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				Chapter 1

				Destiny Carter was six years old when she had the first inkling that her life wouldn’t be a fairy tale. That was the day her mother left her in a grocery store and never came back. Destiny was right, her life went downhill from there. Bad foster homes, bad boyfriends, and really, really bad choices.

				Then she died and went to Hell.

				Until she was kicked out.

				Destiny landed on the sidewalk with a hard thump.

				“Son of a bitch!” She grimaced as she came to her feet, rubbing her hands over her tender backside. She was probably the first person ever to get kicked out of Hell. Temporarily, that is.

				Hysterical laughter bubbled inside her, but she quickly tamped it down. She was not going to lose what little bit of sanity she had left. She would get through this like she did everything else, by gritting her teeth and doing what she had to do.

				All is not lost. Just take a deep breath.

				She inhaled.

				Ugh! Her nose twitched as a god-awful stench filled her space. She glanced down the deserted street. Faded army-green painted letters on a shabby storefront window proclaimed it as Ft. Worth’s finest resale shop.

				Oh hell, she’d landed close to the stockyards in Ft. Worth, Texas, but this wasn’t Billy Bob’s. No, skid-row bars and vacant buildings lined both sides of the street.

				Could her day get any worse?

				Not that she had anything against Texas, except it was hot as hell. The dry heat was not helping her mood.

				“I couldn’t manage to steal one more soul?” she grumbled.

				Okay, so she wasn’t the best salesperson in the underworld. Why didn’t that lawyer just sign on the dotted line? He insisted on reading the fine print and before she knew it, poof, he was gone. One more soul and she would’ve been a full-fledged demon with all the rights and privileges of that position—like drinking, gambling, and lots of sex.

				“Sex,” she breathed on a sigh as she slowly combed her fingers through her long, black hair. Naked, straining bodies. Hands touching, caressing. She bit her bottom lip and forced the vision to go far, far away before she grabbed the grungy-looking bum leaning against the vacant store front and had her way with him.

				She grimaced. Maybe she wasn’t that hard up. But Destiny did really miss sex. Everything about her life might have been lousy, but never the sex. And right now she was so horny she figured she’d start sprouting a pair any time, except people at the trainee level couldn’t grow a set of horns to save their lives.

				Now she was one step farther from her goal. The ones in charge were really pissed, but at least they had given her another chance, and new orders: corrupt someone and drag the unwitting person back to Hell. She had one week to do it or else. Why the fuck had they tacked on “or else”? What were they going to do? Send her to Hell?

				Okay, shake it off. Getting kicked out was only a minor glitch. She could take a soul in less than a week. A moment of panic sent a shiver down her spine and her bravado drained away. Who was she kidding? Only dying souls caught between Heaven and Hell were sent to the sorting station. Her job was to convince them Hell was their best choice. She didn’t have to search them out. Nothing ever went right for her in life. Why did she think being dead would change things?

				No, she could do this. She would survive.

				A flashing neon sign suddenly caught her attention when one of the bulbs popped and blew out. THE STOMPIN’ GROUND. A bar. Her mouth watered. Demons-in-training weren’t allowed to drink, or do much of anything on the job, and they were always on the job. One drink wouldn’t hurt, and a bar would be a good place to start looking for a corruptible soul. In fact, it was her duty to go inside and check the place out.

				A slow smile curved her lips as she slid her hands slowly over her body and the plain, butt-ugly, black wool uniform shift became a tight-fitting, low-cut, fuck-me red dress that shimmered with each slow, seductive step she took. Yeah, she was bad. Life made her that way. That’s why she went straight to Hell. You never saw a good girl in Hell.

				The bum’s mouth dropped open. He looked at his wrinkled brown paper sack that obviously held a bottle of booze, then back at her. She grinned and winked. He tipped the bottle to his mouth, guzzling down more alcohol.

				“See you in Hell,” she muttered.

				Destiny made her way to the bar, then pushed on the door, stepping inside the cool, dimly lit interior. As soon as her eyes adjusted, she glanced around. A haze of cigarette smoke formed a gray cloud above the patrons.

				Slim pickings. Only a handful of people sat at tables.

				Two worn out hookers were strategically positioned close to the door. Too easy. They already had Hell stamped on their foreheads. Destiny wanted to impress the powers that be. Used-up hookers would not make an impact on them.

				A couple of men sat at another table deep in conversation about a stupid football game. Not bad looking. Wedding rings glinted on their fingers. Married. Too much trouble.

				Hmm… But the demons might be impressed.

				Before she could take a step toward them the bathroom door opened, spilling a patch of light into the bar. Two laughing women joined the men at their table. Scratch that idea. Two was company, four was a crowd.

				There was a lively group of barely legal college boys chugging pitchers of beer. Hmm, certainly corruptible. From the way they were dressed, they were definitely slumming. One guy glanced her way, eyes practically bugging out.

				Oh hell, was that drool? No thanks!

				Someone put money in the jukebox and a slow country song began to play. For a moment, she let the deep voice of the singer wash over her. She didn’t even mind that he was crooning about his cheating wife and losing himself in a bottle of whiskey. Damn, she missed being alive.

				Her gaze languidly drifted around the rest of the room, past dark walls with posters of country singers plastered all over them. The bartender wiped a damp cloth across one end of the bar. Destiny’s eyes narrowed as she sized him up. The potential was there.

				He raised his head, saw her, then smiled. The kind of smile that made her feel good all over. He wasn’t bad looking, in a good-old-boy sort of way.

				Destiny drew in a deep breath as she readied herself for a full assault, but at the last minute a movement at the other end of the bar caught her eye.

				A lone cowboy sat on one of the stools nursing a beer, his back to her. He wore a black T-shirt that deliciously hugged his broad shoulders. Her gaze dropped. The jeans weren’t bad, either. Nope, not bad at all. The guy had a great ass from this angle. Sweet! Cowboy had just enough muscles that he created a fantasy, but not enough that she would be in competition with his ego.

