitation. Honestly, he wanted to. She had no idea how badly he wanted to have her. But he knew better. Camille’s life and Seth’s mortality were riding on him being successful.
 
   "We’re getting out of here alright." Without warning, he thrust the needle into her upper arm and injected the sedative. As he withdrew the syringe, the expression on Camille’s face crumbled before his eyes. In a flash, she went from innocent and fearful to devious and amused.
 
   "That won’t stop me," she laughed, her voice morphing from Camille’s to the deep, sexy tones of the succubus.
 
   "No, but it will make it a lot easier for me to dump you in the back of my van."
 
   Camille’s brow furrowed for a moment as she processed his words, but it appeared to be increasingly difficult for her. She opened her mouth to say something, but the sedative started to work its magic. Instead, her head dropped to the bed and the rest of her body went limp. Her seductive spell fell apart as she lost her ability to concentrate —— the music suddenly quieted, the candles and rose petals vanished. In an instant, the apartment was transformed back to the place he’d always known as Camille’s home —— like a layout in an issue of Southern Living magazine.
 
   Within a minute, her eyes closed and her breathing became soft and rhythmic. Seth reached forward and felt her neck for a pulse. It was low and slow, just as it should be. He capped the syringe and tossed it into the wastebasket as he went back out to the hallway and retrieved a large, rolling travel bag for golf clubs. 
 
   Without hesitation, he unzipped the bag and carefully placed Camille inside. She was a petite woman. He only had to bend her knees ever so slightly to fit her into the large bag. The zipper remained open a few inches at the top to allow for air.
 
   Seth carried the bag down the flight of stairs with great care, as though his very expensive clubs were inside. He passed a neighbor in the lobby as he went out, and the man smiled at the sight of the bag.
 
   "A beautiful day for golf," he mentioned.
 
   "I only wish I’d gotten an earlier start." Seth returned his smile and slipped past him to the street. His van was parked along the curb halfway up the block. It was the style favored by contractors and only had front and rear windows. Affectionately referred to has his Kidnapping Van, it allowed no one to see what was going on inside. 
 
   He opened the back doors and gently loaded the bag inside. For good measure, he unzipped it further to fully expose her face to the air, then slammed the doors shut and climbed into the driver’s seat.
 
   For an exorbitant fee, Seth rented a former military bunker in New Jersey to do his work. Across the river on the outskirts of an industrial complex was a warehouse that sat on a large parcel of property. It was currently owned by some Italian gentleman with questionable business practices, but it was gated and monitored with surveillance equipment. Exactly what he needed, although he didn’t want to know why they had ever needed it.
 
   He had absolutely no reason to need a warehouse of course, but the usefulness of the facility was buried deep underground. Seth pulled up to the gate and entered the seven digit key code. A loud beep preceded the shudder of metal as the gate started sliding open. He drove through the opening and remained until the gate had closed fully behind him. 
 
   Satisfied, he drove across the parking lot and around to the back of the warehouse. A garage door opener on his visor triggered the opening of a large industrial roll-up door. He pulled inside and shut it behind him.
 
   Once the engine was killed, he slid out of the van and went around to retrieve Camille. He unzipped the golf bag and slid her body out. She was still out cold, her face relaxed and peaceful, the way he remembered it to be before she’d been possessed. 
 
   With her eyes closed, he could pretend they were still the beautiful shade of blue instead of the tainted pink. She looked like she was asleep in his arms. He’d fantasized about waking up to find her just like this in his bed. Of counting the freckles on her nose by the light of dawn.
 
   Man, he was hard up. Either that or he just wanted her because he’d decided she was a woman he couldn’t have. He hadn’t made a point of denying himself over the years. When Michael wasn’t working him day and night, he’d had time to indulge over the centuries. But he hadn’t wanted to taint Camille with the dark cloud the followed him.
 
   Too late, he supposed.
 
   Maybe when all this was over —— and he was just a man —— he could consider it. But that was a big maybe. He had to get through the next twenty hours first. Then Michael had to follow through on his promise to nullify the contract. He’d believe it when it happened.
 
   He slipped his fingertips along the soft curve of her throat and checked her pulse again. Satisfied with the strong, steady beat, he hoisted her over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes. There was no longer a need for a golf bag when there were no witnesses to fool.
 
   The warehouse was empty and dark except for a few emergency lights that burned constantly. At one time, the large building had been used to house some secret aircraft operations for the Air Force. Now it was just a hat sitting on top of its real purpose. In a corner behind a stack of shipping crates was an elevator. There was a keypad beside it, obscured by an "out of order" plaque. Sometimes Seth wondered why he bothered. No one ever came to this place but him. Even his landlords didn’t have the current code. He paid extra for that luxury. It wasn’t like he could explain what he was doing there.  
 
   He slid over the plaque and entered another seven digit key code. The elevator, which appeared rusted and malfunctioning from the outside, suddenly sprang to life. The doors flew open to reveal a thoroughly modern and clean inside crafted with stainless steel and glass. Seth stepped in, careful not to whack Camille’s head as he turned around in the small space. He slid a specially programmed ID card into the slot and activated the inner controls. There was only one destination. The elevator moved on its own, descending the three hundred foot elevator shaft to his underground workroom.
 
   Even if one of his ‘detainees’ were to overpower him, they couldn’t escape. Not without his card and the code. It was his job to contain the evil in any way possible. Today, that would mean making it to dawn without having sex with Camille. He wasn’t sure if he’d been assigned a harder task before.
 
   The doors slammed closed and the elevator lurched down into the depths of the facility.
 
   Let the games begin.
 
   
 
   

 
 
   3:57 P.M.
 
    
 
    
 
   Isra’s head ached like someone had hit her with a hunk of brimstone. She was groggy and far too warm for her own liking. She winced and felt the rough texture of concrete scrape against her cheek. Her eyes pried themselves open to survey the situation she’d managed to get herself into. The first things she saw were metal bars. 
 
   Not good. 
 
   Last thing she remembered, she was in Camille’s bed and Seth had just arrived. Now she was in a damn cage or cell of some kind. How the hell did this happen?
 
   "Morning, Sunshine."
 
   Isra cringed at the sound of Seth’s voice. A growl formed deep in her throat as she pushed herself up onto one arm and searched for her captor. He was sitting in a leather recliner watching television on the opposite side of the room. 
 
   Where was she? There were no windows —— just solid stone walls. Surely this wasn’t his apartment. Who kept jail cells in their own homes? Michael’s warriors were too discrete for that.
 
   Damn, damn, damn. 
 
   This was not the way things were supposed to go. The real Camille chuckled deep inside of her, mocking her situation. The grumble of displeasure in her throat grew louder, drowning out the contemptuous laughter of her host.
 
   "If you keep growling like a rabid dog, I’ll shoot you with my tranquilizer gun."
 
   Isra immediately silenced the sound and rubbed her upper arm self-consciously. She was still sore where he’d stuck her earlier with the needle. She should’ve seen that coming. He was no amateur. Seth had disrupted her entire seduction, and now she’d need to start over under less than ideal circumstances.
 
   She took a deep breath to center her mind and begin the game once again. "Where you have you taken me?" She spoke now in Camille’s soft, confused voice.
 
   Seth rose from his chair and made his way over to her. He grabbed a folding chair from nearby and placed it a few feet from her cage. He flopped down into it, surveying her for a moment before crossing his arms over his chest with satisfaction. "Someplace where no one can hear your screams for the next..." he glanced over his shoulder at a red countdown clock on the wall, "thirteen hours or so."
 
   A lump formed in Isra’s throat as the clock counted the seconds away. This was bad. Very bad. She was locked in a cell, and her only way out was to seduce the man who held the key. So far, she hadn’t been doing that well. She had to turn up the heat or her reception back to Hell would be less than grand.
 
