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Prologue
“Happy birthday to you!  Happy birthday to you!  Happy birthday, dear Portia!  Happy birthday to you!”

I tried to focus through the haze of my mind on the light source in front of me, but it kept flickering and moving.  It took a minute for my mind to register what it was seeing—a massive cake, all lit up with candles.

Wait.  It was my birthday?  I looked beyond the cake to the face behind and saw Vance smiling at me.

“What’s going on?” I asked groggily, blinking several times while I tried to collect my thoughts, feeling so confused.

Vance turned and set the cake down on something unseen.  “It’s your birthday, love.  Time to wake up and celebrate.” He smiled and leaned to kiss me on the neck, slowly licking the tip of his tongue seductively up the side of it.

Something wasn’t right, but I was having difficulty understanding what was going on.  I swallowed thickly, struggling to latch onto the thought that was niggling, swimming just out of reach.

Wait. 
Love.
  That was it!  Vance never called me love, he called me baby.  My previous memories from the night of the fire suddenly came rushing back, crashing over me in flashes of terror.

I pushed at the chest above me, attempting to get away, but I was too weak.  I tried to call on my jinn powers to evaporate and found myself unable to even muster a shimmer.

The soft sound of laughter began to tickle against my ear, followed by a sickening voice.

“What’s the matter, Portia?  You don’t like it when I look like Vance?” Damien Cummings’s voice whispered as his lips tickled against my skin, and he gave a flick of his tongue against my earlobe.

“Get off me, you sick pig!” I rasped out hoarsely, shoving him harder.

He lifted up for a moment, showing himself in his true form this time, and he grabbed both of my hands, pinning them to the table beside my head.

“I’m not done yet!” he said with a sneer, and I watched in horror as his face morphed into his demon features, while I continued to fight against him.  “It’s time for the birthday dinner!” 

He slammed his face into the crook of my neck, biting me hard, and I screamed while he drank my blood, feeding in giant gulps until I passed out once again.

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 1
Dreams haunted me—showing images from my life.  One moment I was back in high school, seeing Vance for the first time, the next I was wrapped in his arms, and he was kissing me passionately.  I clung to him desperately, never wanting him to let me go, these intimate flashes together seeming so real.

I relived our life, watching our relationship grow as our coven continued to hide him from his scheming father, but then the dreams shifted and grew darker.  Evil began to make its presence known and found a way to insinuate itself into the vessel of the very person I loved.  Despite the fact that we thought we had destroyed his dad—despite thinking Vance had made it unscathed through an experience with death—fate seemed to be constantly working against us.  I continued to fight for him, but there was always something pulling him in deeper, until he finally made the change we all feared.

He was a hunter, a demon, and he craved the fresh, uncontaminated witch blood I carried—mine specifically, which was laden with power.  I didn’t know what to do—I only knew I had to give him a chance and try to reach the real man lying dormant inside him. 

It was difficult, and he proved to be a worthy adversary, but I could feel a slight change in him when we were together, and I believed his feelings would win out in the end.  While it wasn’t a perfect situation, often fraught with danger for me, I refused to give up.  We had bound ourselves together, both by magic and marriage, and I took those vows seriously.  I would fight for him until there was no fight left inside of me.

I thought I had finally received my miracle, that he had made a break through and was trying to redeem himself when he showed up to rescue me from Mayla’s demon coven.  Only I found out a switch had happened, and the person who rescued me wasn’t Vance at all.

I didn’t know how long I had been lost in my dreams before I found myself beginning to consciously be aware of my surroundings.  My mind was clearer this time though, and the images from the past continued to run through it.  I remembered the night of the fire when I thought I was safe in Vance’s arms, only to discover it was Damien, and he was a shape shifter.

I would’ve gagged on the thought if I wasn’t absolutely sure of when the switch had happened.  Vance and I shared a mental link with one another, a connection which had been firmly intact until Mayla tried to perform her ritual.  I was unable to reach Vance through it during repeated attempts that night.  That’s because it wasn’t Vance who had been with me.  It was Damien who’d come to my rescue, if one could call it that.

Vance’s father was alive.  How, I didn’t know.  It seemed completely impossible since I’d seen Vance destroy him.  He apparently had all of his powers restored to him too, despite having a demon kiss performed on him that had sucked all of his magic away.  The only thing I was sure of now was that Damien was holding me prisoner.  What I didn’t know was where Vance was. 

Afraid of what I might find after my last resurfacing, I chose to keep my eyes closed and my breathing deep and even, wanting to appear asleep to anyone who might be watching.