				He turned and looked her way, his gaze sliding sensuously over her body. Tingles of excitement tickled her spine. She had such a fondness for cowboys. They knew how to ride ’em long and hard, and she was all for long and hard.

				She devoured him with one long lazy look. His black Stetson was pulled down low on his forehead as though he didn’t give a damn about anyone or anything. It didn’t help that, for some insane reason, black cowboy hats turned her on.

				Oh baby, she was about to make his wet dreams come true. Yee-haw, ride ’em cowboy.

				The bartender was forgotten as she locked on target. Destiny slid her hands over her hips nice and slow before sauntering toward him, putting just a little bit of swing in her hips.

				This time she would be the one calling the shots. The one in charge. No one would ever control her again like they had when she was alive. She would take what she wanted and to hell with the rest! Literally.

				The cowboy watched her every step of the way. She was already wrapping him around her little finger and the poor guy didn’t have a clue. She stopped beside him.

				“Buy a lady a beer?” she asked. Her words held enough invitation that only an idiot wouldn’t guess she wanted more than a beer, and this guy didn’t look like an idiot. She slid onto the stool next to his, propping her elbow on the scarred wooden surface of the bar.

				Over the haze of smoke, over the smell of alcohol, Destiny caught another scent that weaved its way around her, making her lean in a little closer. It was spicy and held a promise of nights filled with down-and-dirty sex. She could feel the waves of heat radiating off him, curling around her body and wrapping her in a sensual cloud of sexual awareness.

				“A beer for the lady,” he drawled, breaking into her fantasy and nodding toward the bartender.

				His voice sent tingles down her spine. It was just a little raspy—low and sexy.

				Cowboy swiveled his stool around to face her and tipped the brim of his hat with one finger so she got a better look at his face: the strong jaw, the slight stubble, and the most intense blue eyes she’d ever encountered.

				Destiny had her first mini orgasm, and it felt so fucking great! This guy looked good enough to eat. She was going to enjoy corrupting him.

				“What’s a cowboy like you doing in a bar all alone?” Okay, that sounded pretty cheesy, but she was a little out of practice; she’d died in 1959.

				“Waiting for a woman like you,” he replied and again his words caressed her as his blue-eyed gaze drifted lazily down her body before returning to her face. Her nipples tightened.

				The bartender set a beer in front of her. Cowboy dropped a few bills on the counter and the bartender left.

				She grinned as she took the bottle, her tongue sliding nice and slow around the rim before she brought it the rest of the way to her lips. She tilted the bottle a little and ice-cold liquid slid down her throat. Nice. She’d missed the taste of alcohol.

				“So, what’s your handle, cowboy?” she asked after she lowered the bottle.

				“Chance. Chance Bellew.”

				“Well, you’ve just met your destiny.” She grinned. “Destiny Carter.” She thought she might have crossed the line of cheesy, but his eyes began to sparkle and his slow, sexy grin made her tremble.

				“And maybe you’re taking a chance by sitting so close to me.”

				She leaned nearer. “Maybe I like taking chances.” And she’d certainly like to take this Chance!

				“You may not know what you’re letting yourself in for,” he told her.

				“Oh, I think I might.”

				“Are you a bad girl, Destiny?”

				His slow Texas drawl washed over her like liquid fire. It was all she could do to even breathe. She took another drink of her beer, then set the bottle back on the counter before turning and looking him right in the eyes. “You’ve never seen bad like me.”

				He casually placed his hands on her knees. She drew in a sharp breath.

				“You think so? I’ve been with some really bad women.”

				His fingers left trails of fire as he began to draw slow circles on the insides of her knees. She sucked in a deep breath as delicious sensations rushed through her.

				“You don’t mind my touching you, do you?”

				Destiny met his gaze head on and shook her head. “I don’t mind at all, but don’t you want to find someplace quieter?” Someplace where she could tear off his clothes and make wild, passionate love all night long. Her body was starting to freakin’ burn she was so hot. After that, she would take him to Hell.

				Chance shook his head. “It’s dark enough. No one is watching.”

				Destiny scanned the bar. The college boys were just leaving. The married men were still talking football. The women with them were starting to look bored. The bartender had walked over and joined in the conversation. The hookers still looked bored. Chance was right. No one paid attention to what they were doing.

				He propped his foot on the outside rail of her barstool to block anyone’s view, and then his gaze dragged its way down her body. Her nipples hardened to tight little nubs. They ached for him to tease with more than his eyes.

				Some small amount of sanity returned. “You want to fuck in the bar?” How much could they experience here? She wanted him totally naked and lusting for her body.

				Still, the idea did hold some merit. She was always the one who loved living on the edge. The one who took a dare at the drop of a hat, no matter the risk. She never had anything to lose.

				“It’s your choice,” he told her. “I can stop. I can walk out of your life forever.”

				His fingers inched higher.

				She bit back her moan. Walk away? Leave her aching for more and not even look back? She slowly shook her head. “No way, Cowboy. Like I said, you’ve never met a bad girl like me.”

				He met her gaze, and for just a second Destiny thought she saw something—something telling her that she might be in over her head with this guy; but when his hands moved a few inches higher, she dismissed the warning bells.

				Chance continued moving his thumbs in slow, seductive circles on the insides of her thighs. She sucked in a mouthful of air, her bottom squirming on the seat as she gripped the edge of the bar with one hand and his thigh with the other. He was so close… so close… to that secret spot that would send her over the edge.

				“You know what I want to do?” His voice washed her in sensual fantasies.

				She shook her head.

				“I want to rip off your dress. I want to see your breasts, hold them in my hands right before I suck on them, teasing each nipple with my tongue.”

				She automatically thrust her chest forward.