   She needed to switch tactics. She dropped Camille’s voice for her own throaty one. "Are you going to make me scream?" she asked suggestively. She rose onto her hands and knees and crawled across the stone floor to the bars like a slinky feline.
 
   "Perhaps." Seth leaned toward her.
 
   "Mmmmm..." she purred. "I want to make you scream, too." Isra pulled herself up and pressed her breasts against the cell wall. The satin blouse she’d chosen from Camille’s closet was slinky enough for the full mounds to slide easily in between the iron bars. Her hips surged forward, her pelvis straining against the confines of her cage.
 
   "I’m sure you do," he said.
 
   She watched Seth’s reaction as she moved her body. His green-gold eyes took in everything. His square jaw flexed as he swallowed hard and balled his hands into fists. No man could resist her otherworldly charms. She brought her fingers to her lips, kissing them, then blowing the kiss towards him. With the air was mingled a seductive pheromone only a succubus could concoct.
 
    Isra waited a moment for the chemicals to swirl around him. Once he breathed her in, she would be hard to deny. "Will you let me?" She smiled coyly and licked her lips. "Unlock this cage and I’ll do things to you that you’ve only ever dreamed of. Things that would make the old Camille blush in embarrassment."
 
   "Yeah?"
 
   "Oh yeah." She let her hand slide up to unbutton the top of her blouse, exposing the tops of her breasts as they nearly spilled out of her demi bra. "I know you’ve always wanted her. You’ve seen her slink around your building, swaying her hips, wearing those tight sweaters." Isra let her hands wander over Camille’s curves the way she knew Seth wanted to. "She dangles the goods in front of you, but she never delivers. Through me, you can have your precious Camille."
 
   Seth took a deep breath and sat back into his chair. Isra expected he’d grown uncomfortable in his tight jeans. She could hear the quickening of his pulse; see the faint sheen of sweat on his brow as he tried to fight her powers. Isra was winning. "And even better," she continued, rising to her feet and clutching the bars, "you can have her the way you really want her."
 
   Seth arched a curious eyebrow up at her. "How’s that, exactly?" His voice had grown deep and raspy with unmasked arousal.
 
   "We both know Camille is a modern, high maintenance girl. She’ll want romance and flowers and all the strings that go with it." Isra slowly tugged the hem of her skirt up, revealing Camille’s creamy, smooth thighs inch by inch. "You’re a man from another time. I can give her to you the way you secretly fantasize about it. Raw, carnal, dirty sex right here on the floor."
 
   Isra slowly crouched down, hiking the skirt up and spreading her thighs wide for him. There were no panties to restrict the salacious view. She ran her hands over her inner thighs, noting how his eyes followed them. "You can take me from behind. You can pull my hair."
 
   Isra paused to gauge Seth’s interest. His erection was unmistakable now, his breath ragged. She’d found just the right buttons to push. "You can call me a dirty little whore and spank me. You can ride me all night if you want to." She let her fingers roam even further down, teasing her moist folds. "Any ...way...you...want it." She let the last few words fall slowly from her lips.
 
   Seth leaned back towards her, his green-gold eyes blazing with pure lust as they moved from her hands to her face. "Any way I want it?"
 
   Isra felt a surge go through her. She’d done it. She’d have his soul in no time. "Yeah, Baby," she purred, bringing one long finger up and licking it ever so slowly. "Any way you want it," she promised.
 
   "How about...without you killing me when we’re done?" Seth stood up suddenly and walked out of her line of vision.
 
   
 
   

 
 
   4:35 P.M.
 
    
 
    
 
   Seth threw a pizza into the oven and slammed the door shut, taking his irritation out on the innocent appliance. She was getting to him. He couldn’t let that happen. He grabbed an energy drink from the refrigerator and took a large sip. He needed to stay awake and focused. And not focused on Camille’s breasts, at that.
 
   He’d underestimated the impact the succubus would have wearing Camille like a coat. Seth had battled his fair share of demons of all kinds, succubae included. It had always been impersonal. He didn’t know the hosts, and he certainly didn’t harbor an attraction for any of them. 
 
   With Camille it was different. It looked like her, sounded like her, smelled like her...the only difference was that this Camille was horny and throwing herself at him. He wished the real Camille would try that. Maybe then he could have the prize she was dangling without the inevitable consequences.
 
   Seth eyed his watch. Ten minutes until the pizza was done and thirteen hours until the sunrise that would force the demon back to Hell. He considered hitting her with another tranquilizer, but that wasn’t safe for Camille. They all had side effects, and he didn’t want to do anything he didn’t absolutely have to. He just needed to be strong and treat this like any other job.
 
   Seth turned to look back at the cage. Camille’s lacy, pale pink and red bra was lying on the floor in front of his chair. A moment later, her blouse and skirt followed. He tried not to look beyond the bars. She was going to be naked and he wasn’t sure he could take that. 
 
   The television suddenly started flipped channels, landing on one of the satellite music stations. The slow sound of tribal drums filled the room with an erotic, rhythmic beat. He could no longer resist a peek. He could see her naked body sway in time to the music. Her delicious curves called to him from across the room. The demon was relentless in her pursuit. 
 
   He shouldn’t look back. Sodom and Gomorrah taught him that much. He needed to put an end to it.
 
   Seth stalked across the room and unplugged the television. He didn’t look at her as he returned to the kitchen in silence. Instead, he braced his arms on the kitchen countertop and closed his eyes. He took several deep breaths, concentrating on the flow of air into his lungs and out, like he did when he needed to center his consciousness and contact Michael. With each rush of air he expelled, he hoped the intoxication of the succubus would go out with it. 
 
   By the time the pizza was finished, he almost felt normal again.
 
   Seth threw two slices onto a paper plate and one slice onto another. He carried both with him back to the folding chair, kicking her clothes back toward the cell. He didn’t look inside. Instead, he sat down and immediately began eating.
 
   Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Camille trying to get his attention. She was still completely nude, writhing around on the floor. She let out the occasional moan of pleasure as her deft hands moved from place to place, begging him to look up and get an eyeful of her pornographic display.
 
   Seth resisted the urge to throw dollars at her. She was working harder than most of the exotic dancers he’d seen in his years. But he wasn’t about to look. 
 
   "Do you want some pizza?" he offered. "I’m sure your host is starving by now." 
 
   The movement and pleasurable cries stopped at once. Camille drew up onto her knees and gripped the bars of the cage to get a better look at his plate. "Her stomach is empty, yes. It aches." She took a deep breath. "Pizza? Is that what I smell?"
 
   "Yep." Seth risked a glance at her now that she wasn’t playing the sex kitten. She was still nude, but now the display was more like a tasteful statue than a girls’ revue. "It’s got cheese, tomato sauce, spicy sausage...don’t they have pizza in Hell?"
 
   Camille chuckled and sat back on her heels. "Despite reports that it’s just some big, flame-kissed orgy down there, I can assure you it’s not. We don’t have any of the things we once enjoyed in Heaven or on Earth. Why do you think we risk what we do to come here?" Her rose eyes scanned his face, but he wasn’t sure what for. "Will you really give me some?"
 
   "On a few conditions."
 
   Camille sighed and pulled away from the cage bars. "Like?"
 
   "For one, put your clothes back on."
 
   Seth noted her hesitation. He took a big bite, closing his eyes and groaning in pleasure at the flavors and gooey cheese rolling around in his mouth. He cracked one eyelid open just enough to spy Camille as she started tugging her clothing back on.
 
   "There," she announced, standing fully clothed in the center of her cage. "Can I have it now?"
 
   Seth shook his head. "I wanna talk to Camille."
 
   The demon crossed her arms over her chest in defiance. "Forget it. I’d rather let her starve to death."
 
   "Come on, what will it hurt? I just want to make sure she’s okay." Seth opted to appeal to her vanity. "Unless you don’t think you’re strong enough to retake consciousness when we’re done?"
 
   "Of course I am." Camille’s chest puffed up at the insinuation that she was weaker than her host. 
 