Since my eyelids seemed fairly dark, I concluded I must be in a dimly lit space, so I tried focusing on my other senses—hearing, smelling, and what I could feel around me.

Inhaling through my nose, the air seemed heavily perfumed with a waxy type scent I quickly deduced to be candles.

I curled my fingers ever so slightly, trying to feel where I was laying.  It appeared to be some kind of luxurious material, and judging from my own comfort I would say I was on a bed.  I moved my hand slowly, brushing my clothing, and discovered I was still wearing my shorts and tank top I last dressed myself in.  I felt grimy though, and I wondered how long I had been this way.

After listening carefully for any type of sound and hearing nothing at all, I decided to risk opening my eyes.

A dim glow flickered overhead, against a rough-hewn, rock ceiling.  I shifted my gaze slightly to look around, finding myself on a massive wooden bed covered in purple silk fabrics, in a large, cave-like room.  Groups of candles were clumped together in random locations throughout the dark space, dancing and flickering in a cool draft that circulated from somewhere.

“Amazing little place, isn’t it?” Damien’s voice permeated the air, and though I couldn’t see him, I stiffened in reaction to the sound.

I turned my head farther, searching in the low light to find him standing in the shadows in a far corner of the room.  He was leaning up against the stony wall, wearing dark dress pants and a black button up shirt that was rolled up to the elbows and unbuttoned at the top. It was the most casual I’d ever seen him.  He was holding a chalice in his hands, and I didn’t have to let my imagination stretch very far to figure out what kind of liquid it contained.

Flicking my gaze away from him, I jumped off the plush bed when I saw Vance spread out on an altar across the cavern from me.  Candles were grouped around him on one side, illuminating the length of his body.

“What have you done to him?” I called out in concern, hurrying to move in his direction.  I only took a few steps when I felt like I hit a brick wall, my momentum causing me to fall backward abruptly.  Glancing over the space in front of me, I detected little magical sparks dancing over what had been a previously unseen force field.  “What’s this?” I said, flashing an angry glance over at Damien.

“Sorry,” he replied with a shrug.  “I guess I neglected to mention that, didn’t I?”  He began walking toward me.  I hurried to my feet once again, ready to attack if I needed to.  It took a few moments for him to reach my location, coming to stand right in front of the shield.  He raised his glass to take another swallow, but never took his eyes off me.

“How are you even here?” I asked, still wishing this was a horrible nightmare I would wake up from.  “I saw everything happen with my own eyes.  You were dead.  Vance killed you.” I swallowed hard.  “And where is the rest of my family?” I added thinking back to the night of the fire, which was the last thing I could remember prior to being here.

“Take it easy,” Damien said, and to my surprise he walked right through the barrier between us with ease, crossing the space to go sit on the bed I just vacated.  He patted the space next to him.  “Why don’t you come sit by me, and we can have a nice little chat together?  I’m more than happy to answer any of your questions.”

“You know, I’d rather gouge out my own eyes than look at you,” I replied sarcastically, not wanting to be one inch closer to him than I had to.  “I think I’ll be fine.”

“Oh, Portia,” he said, a grin spreading across his face.  “I always did love your tendency toward theatrics, they’re so amusing.  How I’ve missed you.”  His gaze traveled over my figure from head to toe, and I had to fight the urge to suddenly fold my arms over myself, trying to protect my body from his perusal.  “Suit yourself.  But if you want answers, it might behoove you to behave a little more accordingly toward me.”  He lifted an eyebrow, as he downed another large mouthful from the chalice, before gesturing to the seat next to him once again.

“Fine,” I grumbled like a distraught child being forced to do some horrible chore, and I went to sit as far away as I could get from him on the mattress.

“See.  Now that wasn’t so bad, was it?” he replied with a chuckle.  “You and I are going to get along famously.  I can tell.”

“Just answer the question, Damien!” I bit back at him, my frustration at the whole situation getting the better of me.  “How did you get here?  And what’s the matter with Vance?”

He threw his head back and laughed.  “There’s the aggressive spitfire I remember,” he said with almost a look of delighted glee flashing over his features.  “I knew she was in there somewhere.”

I took a deep breath, determined not to play his little mind game.  I tried to make my face into a mask of disinterest, but I couldn’t hold the look as I glanced toward Vance with concern.

“What’s the matter with him?” I said more softly this time, afraid to try and use the mental connection Vance and I shared in case Damien could detect it somehow.

“Vance?” Damien said, looking across the wide space to where he was laying.  “Well, he’s dead,” he replied, with a slight shrug as he lifted his drink to his mouth once again.
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