				“Can you feel my tongue scraping across your sensitive nipples?”

				She whimpered, nodding her head.

				“Then I would slide my hands down your body, over your hips. You’re fucking hot. I love looking at your nakedness. I’d spread your legs wide and, for as long as I wanted, I’d stare down at you, seeing all of you.”

				Her legs automatically opened for him. Yes, hell yes. She wanted him to look, to see, to take pleasure in her body.

				“I’d lower my head, inhaling your musky scent. Nice.”

				His fingers continued to draw circles on the insides of her thighs—closer and closer.

				“Then I would taste you.” His words were spoken low, but it was as though they ricocheted inside her head, bouncing off the images he created.

				She trembled. Even when she was alive, no one ever did that. The thought of him licking and sucking caused an ache to settle in her lower region. Maybe she only misunderstood.

				“Tasting all of me?” she croaked.

				His hands inched higher still until he brushed lightly through her curls. “Especially here.”

				Her thighs quivered and her imagination kicked into overdrive. She was damn glad the dress and her stiletto heels were all she wore.

				“Do you like that?” he asked as he continued to move his fingers through her curls.

				“Oh yes.” She bit her bottom lip, scooted to the edge of the stool, spreading her legs a little wider.

				He fanned open her labia, running his fingers up and down before working the pad of his thumb against her clit. She whimpered.

				“Lean in against me,” he told her.

				She blindly obeyed as little earthquakes began to erupt inside her.

				“I want to suck on your pussy,” he whispered close to her ear as his hands continued to massage and stroke. He slipped his tongue inside her ear and swirled it around. “I want to suck on your pussy until you cry my name.”

				It was all she could do to take a breath, and every breath she drew in burned her throat.

				He slipped two fingers inside her, sliding them in and out, in and out. “You’re wet. I want you to come for me—right now.”

				His hot breath stroked her neck. She nodded, grabbing his shoulders. She couldn’t form one cohesive thought. Every fiber of her being was centered on what he was making her feel—and it felt so good!

				He slipped his fingers out, running them up and down her pussy, then slipped back inside. In and out. In and out. The heat inside her began to build hotter and hotter. Flames licked over her as spasms gripped her body.

				The room grew darker, everything blurred.

				It was only the two of them.

				No one else mattered.

				Destiny met his gaze and saw the fire burning in his eyes. His fingers continued their assault on her body, pressing against her, massaging, working her as if he knew exactly what to do, what she so desperately needed.

				“What do you want?” he whispered.

				“More. I want more.”

				He slipped two fingers inside her.

				In and out. In and out.

				She was so close, so—

				“Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

				She moaned, her body trembling with release. Her breathing came in short gasps as she tried to draw in enough air to fill her lungs. He held her close, pressing his fingers against her until her body stopped quivering, and the bar came back into focus, then he slowly slid them out of her, scraping against her, making her body quiver one… last… time.

				“You’ve been a very bad girl, Destiny. I think next time I’m going to have to show you what I do to bad girls.”

				Flames licked up her body at the thought of Chance showing her anything.

				He suddenly straightened. He was tall. At least six feet four inches. She grabbed the edge of the bar so she didn’t lose her precarious position on the stool and slide off onto the floor. Destiny doubted she would have the strength to get back up.

				“Another beer for the… lady,” he told the bartender before dropping some more bills on the counter.

				When had the bartender returned? Did it matter? No, not really. Destiny felt far too satisfied to let anything bother her right now.

				Chance leaned down and brushed his lips across hers, then stood and walked away.

				For a moment, Destiny thought Chance might be going to the men’s room, but he walked past the sign directing him to the restroom and out the front door.

				What the hell? He was leaving?

				Nothing ever changed. They got what they wanted, then left. Just like when she’d been alive. Tears welled in her eyes.

				The bartender placed a beer in front of her.

				She gripped the cold bottle, blinking back the moisture in her eyes. What did it matter? She’d used him, too. Chance had given her exactly what she’d needed, and he’d done it very well. And maybe she wanted more—so what?

				“Who is he?” she asked before the bartender turned away.

				He looked at her and shrugged. “Some cowboy. He’s been coming in here for about a week now. I asked him once if he was from around here. He only said he was waiting for a lady.” The bartender’s gaze swept over her. “I thought you might be her.”

				A cold chill ran down her spine.

				He was waiting for her? Why? Who was he? Did he know she was in search of a soul?

				Idiot!

				Of course Chance wasn’t waiting for her specifically. He was just a cowboy looking for some female company. Any willing lady would have satisfied his needs.

				She glanced toward the door, felt his lingering presence. Chance was good, real good. He had her wanting more. Why shouldn’t she test the waters again? She would wait for him tomorrow night. He’d told her “next time.” She smiled. Yes, he’d be back.

				Chance Bellew won the point for tonight, but tomorrow—he’d soon be all hers. She planned to take him higher than he’d ever been before. By the time she was through with him, Chance would beg her to take him to Hell. He might have been waiting for a lady, but he found a demon instead. Well, a demon-in-training. Close enough.

				Her lips curved upward. Tomorrow night couldn’t get here soon enough.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 2

				It took all Chance’s willpower to leave Destiny. His dick hurt so bad that if anyone bumped it, the damn thing might break off. Walking away was the most difficult part in any assignment.

				Once outside the bar, he took a deep breath, then slowly exhaled. Destiny was some kind of hot. Chance was tempted to turn around and go back inside. Just say screw it to the way he’d always done things. There were other ways he could handle the situation.

				Chance shook his head, quickly dismissing that idea. Why fix what wasn’t broken? His way always worked well for him. He had to make Destiny want him so much that she would do anything to have him, including giving up her soul. He had a week—and one day—to do it.