   "Then prove it." Seth threw down the challenge he knew she couldn’t pass on.
 
   "Fine." Camille approached the cage, watching Seth with intensity as she gripped the bars in her hands. She took a deep breath and closed her eyelids. Her body shuddered for a moment and then went slack. When she reopened her eyes, they were the clear blue of Camille instead of the demon’s pinkish-red.
 
   "Seth?" she asked, looking around in confusion.
 
   He regarded her for a second, ensuring it was in fact his neighbor and not a trick. He set the pizza down and walked closer to the cell. "Is that really you, Camille?"
 
   "Yes, it’s me." Her eyes welled with tears. "What am I doing here? Where am I?" she asked, the fear evident in the trembling of her voice.
 
   "You’re someplace safe, that’s all I can tell you. I don’t want you to worry."
 
   "Not worry? Something has taken over my body." Camille reached through the bars and gripped his hand. "I don’t want her to hurt you. I know that’s what she wants." The concern in her voice touched him. She was more worried about him than she was for her own well-being. Her thumb stroked the back of his hand as she squeezed him for reassurance. 
 
   Perhaps there was more to their relationship than the neighborly friendship he settled for. He’d always told himself that it could never work between them. Aside from the fact that he wouldn’t age, she was far too innocent to be involved in his life and his work. Now she wasn’t just involved, she was his work. And if Michael let him out of his contract, what was to stop him from pursuing her now? 
 
   That was a thought better saved for tomorrow. "I can take care of myself," he soothed. "You just need to be strong for me, okay? We’ll get through this."
 
   Camille nodded, her back straightening with resolve. "Okay. I trust you. But Seth, there’s something I want to tell you."
 
   There was an urgency in her words that made his stomach tighten with anxiety. "Whatever it is, you can tell me later. Don’t do it now," he urged.
 
   "No, I want to tell you. I want to say it just in case this all goes wrong. I hate regrets."
 
   Seth’s mind began to swirl madly with thoughts he never allowed himself to have. "Okay."
 
   Camille took a deep breath and nodded. "I’ve heard the things she’s said to you. I know there’s something between us that we’ve never pursued for whatever reason. I know I was always too frightened of what we could have together. There seemed to be this darkness that followed you, and I wasn’t certain I could cope with it. But if we both get out of this alive, I don’t want to be scared anymore. No matter what happens, I want you to know that I..." she hesitated.
 
   "Yes?" Seth’s heart skipped a beat in his chest.
 
   Camille’s eyes darkened from blue to purple then pink as her expression hardened and a wicked smile spread across her face.
 
   "I want my pizza now."
 
   
 
   

 
 
   5:10 P.M.
 
    
 
    
 
   Just one more of many reasons she had to fight to stay on Earth —— pizza. Isra inhaled the food Seth offered. It was everything he said it was, even if it had cooled slightly by the time she got her hands on it. She could tell there was more left in the kitchen and she wanted another piece. Camille’s body needed the fuel if she was going to remain strong enough to achieve her goals.
 
   "Can I have another piece?" She shouted across the room at Seth. He’d stomped off after her imperfectly timed interruption. She had to admit, she got a little joy from it. If he was going to toy with her, it was only fair she toyed with him. Now he was back in his recliner, watching a cable news show and doing his damnedest to ignore her.
 
   "Seth!" she yelled, but he didn’t budge.
 
   Focusing her attention on the television again, she flipped the channel, this time to one of the pornography stations. The newscaster was quickly replaced by two women devouring each other in a steamy spa.
 
   Seth poked his head around the edge of the chair and scowled at her under his heavy dark eyebrows. Isra could already see the answer was no, but if he didn’t want to watch some girl-on-girl action, he needed to pay attention to her.
 
   "Camille is still hungry," she added innocently.
 
   With a grunt of displeasure, Seth slammed the footrest down and stomped over to the kitchen. He muttered something about tranquilizers and lesbians under his breath, but Isra didn’t care. She just wanted another slice of Heaven. Then, her tummy full, she could refocus on her mission.
 
   He paused with the plate outside her cell. "The television," he said.
 
   The channel flipped back to the news station. "A pity." She shrugged. "It was just starting to get good between those two."
 
   "Here." He thrust the piece through the bars.
 
   "My host thanks you ever so much," Isra mocked with a smile, snatching the plate away and retreating protectively to the corner of her cell to eat it.
 
   When the pizza was gone she opted to take a power nap. Demons didn’t sleep the way humans did, but when they took a host, they needed to give the body time to recuperate. It wasn’t her body, but if she wanted to keep it beyond the next few hours, she needed to take care of it.
 
   Isra took off her shirt and wadded it up in a ball under her head. She closed her eyes and within seconds, she was in a deep, unnatural asleep.
 
   When she opened her eyes sometime later, she felt thoroughly refreshed. She sat up and stretched, working out all the kinks from lying on the cold stone floor. The room was quiet, the television off. Isra couldn’t see Seth, but she assumed that he, too, fell asleep.
 
   The clock on the wall caught her attention —— she had a little more than ten hours left. 
 
   A sly thought crept into her brain as she rose to her feet. She stood on her tiptoes to catch a glimpse of her sleeping captor in his chair. Isra grinned with satisfaction as her next course of action took form in her mind.
 
   Quickly and quietly, she removed the rest of her clothes and knelt down in the center of her cell. She closed her eyes and took several deep breaths. Her breathing fell into a slow and easy rhythm as her hands slid up and down her bare thighs in time with it.
 
   A heat started radiating from between her legs, the warmth spreading through her whole body. The rush of arousal overtook her —— her nipples hardened, her cheeks and chest growing flush. Tiny beads of perspiration began forming on her skin. Her irresistible pheromones grew stronger as she became more aroused, the seductive scent no doubt making its way to where Seth was sleeping.
 
   She took another deep breath and let her mind wander beyond her cage. Her spirit slipped through the bars and crossed the room. Seth was kicked back in his chair, his breathing slow and soft. He was a beautiful male specimen, with dark strands of hair that fell across the chiseled features of his face. 
 
   It was a pity she had to destroy him, but she would do whatever it took to get out of Hell for good. The higher echelon demon that approached her had promised her freedom if she could deliver the immortal life force of the warrior Seth. It would be a challenge. She knew that. But the reward was so precious if she was successful.
 
   Isra’s spirit reached out and touched his cheek, her mind connecting to his in an instant. Back in the cell, her eyes rolled up into her head. It was time.
 
   "Seth..." she spoke the word silently in Camille’s voice, reaching out to him in his sleep through the connection she’d made.
 
   Seth stirred slightly in his sleep, grunting and turning himself to another position.
 
   "Come to me, my darling."
 
   Isra concentrated on creating a fantasy in her mind of the two of them together. In his mind, he would think it was just a dream. She tried to envision something different from the earlier dream she’d inspired in him. That one was too dark, too rough. He imagined his Camille to be sweet and innocent. If he really were dreaming about her, this is how he would see her.
 
   This time she imagined herself in a flowing white lace negligee, her blonde hair spilling around her bare shoulders. She stood just out of his reach, her perfect breasts showcased by the deep v-neckline of her gown.
 
   Seth watched her as he stood a few feet away. The gold in his eyes grew more intense as he surveyed every inch outlined by the silk and lace. His bare chest rose and fell with uneven breaths.
 
   Isra let her gaze travel down the rippled muscles of his chest to settle on the low riding waistband of his pants. She had to admit, she enjoyed her work. By nature, she was a purely sexual creature. There was little she wanted more in this moment than to unbutton those pants, and not just to steal his soul. "Come to me," she whispered.
 
   Seth took a step forward and Isra took a step away to maintain her distance. She couldn’t let him touch her. Not yet. He frowned as she moved back and out of his reach.
 
   "Don’t you want me, Seth?"
 
   "Yes," he growled, his hands balled into fists at his sides. He took another step forward and again Isra retreated.
 