				Oh yeah, he knew exactly what she was—a demon wannabe, and he knew her timeline. Idiot, that’s what she was. The demons always failed to mention the fine print that told the trainees they would burn in Hell until there wasn’t one speck of anything human left inside them—once they made it out of the sales department.

				Most people who gave up their souls only saw and heard what they wanted. Who the hell would think to read the fine print anyway?

				Then the trainees had to get their own contracts for souls while promising other poor saps a better life. The demons were running their own pyramid scam, with Satan at the top raking in souls.

				Yeah right, a better life his ass. Like that would ever happen. Chance made it his job to set the trainees straight.

				He walked behind the bar. After looking around to make sure no one watched, he closed his eyes, and thought about where he wanted to go. Air swirled around him and the ground was no longer beneath his feet. The sensation of traveling through space was an odd feeling, but he’d gotten used to it over the centuries.

				When Chance was on a firm surface again, he opened his eyes. He stood in the middle of the rec room. He supposed people nowadays would call the spacious room a man cave. A bar stretched across one end. An assortment of cattle brands were burned into the surface. The branding irons now hung on the wall. Cowhide-covered stools were lined up in front, ready to invite a tired cowboy to sit and have a drink.

				A scarred, red felt-covered poker table was in one corner, a seating area with overstuffed, black leather furniture in another. Dillon liked beating them at pool, so he made sure the room had a table. Sliding glass doors led to a covered patio. From there, a path wound its way to the stables.

				The ranch had almost five hundred acres, more cattle than he knew what to do with, and some of the finest saddle horses around. The ranch house itself had twelve thousand square feet of living space. More than enough for one, but just right for the four immortals who lived there. It was home. The only real one any of them had ever had.

				Chance glanced around the rec room. Ryder was shooting pool with Dillon, and Hunter was watching TV—the guy was seriously into television, especially Survivor.

				Ryder glanced up, casually asking, “How’d it go?” Ryder was the Romeo of their rag-tag group. He wasn’t as tall as the rest of them, only six feet one inch, but his dark hair and smooth good looks made up for his height. He’d romanced more souls on their way to Hell than Chance could count.

				“I finger-fucked her in the bar,” Chance told him.

				Ryder grimaced. “That had to be hard.”

				Chance was sure his expression was equally pained. “It still is. She’s freakin’ hot. All curvy and soft—and tight.” He drew in a ragged breath. “She’s got a body that would make a dead man come.” And long, thick, black hair that begged him to run his fingers through the silky strands.

				Ahh, but that wasn’t even the half of it. No, there was something in the way she looked at him with those deep green eyes—kind of misty. Bedroom eyes. Yeah, that’s what they were. Chance was afraid he might have met his match with Destiny, but he loved a challenge.

				Dillon, the blond Adonis, sank the eight ball with a loud clunk, drawing Chance back to the present. Dillon returned his cue stick to the rack. He was six feet three inches of raw male power. The guy had six-pack abs that were as hard as concrete, and even though he seemed to take everything in stride, he didn’t mind busting some demon heads together. Or anyone else who got in his way. But right now, Dillon looked concerned.

				“Are you going to be able to save her soul?” Dillon’s forehead wrinkled.

				Truthfully? Chance wasn’t sure. “I don’t know,” he told them. “Destiny likes being bad.”

				He sensed her presence before she even opened the door. The mirror behind the bar confirmed his suspicions when she stepped inside, looking hot in her body-hugging red dress and those four-inch stiletto heels.

				What the hell was it about stilettos that turned him on so much? That and long legs, and hers were long and then some. They were the kind of legs that wrapped around a man’s waist and sucked him in deeper. Now that was an image. His body ached with need.

				“Yo, Chance, you still with us?” Ryder asked.

				Chance looked around the room, startled for a moment. The vision of Destiny had been so clear that he felt as if he was there with her. God, what was it about this woman that had him living in a fantasy world? He shook his head and looked at Ryder.

				“She’s hot, all right,” Chance told them. “And she wants my soul.”

				Hunter turned away from the TV long enough to snort. “Just make sure she doesn’t tempt you too much, buddy.”

				“I’m not a fool.” She might be sexy, and different from other women he ran across, but no, she wouldn’t get the best of him. Besides, he’d been saving souls way too long to get caught in a demon’s trap, especially one still in training. He would do whatever it took to save Destiny. Yeah, sure, he skirted the very edges of what was legal—for an angel—but he would do whatever it took.

				Not actually an angel when he thought about it. A nephilim, to be exact. All their fathers were angels. Centuries before, they mated with mortal women. When the women bore children, a new race was created. Immortals with powers—demigods.

				The children didn’t live by the same rules as mortals, nor that of the typical robe-wearing, bright-light-surrounding-them angels. Hell, most of the time the nephilim were breaking the rules and making up new ones as they went. As long as they didn’t cross over to the dark side, everyone pretty much stayed out of their way.

				After decades passed, the nephilim decided they needed something to do. Saving souls and maybe answering a few prayers on a slow day was as good a job as any. If they had to walk a fine line to do it, so be it.

				He sighed. And sometimes a demon-in-training who looked like Destiny came along. Chance had a feeling helping her see the error in her judgment might take a while. At least he hoped so.

				Ryder bumped him on the shoulder. “Hey, you look like you could use some distraction. Why don’t we see what’s happening in town?”

				“Yeah, come on, go with us,” Dillon chimed in.

				Hunter even stood, turning off the TV. “Yeah, I’m bored.”

				“You’re watching Survivor,” Chance reminded him.

				Hunter shrugged his wide shoulders. “It’s a rerun.” Hunter was six feet three inches of pure muscle and power. Nobody got in his way. In fact, most times they just ran the other way. He looked mean, but he was a big teddy bear. He’d once answered a prayer that involved a kitten stuck in a drain pipe. No prayer was too small. And they still hadn’t let him forget that one.

				Chance looked at them, each waited for him to say something. They knew how tough it could be, trying to turn someone. They were there for him. He only had to say the word. God knew he could use a break. “Yeah, okay.”

				“Where to?” Ryder asked.

				“My turn to choose,” Hunter told them as they stood in a circle facing each other.

				Chance groaned. The last time Hunter chose, they all ended up in a barroom brawl. Hunter had a touchy temper, although that time wasn’t really his fault. A couple were arguing at one of the tables for most of the night. The dude was being a pain in the ass and his date just looked as though she wanted to crawl into the nearest hole. The nephilim normally didn’t get involved in shit like that.

				Until the dude slapped his date.

				Hunter lost it and took the dude out with one solid punch, but he didn’t count on the creep having friends. Nor did the dude’s friends count on Hunter’s cohorts.

				Chance grinned. Damn, that was a fun night when he thought about it.

				His smile slipped into a frown. They’d almost blown their cover, though. Mixing with mortals was risky at best. Sure, they answered prayers now and then. Playing demigods and granting wishes could be pretty cool. Revealing their true identity was the one gray area where they could get called on the carpet.

				Not that any of them had ever seen their fathers, or any angels for that matter. No, they had other ways of communicating their displeasure. The angels upstairs merely blocked the nephilim’s powers.

				Before he could remind Hunter about that, they were off. When the four of them traveled, it always took at least a minute to get to where they were going. Chance closed his eyes and hoped for the best.

				Cold air whooshed around him before turning into a warm breeze. He inhaled the scent of earth and cedar, right before the hiss of a pissed-off bobcat filled the air.

				Not a bar then.

				They began to drift downward until Chance’s feet landed on solid ground. His stomach dropped, then settled.

				“Where the hell are we?” Ryder asked.

				Chance opened his eyes. Dillon’s eyebrows were veed, Ryder scratched his head, and Hunter beamed. Chance felt pretty much the same as Dillon and Ryder—confused as hell.

				“Yeah, where are we?” Chance asked. The area looked familiar. Rolling hills were dotted with oak and cedar trees. Much like the ranch. To the north, the trees were thicker. Something told Chance that he’d been there before, and there was a reason he didn’t return sooner.

				“We haven’t been here in at least a hundred and fifty years, but I didn’t think any of you would ever forget the place we created. We wanted a challenge.” Hunter’s grin covered his whole face. “This was the reason we bought the land for the ranch.”

				The bobcat that hissed earlier padded out of the woods. The feline raised her head, then screamed loud enough to make the birds squawk. Hunter squatted and the bobcat ran to him, barreling into Hunter. A normal man would have been bowled over, but then Hunter wasn’t a normal man. He only laughed and scratched the beast behind its ears.

				The guy attracted animals everywhere he went. He was Tarzan of the nephilim.

				Dillon scanned the hills. “Didn’t we have Indians and—”

				The pounding of hooves shook the earth beneath their feet, followed by the sound of war cries.

				Ryder snickered. “I forgot about the holograms. Scared the hell out of me the first time.”

				Indians suddenly swarmed over a distant hill like ants at a picnic, and they were coming their way, bows drawn. Chance took a step back, then remembered they weren’t real. Okay, he’d admit the holograms startled him the first time, too. Hunter told them they were a challenge to see who was the best at escaping danger. Except they all managed to elude the marauding band of Indians, so there was never a clear winner.

				“I thought we’d outgrown Cowboys and Indians,” Dillon drawled.

				An arrow flew through the air in a wide arc before landing between Ryder’s feet. “That looks real.” He reached down and pulled the arrow out of the ground. “It is real.”

				They turned to look at Hunter.

				“I tweaked the holograms. Makes the game a little more interesting.”

				“Yeah, and you watch too much Survivor!” Chance whirled around and took off at a run toward the trees. They were immortals and healed fast, but they still felt pain, and right now there were arrows flying all around them.

				They had some protection in the woods. Chance was glad to see four saddled horses waiting for them. Without pausing, he jumped, planting his palms on the horse’s rump and leveraging himself into the saddle. Before he drew another breath, he kicked the horse’s sides and they were off, dodging trees and low-hanging limbs. The Indians weren’t slowing down.

				Chance would kill Hunter. As soon as they were back at the ranch, he would kill him.

				He cast a quick glance at the others. Maybe it had been too long since their skills were put to the test, but Chance would still kill him.

				“Split up!” Hunter yelled. “We’ll meet at the lake.”

				Ryder went to the right when they cleared the woods, Dillon to the left. Hunter and Chance topped the next hill, then both veered in opposite directions. Chance glanced over his shoulder. There were five Indians on his heels. An arrow suddenly whizzed past his ear.

				“Crap!”

				He could be enjoying a beer in the rec room. But no, Hunter had them playing Cowboys and Indians.

				Chance quickly looped the reins over the saddle horn. In one smooth motion he swung his leg over the saddle, turning at the same time, until he faced backward. He tightened his legs against the leather to keep his balance and jerked the rifle from its scabbard. In quick succession he cocked, then fired the gun, getting off three shots, dropping three of them, and pissing off the other two.

				“Not too smart, are you?” he yelled. He cocked the gun and fired again.

				Click.

				Well hell, it was just like Hunter to keep the odds even. He flipped around in the saddle, kicked the horse into a dead run. He had a fifteen second lead when he topped the next hill. As soon as he was on the other side of it, he laid back on the reins. The horse’s back hooves dug furrows into the earth, but slowed enough for Chance to jump off and run back up the hill. Just as he topped the rise, the two Indians were reaching it, too.

				Chance swung his rifle, butt first. The wood splintered when it connected with the surprised warrior. Blood spurted from his nose as his head reared back and he flew off the back of the horse.

				“One down,” he muttered as he turned.