   "You know what you have to do, don’t you?"
 
   Seth’s furrowed his brow as he tried to make sense of their dreamy world. "No."
 
   "You have to let me out. We can’t be together until you unlock the door. Do you have the key?"
 
   Seth shook his head, his desires and his faint recollection of reality clashing. "I can’t let you out." His words seemed anything but certain.
 
   "Yes, you can. You are a big, strong man. You can do anything you want to. Don’t you want this?" Isra ran her hands over the slippery fabric to outline every luscious curve of her host’s body.
 
   "Yes."
 
   Isra nodded and slowly started stepping further and further away from him until she was back in her cell. "Then let me out, Seth."
 
   Isra strained to maintain the fantasy in her mind. She could hear Seth as he got up from his chair and made his way over to the cell. He was sleepwalking, his eyes open yet not seeing anything but what she chose for him to see. If she lost her concentration, he would wake up. She was too close to screw this up.
 
   Seth pulled a set of keys from his pocket and fumbled with them in his fingers.
 
   "Yes, yes..." Isra urged. "We can be together now."
 
   He slid the key into the lock, his hands shaking ever so slightly with the desire overwhelming him.
 
   "Open the door," Isra whispered.
 
   At that, the keys slipped from his fingertips and fell to the stone floor with a loud clank. Both Isra and Seth jumped out of their trance at the sound echoing in the stone-encased room.
 
   Seth shook his head, gripping the cell in an attempt to shake the sleep that was clouding his mind. As his eyes focused on Isra, sitting naked in the cell, they grew wide with surprise. 
 
   She lunged forward, trying to blow him a pheromone-laced kiss in the hopes that she could still ensnare him in his groggy state. He leapt back, snatching up the keys and taking three more big steps away from her.
 
   "Tricky," he yawned, wagging his finger at her. "You are very, very tricky."
 
    
 
   
 
   

 
 
   8:29 P.M.
 
    
 
    
 
   Seth cussed all the way up the elevator. How in the hell had he let that happen? He almost let a demon walk right out of her cage. He gripped the package under his arm even more tightly and brought another can of energy drink to his lips.
 
   Not enough sleep, he supposed. He was immortal, but he wasn’t without his weaknesses. He had to eat and sleep. Maybe not as much as a regular human, but if he didn’t get enough his condition would suffer. He’d been up for days tracking and subduing the last creature from Hell Michael funneled his way. He’d awoken this morning after only three hours of much needed sleep. 
 
   When the demon fell asleep, he went to sleep. Simple as that.
 
   It was stupid of him. He couldn’t make that mistake again. From the very beginning this assignment had been trouble, but he should’ve known that the minute Michael told him he was being deliberately targeted, and why. Whoever orchestrated this scheme to steal his immortality had been wise to choose Camille as the host. He wasn’t detached. He was too invested in Camille to do the work properly. 
 
   He almost wished Michael had sent another immortal on this assignment. Then again, he didn’t. The mere thought of another man seeing Camille’s naked body on crude display made his blood start to boil.
 
   Seth could handle this. He just needed to take additional precautions. 
 
   The doors of the elevator opened, letting him out into the warehouse. The door sealed tightly behind him, but he needed to hurry. He didn’t want her left alone for long. He wouldn’t have left her alone at all if it weren’t absolutely necessary. At least the break and the fresh air would clear his mind and smother his arousal.
 
   Seth jogged to the opposite side of the warehouse, opening the small door that was closest to the front entrance. From there, he could spy the courier truck parked outside the gates of the property. He used this company for all his shipping and delivery needs. They were quick, reliable, and most important, discrete. 
 
   He called and asked them to come after he’d been able to shake off the sexual haze Camille had trapped him in. They said they would meet him outside the gate at eight-thirty. Seth glanced at his watch. They were right on time.
 
   He jogged across the parking lot and handed the package through the gate to the courier he recognized as Jeff.
 
   Jeff accepted the padded envelope, eyeing the label in confusion as he went to scan it with his tracking gun. "You want me to deliver this back here?"
 
   Seth expected the confusion. "Yes. Deliver it back here tomorrow morning at exactly six. I’ll meet you at the gate."
 
   Jeff was trained not to ask too many questions, and Seth paid enough to soothe his curiosity. "Yes, sir." He turned on his heel and climbed into his truck.
 
   Seth watched him disappear into the distance before he started back to the warehouse. He was filled with newfound confidence as he waltzed back through the safe house door and sealed it behind him.
 
   "You look pleased with yourself," Camille noted.
 
   "I am." He slammed back the last of his energy drink and crushed the can in his hand before tossing it in the trash. He let a smile spread wide across his face as he plopped into the chair at her cell and leaned in. "Wanna know why?"
 
   She seemed confused, but still curious. Camille approached the edge of the cell, gripping the bars and poking her face through. "Why?"
 
   "Because I’ve won," he gloated.
 
   Camille wrinkled her freckled nose as her confusion increased. "You mean you think you’ve beaten me already?"
 
   "I don’t think —— I know."
 
   "And what makes you so certain, Seth? What makes you think that in the next nine hours you’re not going to open that door and make passionate love to me the way you want to?"
 
   "I know," he grinned, "because I no longer have the key."
 
   The color drained from Camille’s face. "W-what do you m-mean?" she stuttered.
 
   "I mean it doesn’t matter how much pixie dust you blow on me or how badly I want to bend you over that table and give it to you. I can’t let you out. The one and only key is gone."
 
   "But what about Camille? Are you just going to leave her in here?" Her voice cracked. The demon’s low voice now had an edge of hysteria building in it.
 
   "The key is coming back, but not until tomorrow —— and not until after sunrise." Seth got up from his chair and flipped the television back on. "Enjoy your last few hours on Earth, Honey."
 
   
 
   

 
 
   10:13 P.M.
 
    
 
    
 
   Isra needed to think of a way out of this cage. She was running out of time. Even if she couldn’t seduce her initial target, if she could get away, perhaps she could find another man in time. Maybe his heart wouldn’t be quite so hardened to her charms. That would buy her another day. And then maybe she could outsmart Seth.
 
   She needed to come up with something. Something he wasn’t expecting. He was an immortal warrior of the Archangels after all —— he’d probably seen every trick she knew to throw at him. She had been told he was the oldest and strongest, and therefore the one they had to target first before they got suspicious and raised the alert to what they were really trying to do.
 
   But battling the oldest and strongest meant she had to be at the top of her game. She was chosen because she was the best. Isra had to find a way to knock him off his guard.
 
   "He’s not going to let you out of here." Once again, Camille fought her way into Isra’s mind. Once again, she had something smart to say. It was annoying, but she appreciated her spunk. "He can’t, even if he wanted to."
 
   "Oh, shut up," Isra pouted.
 
   "What’s that?" Seth peeked around his chair again.
 
   "Nothing."
 
   Seth sighed and came back around to the cage. He lowered himself onto the chair and propped his elbows onto his knees. 
 
   Isra watched him, her mind racing with options. Her instinct was to smile and start the seduction game again, but she was growing weary of this game. It hadn’t gotten her very far anyway. Instead, she flopped to the concrete floor, hugged her knees to her chest, and ignored him.
 
   "What’s your name?" Seth asked.
 
   "Camille," she answered automatically, resting her chin on her knee.
 
   "No, I mean your real name, not your host’s name."
 
   What did it matter? The clock was ticking away and she’d be right back in Hell before too long. And this time, she’d return a failure. "I’m just one of many in service to the Dark Lord."
 
   Seth sat quietly for a moment and then seemed to give up trying to talk to her. He stood and sighed, turning to walk away from the cell.
 
   "My name is Isra." She spoke the words suddenly as he moved away. She needed to keep him as close and engaged as possible. What could it hurt to talk? Perhaps gaining his trust could get her somewhere.
 
   "Isra?" Seth sat back down. "Tell me about yourself, Isra."
 
   She couldn’t help but wrinkle her brow in confusion. He wanted to make small talk? Okay. She could do that. She liked the way he said her name, anyway. "What’s there to tell, really? I’m a demon. It’s not exactly like I can tell you about my childhood and my aspirations to be a country music star." 
 
   Seth laughed, and Isra grew more confident in her ability to befriend him. "What about Hell? What do you do down there?" he asked.
 
   "We play a lot of strip poker." Isra smiled. "Seriously," she added as the smile slipped away, "there’s nothing that goes on down there that is appropriate for polite conversation. As I said before, there’s a reason we fight to get out, even if for just a day."
 
   "How often do you manage to get out?"
 
   Not nearly often enough, she mused. "If we’re lucky, once a decade or so, although the passage of time is sort of fluid down there. I haven’t been out since the late nineties. I got to stay on Earth for a whole week that time."
 
   Seth’s eyes shot up in surprise. "How’d you manage that?"
 
   "Well, the first twenty-four hours are the biggest hurdle. Once you capture a man’s soul, you can stay for several days until you have to do it again. Of course, the more souls you consume, the stronger you are and the longer you can fight Hell’s pull on you. And you need to be strong to fight Michael’s warriors. Otherwise, they’ll overpower you and exorcise you back to Hell."
 
   "Is that what happened to you?"
 
   "On numerous occasions." Isra frowned. "How come you haven’t tried to drive me out of Camille?"
 
   Seth leaned back in his chair. "Well, to be honest, the process is draining and dangerous for me and the host. I’ve been around a long time and learned a few things in my years at work. If I can keep you from stealing a man’s soul before sunrise, I can skip the theatrics. It’s easier that way." He looked over his shoulder and Isra followed his gaze to the countdown clock. About seven hours left.
 
   "Do you want something to drink?" Seth got up and went to the kitchen.
 
   "Sure."
 
   Seth returned and slid a juice box through the bars. "No sharp objects," he explained.
 
   Isra accepted the box of fruit punch. "I guess you think I can’t gouge your eyes out with my plastic bendy straw." 
 
   "It’d be a feat if you could." He laughed and sat down with a can of soda. "How does one get out of hell for these excursions of yours?"
 
   "Sometimes you can slip away without being noticed. At sunrise and sunset the fabric of this world thins and it’s easier to pass through. You have to get through the guards, though."
 
   "Guards?"
 
   "Mean sons of bitches. Hairy, smelly, and very strong. Their breath is like hot, rancid broccoli. They’re there, primarily, to keep the souls inside, though. Demons escaping are the least of their worries. Especially since so many are deliberately sent out."
 
   Seth listened to her with unexpected interest. "So did you break out this time or was this an assignment?"
 
   "Do you normally interrogate your captives?" Isra countered. She’d never been asked so many questions. It was usually a "seek and destroy" mission for both sides. Hopefully she wasn’t giving away any vulnerabilities in her attempt to befriend him.
 
   "Sometimes. I’m usually a lot meaner, though."
 
   Isra sighed. She couldn’t tell him the truth. They might suspect her motives, but if they didn’t, she wasn’t going to tip Michael off. "I did this on my own," she lied. "I was trying to prove myself to another demon. My big mouth gets me in trouble, sometimes. He challenged me to take one of Michael’s warriors. I took the bet."
 
   "Why did you choose me and Camille?"
 
   She shrugged. "I watched several of you that I suspected to be in Michael’s employ before I made my decision. You were the biggest risk, but you obviously had the biggest vulnerability in your neighbor. I thought using Camille would give me an advantage. It almost worked."
 
   "What if you lose and have to return empty-handed?"
 
   She shook her head. That was not an option. "You don’t really want to know. I’ll just say that I’m not in a hurry to go back." Isra turned to the clock, watching the red digits tick away the time she had left. "I don’t have long and it’s obvious I’m not getting out of here. What do you say to some dinner? I’d like to eat as much pizza as I possibly can before I go."
 
   
 
   

 
 
   12:20 A.M.
 
    
 
    
 
   Seth couldn’t believe how quickly the time passed while he was talking to Isra. They’d eaten more pizza and chatted about a number of different topics. They had both lived the long, storied lives of immortal creatures, but from very different perspectives. The things she’d seen and experienced in her lifetime were often dark, but fascinating, and he couldn’t help but keep asking questions. 
 
   She had more in common with Camille than she would probably care to admit. They were both smart and witty. He almost liked her. Well, as much as one could like a demon set on sucking your soul into the pits of Hell.
 
   At the very least, it killed two more hours and didn’t involve her getting naked again. He wasn’t sure his heart could take it.
 
   "Seth?" 
 
   He dumped their dirty plates into the trash and returned, dusting crumbs off of his hands. "Yeah?"
 
   Isra frowned, her brow knitted in thought. "Would you like to speak to Camille again?"
 
   Seth was surprised by her offer. "What’s the catch?" He almost felt guilty for suspecting her of a trick, although it was highly likely that it was.
 
   She pouted, her bottom lip sticking out seductively. "No trick. I just..." her voice faded out. "I just thought it would be a nice thing to do. You’ve been kinder to me than you had to be."
 
   Seth tried not to chuckle at the pained expression on her face. She didn’t seem to enjoy being nice, but whatever bit of conscience she had was getting the best of her. "Okay," he agreed and settled back into his chair. As an afterthought, he slid the seat back another foot or so.
 
   Isra curled up beside the bars and closed her eyes. An involuntary shudder came over her, followed by a deep sigh. "Thank God," Camille’s voice echoed in the steel cell. She opened her blue eyes and smiled at Seth. "I don’t think I can take much more of this."
 
   Seth returned her smile. "Hang in there. It won’t be much longer."
 
   She nodded and looked down at her hands. "It's a little weird being a spectator to your own life. Not having control over anything I do or say. I honestly can't believe some of the things she's done tonight. It's so embarrassing." A flush rushed to her cheeks that was a little unexpected considering all the thing she —— Isra —— had done tonight. Without making eye contact, she said, "Seth, can I ask you something?"
 
   Seth had hoped she would pick up their last conversation where it left off, but didn’t push the issue. "Sure. Anything." After the door to this world had been so violently kicked in, people usually had questions. Some he could answer, some he couldn't. But he did his best to comfort the demon's victims.
 
   "Do men really like women like that?"
 
   Her question caught him completely off guard. He was ready to explain the structure of Hell, the mission of a succubus... but not this. "Women like what?"
 
   "Like her? So blatantly sexual. Wanton. Kinky, even. Do men really want a woman like that?"
 
   Seth wasn’t sure what to say. "Well," he stalled, "yeah, I guess. Men aren’t very complicated. They’re easily distracted by sex. But at the same time," he argued, "we’re also territorial. We don’t want to share our woman with another man. I guess that’s the allure of a woman who can be a lady to the casual observer, but wild in bed."
 
   Camille listened and nodded. "That makes sense. I never really looked at it like that. I’d always strived to be the kind of woman a man wants to marry. The kind you’d be proud to take home to your mother. I guess I missed the point. Men want the best of both worlds."
 
   "I don’t think the man who had you could be disappointed."
 
   She looked up at him, her bright blue eyes wide with surprise. "Thank you. I guess it would be an exciting adventure, then."
 
   "What would be?"
 
   Camille crawled to her feet and pressed her body against the bars. "Exploring my untapped sexuality."
 
   Seth had to struggle to swallow the lump in his throat. His jaw tightened as his thoughts strayed to the possibilities of such an adventure. "I’m sure it would."
 
   "Would you like to help me?"
 
   Her words were so direct it threw him off his guard. He got up from his chair and approached the cell. He searched her blue eyes for the rosy hint of Isra behind them. There was only Camille. His hands closed over hers. "God, would I..."
 