				The other warrior jumped off his horse, feet landing with a dull thud on the ground. He bared his teeth, pulling a knife from the sheath at his side. Chance crouched low when the Indian ran toward him with a fierce war cry that should’ve had Chance shaking in his boots.

				It didn’t.

				The Indian slashed downward. Chance feinted to the right, then grabbed the Indian’s arm. Their gazes locked. Chance saw the same excitement that he was feeling mirrored in the Indian’s eyes.

				And the Indian’s arm felt just a little too real. Up close like this, he also looked a little too real.

				Chance only had a moment to wonder just how much Hunter had tweaked the holograms. The Indian pushed hard against his chest. Chance lost his balance and fell to the ground, landing with a hard jolt that knocked the breath out of him.

				He recovered quickly and planted a booted foot against the Indian’s chest, using the momentum to push the Indian over his head. The Indian landed on his shoulder, the knife flying from his hand. Chance jumped to his feet and ran toward him. Just before he reached the Indian, he drew back his fist and landed a solid punch that connected with his jaw. There was a loud crack. The Indian spun around. Chance drew back his fist again and connected with his gut. When the Indian doubled over, Chance brought his knee up. As if in slow motion, the Indian fell back, crumpling to the ground.

				Chance drew in a deep breath and looked around.

				All clear.

				A slow grin curved his lips. Damn, he missed all of this. Herding cattle and fixing fences just wasn’t the same thing as tangling with someone who was trying to kill him. He almost hoped one of the Indians would get to his feet, but just as quickly as the thought came to him, the warriors disappeared, leaving only a sprinkling of glitter dust in their wake.

				A shame. He was just getting started.

				His horse was at the bottom of the hill, munching on grass. He waited, but the horse didn’t vanish. Chance only hoped Hunter brought the real thing for them to ride. He’d hate to be galloping along and have the horse disappear from under him.

				Excitement still flowed through his veins when he caught up with the others about a mile north. Chance nudged his horse, joining them.

				“Next time you might want to mention just how much you tweaked the holograms.”

				“Had fun, didn’t you?” Hunter asked.

				Chance leaned forward in the saddle, resting his arm against the saddle horn. “That’s beside the point.”

				Hunter laughed. “I knew everyone would enjoy the challenge.”

				“We could’ve been at a bar,” Ryder grumbled.

				“You just want to get laid tonight,” Dillon said.

				“And that would be a problem, why?”

				“You know, you can go blind from overuse.” Chance laughed.

				Ryder and Dillon joined in. Hunter was the only one who wore a serious expression.

				“What?” Chance finally asked.

				“We still have one more place to go,” Hunter told them.

				They looked at each other. All joking stopped. The others knew what Hunter was talking about.

				“We have to?” Dillon bumped his gray Stetson up a little higher on his forehead.

				“Yes, we do.”

				“Then let’s get it over with.” Chance nudged his horse forward, dreading what was to come, but Hunter was right. They couldn’t forget who they were. If they grew careless, it could cost them their lives.

				They rode side by side. Before they were even around the lake, Chance heard the flames crackling and spitting. He hesitated, his horse prancing beneath him. He calmed her fears with a few whispered words and a soothing caress down her neck before he climbed down. The others followed suit. Without speaking, they walked farther down the mountain, leaving their horses behind.

				As they drew closer, the heat was like an electric blanket turned on high in the middle of a blazing hot Texas summer. When they rounded the corner, each man came face to face with his worst nightmare. No one spoke as they stared at what was before them. A blazing inferno, at least a mile high, rose into the sky, reaching toward the clouds, red and yellow flames whipping about like snakes caught in a tornado. There was only one way to get across.

				Is everyone ready?” Hunter asked.

				“Who came up with this insane idea, anyway?” Dillon grumbled.

				“You did,” the other three replied in unison.

				“It’s a reminder of what the fires of Hell will feel like if we should ever lose our souls,” Chance said.

				Every time they faced an assignment even remotely involving demons, they knew the risks were higher.

				“Maybe it’s a good thing you brought us here.” Chance drew in a deep breath as he mentally prepared himself for what was to come.

				“Are we ready?” Hunter asked.

				“Let’s go for it,” Dillon said.

				“If we must, but I would never be in danger of losing my soul. Nope, no way in… hell.” Ryder snickered.

				Ryder wasn’t as brave as he pretended. Chance heard the edge in his friend’s voice.

				“We can do this,” Hunter said.

				They locked hands and stepped into the flames at the same time. Together, they were four times stronger, four times more able to stand against evil.

				The heat immediately spread over Chance—licking, burning. The pain was intense, almost too much to bear.

				Chance continued forward, gritting his teeth and clamping his lips together. He could stand the pain because it would soon be over, unlike a demon who would feel the fire for decades. Only when any trace of kindness and compassion was burned away, when all that was left was the anger and torment, only then would the fury be released into demon form.

				By then, demons were so consumed by pain and anguish they only wanted to wreak havoc on the innocent. As Chance forced his way through the fire, he kept seeing Destiny’s face before him. She didn’t deserve that kind of torture.

				Flames licked at his arms and legs, branding him with pain. The stench of burning flesh filled his nostrils. Taking one step at a time, making it through the heat was all he focused on.

				He could do this. He would do this for Destiny!

				Beside Chance, Ryder stumbled. Chance tightened his grip. They would make it together or not at all! Ryder squeezed his hand, letting him know he was okay, and they continued forward, four nephilim as one.

				Chance stepped out of the blaze, Dillon, Hunter, and Ryder with him. Fire fell from his body. He raised his arms to the heavens above. His roar of anger caused the cloud above him to grow black, and then it showered rain down upon them, cooling their burning skin. The pouring rain soon became a light drizzle. Once again, their bodies healed.

				Damn it, Chance had to save her. If he could keep her here a week and a day, she would be safe from those fires. He would do all that was in his power to make that happen.