   She smiled, the worry disappearing from her face. "Good." She watched him for a moment, the expression slowly transitioning to a sultry gaze. She stood up on her toes and leaned as far as she could into the bars to kiss him. He bent down and met her lips, ignoring the cool metal pressed against his cheek. 
 
   The kiss was amazing. Finally getting a chance to experience Camille, to know how she tasted and how she’d sigh against his lips, was a fantasy come true. He wanted to reach through the bars and touch her. He wanted to wrap his arms around her and press his body to hers.
 
   "How about right now?" she whispered against his mouth.
 
   Seth’s heart nearly stopped in his chest. This was even worse than Isra's tricks. At least then he knew Camille wasn't truly offering herself to him. This was completely different and just as dangerous. "We can’t. Not until the morning."
 
   "Come on," she urged. "There’s only a few hours left and Isra’s given up. I’ve been given a second chance at life and I want to start making the most of it right away."
 
   "No." Seth wouldn’t allow himself to be convinced, even with her reassuring blue eyes begging him.
 
   "It would be exciting. We’d have to get really creative." Camille arched an elegantly curved eyebrow at him as her fingertip slid down the length of one of the bars between them. "We can let our imagination run wild."
 
   "We can’t." Just the thought was enough to turn his entire body against him. How many unfulfilled erections could a man stand in one day?
 
   "How about a compromise?" She pulled away from him and slid down onto her knees in front of him. Her arms reached through the bars to unbutton his pants.
 
   The pain from his white-knuckled grip on the cell bars was the only thing keeping him grounded. "Camille..." he began, but was interrupted when her hand slipped inside his pants and grasped the length of him. He should pull away. He should tell her no. He just couldn’t make himself do it.
 
   She tugged at his clothes, giving her just enough access to what she wanted. Seth squeezed his eyes shut and groaned aloud as he sprung free of his pants into her eager hands.
 
   "Camille," he said again, but the words changed from a protest to a moan of pleasure as her pointed tongue encircled the head of his shaft. He had to stop this. He only had to wait a few more hours. Just a couple more and he could indulge without fear.
 
   "It’s okay, it’s just me," she cooed before taking him into her mouth. 
 
   Seth couldn’t take much more of this. His mind raced through his years of experience as she moved up and down on him in a slow, agonizing pace. Could oral sex with a succubus kill him? Damn it, he couldn’t remember. Probably. The end result was the same. He’d always been so sure he could resist the temptation, regardless. Now, he couldn’t pull away from her greedy mouth. 
 
   He’d just have to stop, he reasoned with himself, before it went too far. He could wait just a little bit longer. Just a couple more strokes. His heart was pounding in his chest, his groin tightening. He didn’t have a few more left in him. 
 
   Seth wasn’t about to lose his soul on a technicality. Not when he was so close to winning his life back.
 
   "No!"
 
   With all his might, he pushed himself off from the bars and flew backward onto the stone floor. Camille watched with a mix of confusion and disappointment as he scrambled to close up his pants and regain his sense of control.
 
   "What’s wrong, Seth?" She wiped her chin and shook her head. "It’s just me."
 
   Seth walked over to the cell and reached through to grip Camille by a handful of hair. "No, it isn’t," he growled through clenched teeth.
 
   Camille cried out in pain, and then started cackling with mischievous laughter. Her voice morphed back into Isra’s as her whole body shook with amusement. Seth let go, throwing her back onto the ground. She continued to laugh as she lay there.
 
   "I hope you enjoyed that," he fumed.
 
   "You certainly did." She crawled back onto her knees and grinned, wickedly. Her eyes were still blue. Apparently she'd used some kind of illusion to convince him it was really Camille's willing mouth on him. "I almost had you, too."
 
   Seth shook his head. She was right. Despite the risk, he'd fallen into the trap. He had very nearly let himself be killed for a damn blowjob. It was a great one, and after the night he'd had, he might've died happy. But his death wasn't the only consequence. Aside from Camille continuing to be possessed, the creation of a potentially immortal cambion couldn't be ignored.
 
   He was an idiot. He couldn’t trust himself anymore. 
 
   Seth made a quick dash to a drawer and retrieved a set of moldable wax earplugs. He stuffed them in, blocking out any sound she could make. He didn't care which of the temptresses in that cell was speaking to him. For the next few hours, he was going to sit in silence and read a book without looking at her or hearing a single word she had to say.
 
   "Almost doesn’t count," he spat and flopped down into his recliner for the last time.
 
    
 
   
 
   

 
 
   5:19 A.M.
 
    
 
    
 
   "Seth!" Isra screamed for the hundredth time. 
 
   He was certain she should be hoarse by now. Even with his earplugs he could hear her screeching his name. He didn’t care. He wasn’t about to move from his chair for any reason. 
 
   Over the last few hours, she’d run the gambit of emotions. She had cried, screamed, begged, bribed...nothing had worked. Nothing was going to work. He had mere minutes to go. Without looking at his watch, he could tell the time was running short. Her pleas were slowly increasing in desperation. Now they were downright frantic.
 
   "Six minutes," he taunted from the security of his chair.
 
   "Please, Seth," she begged.
 
   He could hear the tears in her voice. She should be crying. Isra was moments away from a return ticket to Hell and whatever fate her failure had cost her. It couldn’t be a pleasant experience, he was certain.
 
   He read the last few pages of the chapter he was on and closed the book. "Make that two minutes." He got up from his chair and came around to the cell, well out of her reach.
 
   Isra was lying in a broken heap on the floor of the cell. Her cheeks were red and tear stained from her hours of begging. "Are you happy, now?" she screamed at him.
 
   Seth shrugged. "I’m just doing my job," he said.
 
   Isra scrambled up onto her feet and threw herself at the cell bars. Her arms clawed at him through the cage, scratching at the air with futility. Objects started flying off the shelves and launching toward him. He dodged the projectiles, missing a knife from the kitchen counter by bare inches only to have his book slam into his shoulder. 
 
   Isra let out an ear-piercing shriek that reverberated off the walls of the room. It was the sound of failure.
 
   Even with his earplugs, the sound was like an ice pick driven deep into his brain. He put his hands over his ears and turned back to the clock. Ten seconds to go. Seth watched her furious expression crumble as she watched the last few moments tick away.
 
   "See you soon," she said. Her whole body stiffed as she clenched the bars. She screamed out in agony as her body levitated nearly a foot off the floor and writhed. The soul splitting of the two women was a horrible, violent experience. In a moment, she went limp and collapsed to the ground.
 
   Seth wanted to run to her side and comfort her, but he couldn’t take that risk. He crouched beside the cage and watched. "Camille?" he whispered. He didn’t dare speak any louder. She would have a righteous headache for several hours. They said the aftermath of a possession was the worst hangover you could ever imagine. He already had some prescription strength painkillers waiting for her.
 
   Camille laid still for a few agonizing minutes before she groaned and rolled onto her back. She brought her hand to her forehead and whimpered slightly. Her chest rose and fell with a few deep breaths before she opened her eyes and turned to look at Seth. "Am I me again?"
 
   "One hundred percent," he assured.
 
   She pushed herself up and looked around through squinted eyes. "I haven’t felt like this since college," she complained and rubbed her forehead again.
 
   "Here." Seth held out a soda and a couple pills. "The caffeine will help, too."
 
   "Great." Camille swallowed the pills and sighed. "So when do I get out of here?"
 
   Seth eyed his watch. "The courier is coming back with the key at six, so you’ve got a little while still to go. Are you okay in there? Can I get you a pillow or a blanket or something?"
 
   "No." She shook her head and winced in regret. "I’ve been on the floor long enough that my butt’s pretty numb now."
 
   "Okay." Seth eased back into his folding chair. Where should he start? "I’m sorry you got involved in all this. They used you to get to me."
 
   Camille nodded and chuckled softly. "I got that. I don’t know why I thought you were a bartender or something all this time. Must’ve been the hours you kept."
 
   "Well, you understand why I have to keep my work a secret from others, don’t you?"
 