				“I will set Destiny free!” Chance vowed to the heavens above. “Satan will not have her soul!”

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 3

				The roar of thunder shook the bar. Destiny flinched, looking around, but no one else seemed to notice anything out of the ordinary. Maybe the crash was meant for her ears alone. A demon could be sending her a warning. A cold chill ran down her spine.

				When did she get so jittery? She wasn’t sure, but the odd feeling stayed with her. Chance wasn’t at the bar. Maybe that was it. Destiny felt as if she’d been stood up. Her life was littered with people who’d dumped her—starting with her mother. Destiny hadn’t thought about her in a long time.

				Her hand trembled when she reached for her beer, bumping it instead. The bottle tilted; she grabbed it before it could fall. Destiny’s heart pounded inside her chest. She drew in a deep breath, forcing herself to relax. How could she let Rose hurt her after all these years? Her mother was nothing to her.

				And she could tell herself that all day and it would still be a lie. For a while, Rose made a decent mother. Destiny remembered hugs, a second-hand doll from a dirty thrift store, food on the table. Rose worked two jobs. Her eyes had been a pretty blue, but they were always tired. Then a man came into Rose’s life and promised to make everything better. He hadn’t. Wasn’t that the way it always happened? Men could really screw things up.

				She brought the bottle to her lips, taking a long drink of the cold liquid and letting it wash away her past.

				Chance hadn’t agreed to return that or any other night. No big deal. She wouldn’t even let it bother her except the night before was so unbelievably good that she hoped for more of the same. Why not take what she could get for a change?

				Her gaze moved around the dimly lit room. Everyone else seemed to be at the bar, though. The place was crowded. A typical Friday night. People were off work and ready to party.

				Except for Chance.

				Was he out on the range rounding up cattle? She wasn’t sure what hours cowboys worked. Her mouth turned down. Or if he was even a cowboy in the true sense. Just because he wore a cowboy hat and boots didn’t make him a cowboy. She tapped her ruby-red nails on the bar. Hell, she knew nothing about the man. Well, except that he could give a girl one hell of an orgasm.

				Her eyes strayed to the beer mug clock hanging on the wall behind the bar. Almost eight thirty. Damn, she was so pathetic, but all she was able to think about was the way his magical fingers awakened her body. Her motor was purring. Downing three beers certainly didn’t help slow it down. Now she was even more revved, and she was starting to get irritated.

				Why did she even wait for him? She’d already been hit on by no fewer than four eager men looking for hot sex, and every damn one of them wore a blasted black Stetson. She could’ve taken any one of them up on their offer of a good time. Before the night was over, she’d have more than one soul under her belt, and be on her way back to Hell.

				Just as quickly as the thought entered her head, she dismissed it. No, she knew it wouldn’t be the same with someone else. That was why she didn’t take one of the offers. She wanted Chance, and only Chance would do.

				The door opened, letting a sliver of light into the otherwise dim interior. She held her breath, then exhaled in a whoosh. The hookers again. They must be regulars. Business was booming. They should be able to make a little extra money. It was a sad day when they would get laid before her. Life could be a cruel bitch when she wanted to.

				Destiny brought the bottle of beer up to her mouth and closed her eyes as she took a long draw, draining it. The beer was still ice-cold and it had been a long time since she’d had alcohol. She lowered the bottle, already feeling a little tipsy.

				Ah, hell, where was he anyway?

				“Can I buy a lady a beer?” Chance asked in his slow, sexy drawl.

				She stiffened, then relaxed. Her world felt right. She almost hated him for that.

				The cowboy definitely had some moves. She hadn’t even seen the door open. Not that anything mattered right now. Chance was here. Destiny didn’t care about anything else.

				“You’re late,” she told him as she swiveled her stool to face him. Her thighs tingled. He looked all cowboy in a deep blue, button-down western shirt and snug-fitting jeans. And yum, he wore his black Stetson low on his forehead.

				With one finger, he raised the brim and sat on the stool next to hers. His gaze roamed down her body, touching, caressing, before slowly moving back up and meeting her eyes once more.

				“I didn’t know we had a date.” His words were low and husky, sending goose bumps spreading over her arms.

				She drew in a deep breath, looking away. Chance had a way of making her want to strip out of her clothes and let him fuck her brains out. That thought had merit, except being discreet was a must, so stripping probably wasn’t wise. Demons were touchy about people knowing they really did exist. Which was odd because they offered so much: No more pain, no sadness, a life of luxury even Donald Trump would envy. She frowned. Except she had yet to see any of it.

				She shook away her doubts. As soon as she brought in one more soul, she would have everything she dreamed about. No one would ever be able to hurt her again. Besides, she had other things she wanted to think about—like the sexy man in front of her.

				She slowly slid her fingers up and down the condensation on the empty bottle. “After last night, you and I both know we aren’t finished.” She studied him for a moment. “Why did you leave? Surely you didn’t have a wife to get home to.” Perish the thought!

				“No wife. I had to be someplace.”

				Relief swept over her. Not that it mattered to her one way or the other if he was married. She was there for one thing and one thing only: to steal his soul. A wife didn’t play into her scheme of things. She rationalized that a wife would only have made her job more difficult, but secretly Destiny liked the idea that another woman hadn’t sunk her claws into him.

				Chance looked around, then came to his feet.

				Was he about to disappear again? Her heart pounded. Oh damn, she really needed him. The night before was just a teaser. She wanted the real thing—every delicious inch!

				But Chance didn’t leave. He held out his hand. As if on cue, someone put money in the jukebox and a country ballad began to play.

				“Dance with me.” His eyes bore into hers—hungry, as if he couldn’t stand not touching her one more second.

				The air around them almost crackled from the passion building between them. She slid off the stool. He took her hand and led her to the dance floor. There were other couples moving to the rhythm of the music, not really dancing, just holding each other. It made the dance floor crowded. She didn’t care. She wanted to hold him close, feel his warmth.