   "Of course. There would be panic in the streets if people found out what was really happening right under their noses. I mean, my sexy neighbor is immortal. That’s just unbelievable. Like something from the movies. Say," she paused, "you aren’t going to erase my brain or anything like that, are you?"
 
   "No," he assured. "We don’t do stuff like that. We believe the experience you've had is enough to keep you quiet. Out of gratitude if nothing else."
 
   "Okay." Camille took another sip of her soda. "I don’t think anyone would believe me, anyway." She looked down at her can, her brow furrowed with concern. "How do you live like this, Seth? Night after night battling God-knows-what, unable to confide in anyone? It sounds absolutely terrible."
 
   "It gets easier as the years go by." Decades. Centuries. If Michael did restore his mortality, he wouldn’t have to cope with it any longer. He wanted desperately for Michael to release him. He didn’t long for death, but he had grown weary of his life. If he could spend the next fifty years growing old with someone like Camille, he would die happy when the time finally came.
 
   "I guess the idea of marriage and children must seem like a far off fantasy. Do you even date?"
 
   Date was not the right word. Hook up, perhaps. Nothing that would last long enough for them to notice he didn't get sick, or hurt, or age. "Not really. I just admire beauty from afar." He smiled and watched a flush rise to Camille’s cheeks. "Of course, I’ve never considered dating someone already familiar with my work. Say, a formerly possessed neighbor, for example."
 
   Camille rose to her feet and walked to the cell bars. She watched Seth for a moment before a smile spread across her face. "Are you asking me out?"
 
   "I think I am. If you’ll say yes."
 
   "I guess after you’ve writhed around naked on the floor in front of a man, the least you can do is let him take you to dinner."
 
   Seth nodded. "I think that’s only appropriate." He stood and moved to the cell, gripped the bars, and rested his forehead against them. "I’ve wanted to ask you out every time I’ve seen you for the past few months. I just didn’t want to get you involved in all this."
 
   Camille placed her hands over his and looked up into his eyes. "Too late." She rose up onto her toes and leaned in to kiss him.
 
   Unlike their earlier encounter, her kiss was soft and inviting, her lips trembling ever so slightly against him. He reached into the cell to cup her face with his hands. Seth pulled her as close to him as he could without forcing her against the rough bars of her cage. 
 
   Camille reciprocated, moving her body against him, the soft curves of her breasts pressing against his chest. He deepened the kiss, tasting the sweetness he’d craved for so long. Their hands moved frantically between the narrow openings of the cell, touching, exploring, their desires left unfulfilled.
 
   "I want you so badly," he groaned as their lips finally parted. He pounded his head against a bar with aggravation then let it rest there, throbbing. Even the pain couldn’t dull his desire for her.
 
   "I know," Camille breathed against his cheek. "But you’re in luck —— it’s just past six. Go get the key," she urged, her chest rising and falling with exertion.
 
   Seth moved as fast as he could, disappearing through the doors to the elevator. He dashed across the lot to the gate. Jeff was waiting for him there, the envelope in his hand. Seth snatched the package and waved as he jogged back to the building. "Thanks, Jeff!"
 
   He couldn’t get back fast enough.
 
    
 
   
 
   

 
 
   6:25 A.M.
 
    
 
    
 
   "Thank God," Camille exclaimed as he burst through the door. She couldn’t wait to get out of this cell and get her hands on the man that had saved her. She’d watched Seth for weeks, hoping she would run into him in the hallways of their building, but he’d never asked her out. Her mother had raised her to wait for a man to come to her, so she had tried to be patient. Now that she was so close to getting what she wanted, she couldn’t bear the separation anymore. "I don’t think I can wait much longer for you." 
 
   Seth stopped in the doorway, taking in the sight of her and ripping open the package. The intensity of his hazel gaze on her body was like a caress. The key slid into his hand, he tossed the packaging away and crossed the room in three large strides. His hands were shaking with nervous anticipation, but this time, it didn’t keep the key from slipping into the lock. The door swung open. "You don’t have to," he said.
 
   At last. Camille stepped out of the cell and summoned a look of wicked determination. Being possessed by a succubus was not an experience she wanted to repeat, but she’d learned a few things by sharing a consciousness with a being focused solely on pleasure. Isra knew exactly what Seth wanted. Some of the thoughts had shocked her. Others had intrigued her. But mainly it was an air of confidence that was important. Knowing Seth wanted her more than anything was empowering. Now was the perfect time to put that knowledge to good use.
 
   Her gaze fixed on him, her fingers moving along her blouse buttons and exposing her skin inch by inch. She let her blouse slide off her shoulders and fall to the floor. The red and pink lace bra followed. When Isra had shed her clothes, Seth had averted his eyes. This time, Seth allowed his gaze to settle on the full, round globes of her breasts and the hard pink nipples that seemed to be reaching for him. They ached for him to touch them, but he held his ground, his hands curled into tight fists. He had an amazing amount of self-control. At the moment, she wished he would just cut loose. 
 
   When Camille unzipped her skirt and eased it over her hips, the key slipped from Seth’s fingers and dropped to the concrete floor with a loud clank. She could see the tension in his body, the battle raging in his eyes. He’d spent twenty-four hours trying to avoid the very pleasures Camille was offering. He’d trained his brain to resist her. Now she would have to seduce him.
 
   With a sly curl to her full, sensuous mouth, Camille sauntered over to him. She ignored the part of her brain that worried about her being so exposed. He obviously liked what he saw. Seth swallowed hard, unable to tear his eyes away from her firm thighs and the cropped, golden curls of her sex. 
 
   "You’re gorgeous," he said.
 
   Camille fought the blush of embarrassment. She planted her hands on her hips and cocked an eyebrow at him. "Do you like what you see?"
 
   "Absolutely. I very nearly gave up my soul for that body."
 
   If that didn’t boost a woman’s ego, nothing would do the trick. "Then touch me," she demanded.
 
   When Seth hesitated again, Camille reached out for his hands. She placed one on each of her breasts. He groaned low in his throat as his rough palms grazed over her silky skin and pebbled nipples. The pleasure of his touch washed over her. She tipped her head back and let her eyes close to savor the sensation.
 
   From there, Seth’s hesitation vanished as quickly as her clothing. His mouth met hers with a punishing kiss. Most of the kisses she’d experienced in her lifetime were soft, sensual experiences, but there was nothing but raw heat between them now. His tongue glided along hers. Her teeth nipped hard at his bottom lip. She wanted to devour him.
 
   She let her hands roam over the hard muscles of his chest, pausing at the collar of his t-shirt. She wanted it gone. Now. With all her might, she gripped the fabric and it pulled away from him with a loud ripping noise. The shirt came apart in her hands. Seth slipped out of the torn remnants while Camille made quick work of his fly.
 
   Before he could prepare himself, Camille thrust her hand down the front of his jeans and palmed a handful of his hard length. Her fingertips stroked from the tip to the base. He was larger and harder than any other man she’d ever touched. She couldn’t wait to know what it felt like to have him inside her.
 
   Seth gritted his teeth to maintain control, but she could see it slowly unraveling. "Ahh, stop," he groaned.
 
   There was no chance of that. Camille looked him dead in the eye and stroked him harder. When her fingertips dipped low and grazed his sensitive balls, Seth jerked away. With a growl, he bent over and scooped Camille over his shoulder.
 
   The room turned upside down in an instant. She let out a surprised shriek, and then a giggle, smacking him hard on the ass just before he dumped her onto the bed in the far corner of the room. She bounced, trying to land gracefully, but there was no way to do it.
 
   Seth didn’t seem to mind. But he didn’t rush to her, either. He slowly licked his lips, sliding his belt out of his jeans. To tease him, Camille casually let her legs fall open, exposing her wet, pink flesh to him. Her hand ran up the inside of her thigh, and then brushed across her most sensitive skin. Her fingers stroked up and down, a finger dipping inside. It was a bold move, one she’d never done before, but she felt so sensual with him watching her like that. Her movements were so boldly wanton, Seth pulled his gaze away from her display to look in her eyes. It took a moment for her to realize he was checking to make sure they were still blue.
 
   "It’s still me," she said with a laugh. "I just picked up a few tricks over the last few hours. Come here and I’ll show you what else I learned."
 
   Seth hooked his thumbs into his jeans and tugged the rest of his clothing off. He eased down onto the edge of the bed with his knee and crawled up the length of her body until she was lying against the mattress and he was hovering over her. Her thighs cradled him as she relished the searing heat of his naked body against hers. 
 
   Kneeling between her legs, he ran his arms behind the small of her back and arched her back toward him, tugging her pelvis higher up his thighs. She could feel the press of him against her opening, but he stopped there. Every movement teased at her flesh. 
 
   His head dipped down and placed a searing kiss on her stomach before moving up her ribcage and capturing a nipple in his mouth. He sucked hard, a sharp stab of pleasure shooting through her. Her hips arched higher, aching for Seth to fill her body. Instead, his hand slipped between them. His fingers stroked her folds, teasing her clit until every muscle in her body was tight and she was panting desperately against his neck.
 
   "Seth!" she gasped, her body on the edge of release. "Please."
 
   He looked down at her with a grin every bit as evil as a demon could conjure. Then he thrust two fingers deep inside her and she very nearly came undone. He was going to torture her with pleasure. There were worse things, but she refused to wait any longer to have him. Not tonight. Not after everything that happened.
 
   Camille put both hands on his shoulders and shoved him backwards. She was nowhere near as strong as he was, but the element of surprise sent him tumbling off balance. She took advantage of the movement to crawl out from under him and pin him to the mattress. 
 
   He didn’t fight her when she climbed astride him. He actually smiled. "I had a dream just like this last night," he said.
 
   "You’ve been dreaming about me?" she asked.
 
   "None of them are as good as the reality." 
 
   Camille positioned herself, taking the tip of him inside her and easing back slowly. Her body expanded and stretched to accommodate his size. Just when she thought she couldn’t take in any more, she felt the base rest against her skin.
 
   It was an incredible sensation. She couldn’t even move at first. She just wanted to stay still and absorb the experience. She tightened her muscles around him, and Seth jerked inside her with a groan. The subtle movement set off pleasurable sparks throughout her body. She wanted more.
 
   Seth covered her breasts with his hands. She leaned into his touch, surging forward, and then moving back. The slide of him in and out of her body was exquisite. It built a heat in her belly, coaxing her to move faster, thrust harder, and find the release she sought in him. It didn’t take long.
 
   Camille had wanted this to last, but her body wouldn’t allow it. Her eyes fluttered closed as she rocked her pelvis against his. Her soft cries grew louder as her release built inside her. 
 
   "Come on, baby," he said in a coarse whisper. "Come for me."
 
   A few more sure strokes were enough to push her over and grind out her long-denied orgasm. She cried out, bucking her hips against him. The pulsating rush of release echoed through her body. 
 
   Seth’s hands went to her hips, holding her steady when her body threatened to crumble over him. He sunk his fingertips into her flesh and pressed his spine into the mattress to pull back and thrust rapidly into her from below.
 
   Camille braced her palms against his chest and enjoyed the ride. Each movement inside of her sent an aftershock though every nerve. When at last Seth groaned loud with his own orgasm and poured into her, she collapsed over him in utter exhaustion. She could feel his pounding heart beating as quickly as her own, his hot breath on her neck.
 
   A few minutes later, Camille rolled off to the side of him. He immediately reached for her, pulling her close to him. His hand found her chin and tipped her face up. He kissed her again. This kiss was gentle, but held the promise of things to come.
 
   "That," he whispered, "was worth waiting fifteen hundred years. Let’s not wait that long to do it again." 
 
   His hand glided down her side to her hip. Despite being exhausted and sore, Camille felt the flame of desire stir inside her again. "I think fifteen minutes is long enough."
 
   
 
   

 
 
   One Week Later
 
    
 
    
 
   Seth opted to celebrate his newfound mortality by immediately contracting the flu. No sooner had Michael torn up their contract, he started to sneeze. It was startling, after so many years of immunity, but proof positive that he was once again his own man. He’d take a few days in bed in exchange for freedom.
 
   Michael seemed all too pleased to terminate their deal in the height of cold and flu season. It was just one more reason Seth was glad to be rid of the smug bastard. He might be an angel, but he could be a dick, too.
 
   He had hoped to start looking for a job, to begin settling into the real world, but a hundred and two fever knocked him on his ass harder than any demon he’d ever run across. His whole life was put on hold, but the most painful part was that he couldn’t see Camille until he was well again.
 
   He’d waited months to touch her, unsure if she could cope with his complicated life. Then he couldn’t have her without risking death. They spent one incredibly hot night together and then he got sick. For the next few days, he would have to be happy with the memories of her naked, writhing body seared into his brain.
 
   Seth did see Camille. She came by his apartment a few times with homemade chicken noodle soup and medicine. But she didn’t stay long or come close enough for him to touch her. It was agonizing. More so than the throbbing in his head or the fire in his throat.
 
   Fortunately, the virus had run its course. And tonight, he was taking Camille out on the date he’d promised. He put on his sharpest suit and knocked on her apartment at exactly six-thirty. 
 
   Camille answered the door in a tight, form-fitting red dress and sky-high heels. It wasn’t trashy; cut too low or with a hemline too short, but it clung to each delicious curve, sending his mouth to watering. 
 
   "Wow," he said. "Are you sure you want to go to dinner?"
 
   Camille pushed at his chest to move him back into the hallway so she could close the door behind her. "Yes. We have to at least go on one real date before we have sex again."
 
   "If you insist." Seth slipped his arm around her waist and escorted her down the hallway. At the moment he was wishing he hadn’t selected such a nice restaurant to make their reservations. It had a multi-course menu that took far longer to consume than a regular meal. He’d delayed touching her bare skin by at least two hours. Right now, he wished they could find a drive-thru burger joint and come back to her place.
 
   But he resisted. Camille deserved a nice evening out after everything she went through because of him. And he was looking forward to wooing her. He hadn’t taken a relationship past the physical in a very, very long time. This was his first chance to build a life, start a family, and settle into his new and limited existence.
 
   It didn’t take long to get to the restaurant. After they ordered and the sommelier brought their first wine selection, Camille excused herself to go to the ladies’ room.
 
   Seth waited patiently, sipping his wine. It was less than a minute later that he felt an awareness of being watched. It wasn’t quite the same as Michael’s presence. But it was most certainly otherworldly. Being mortal again hadn’t stripped him of his experience.
 
   He looked up to see a young, leggy brunette and an older man walking toward him. They were on their way out of the restaurant. As they neared the table, the woman whispered into the man’s ear. He eyed Seth for a moment, nodded and continued walking out of the restaurant alone.
 
   Seth didn’t recognize the brunette until she bent into the candlelight of his table and reached out to stroke his face. Her eyes were an unmistakable shade of pink, a wicked grin curling her bright red lips.
 
   Isra.
 
   Before he could react, she leaned in and kissed him. He braced himself for the assault, but it didn’t come. 
 
   Instead, she pulled away and smiled. "It’s good to see you again, Seth." She flipped her dark brown curls over her shoulder and wiggled her fingers in a dainty goodbye. Then she was gone as quickly as she had appeared.
 
   A few minutes later, Camille returned to the table. She watched Seth with a curious expression. He must’ve looked absolutely shell-shocked. He wasn’t quite sure how to react or what he should do, but realized finally that it wasn’t his job anymore. He was out of the demon hunting business.
 
   "Is something wrong?" she asked.
 
   Seth shook his head and finally smiled. "Not at all. I just ran into an old friend."
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