				Chance pulled her into his arms, her breasts pressed against his chest. Her nipples immediately tightened. It didn’t take much friction for her body to come alive because her short black dress hugged every curve, and the material was so thin it bordered on naughty. But then, she liked being naughty.

				“You look sexy tonight,” he whispered close to her ear before his teeth captured the lobe. He tugged lightly before letting go.

				She moaned. Her head was already spinning with visions of them having wild, mind-blowing sex.

				“I can feel your body heat. Damn, you’re so hot,” he said. He brought his hand up, cupped her breast, then lightly teased her nipple. “You’re not wearing anything under your dress. You are bad, aren’t you?”

				Bad? He had no idea how bad she could be. She was ready to show him, though. “Let’s get out of here,” she said, biting her bottom lip.

				“Not yet. Just a little more.”

				A little more what? He was right when he said her body was burning up.

				He moved his head until his lips brushed across hers. She sighed. His tongue scraped over her bottom lip, then delved inside as they swayed to the throbbing music from the jukebox.

				They explored each other’s mouths, his tongue thrusting then softly teasing. She captured his tongue and caressed, then released. He drew in a quick breath. She smiled to herself. Oh yes, she was going to be the one in control.

				She lightly massaged the back of his neck with the pads of her fingers. His body grew taut, but just as suddenly relaxed, surrendering to her touch. He was hers for the taking.

				“Make love to me,” she whispered when the kiss ended. “I’ll take you higher than you’ve ever been.”

				“Soon, sweet lady. Soon.” He ran his hands down her back, cupping her ass, pulling her in closer. “I’ll give you everything you want.” He moved his hand between their bodies, then stroked his fingers up her thigh, not getting in any hurry.

				Destiny trembled, holding her breath as he teased the inside of her leg. Suddenly she didn’t feel in as much control as she had a moment ago.

				His body swayed, keeping up with the tempo of the slow sultry beat on the jukebox. She followed his lead, letting each new sensation sweep over her.

				Did he know the fire he created inside her? Did he realize how much passion was building between them?

				She nudged her hips forward to let him know she was more than ready and willing, but all she got from him was a deep rumble of laughter.

				Anger fused through her. He laughed at her? She pulled away, but his fingers stroked a little higher and, just as quickly, her anger dissolved. He was so close to the sweet spot. She couldn’t stop her whimper as he teased her flesh.

				She had to get control of the situation. She was the demon. The one in charge.

				He scraped his fingers through her curls, then tugged on the fleshy part of her sex. Spasms trembled through her body. Oh yes, that was the spot!

				All thoughts about being in charge flew out the window. One touch from him and she had a mini orgasm. Who the hell was this guy? Could she keep him when she returned to Hell?

				“You like that?” he asked.

				She nodded, but when she reached for him, he shifted away until she straddled one of his legs. There were more people on the dance floor so they could barely move, but it didn’t take much movement from his thigh for her to feel the pressure riding against her.

				“When I get you alone, I’m going to slowly undress you. I want you naked, your legs spread open. I want to see every inch of you. I’m going to slide inside that hot little body.”

				“Yes,” she moaned. The people around her faded, replaced by shadows as she focused on his words, as she listened to him telling her exactly what he would do to her, and the whole time she rubbed against his leg.

				“I’m going to slowly enter,” he told her. “Inch by inch. It will be all I can do to keep from ramming myself inside you. But I don’t want to start hard and fast. I want to savor each second of slipping inside you, feeling the way your hot body closes around my dick. I’ll go deeper and deeper.”

				The heat inside her rose higher and higher until she couldn’t stand any more. She gripped his shoulders. “Please,” she whispered, her voice breaking.

				“Feel me going deeper, then sliding out. In and out. In and out,” he said. He rubbed her nipple between his finger and thumb, pulling and squeezing.

				She tried to swallow and couldn’t. Her mouth was too dry. Each ragged breath she drew into her lungs reminded her how badly she needed release.

				He moved his jean-clad thigh just enough so that he could slip two fingers inside her.

				In and out. In and out. Touching, pressing, massaging.

				“I can’t,” she whimpered.

				“Shh,” he whispered close to her ear. “I’ll take you to the place you want to go.” The pad of his thumb pressed against her clit and began to massage.

				Her body ached.

				She clasped his arm, squeezing.

				“Let yourself go,” he murmured close to her ear.

				She bit her bottom lip.

				“Feel me fucking you.”

				“Yes,” she moaned.

				“I’m going harder, deeper.”

				“Yes. Don’t stop.”

				He massaged, then slipped his fingers inside her body faster and faster.

				The room swirled around her, lights danced in front of her eyes. Heat swept over her in waves as she climaxed. She bit her bottom lip and pressed herself tighter against him as her body throbbed.

				Chance held her tight, his tongue delving inside her ear.

				Her thighs clenched and unclenched, pressing against his muscled thigh.

				A tear slipped from the corner of her eye as weakness settled over her. She clung to him, unable to move, barely able to breathe.

				Destiny vaguely knew when Chance led her back to one of the booths rather than the barstool. She slumped down, resting her elbows on the scarred surface, her head in her hands. Moving wasn’t an option. If someone claimed this booth, they could roll her onto the floor and everyone could step over her. She closed her eyes and concentrated on breathing in, then breathing out, and letting the world around her catch up.

				The next thing she knew, a waitress was setting a beer in front of her. She so needed a cold beer right now. Destiny dragged her eyelids open and looked up.

				“The cute cowboy said you might be wantin’ a beer.” She smacked her gum and rolled her eyes. “Lucky you, he’s some kind of hot.”

				Destiny looked around, her heart sinking to her feet. “Where’d he go?”

				“Said he had to be somewhere.” The waitress danced off when someone called to her.

				“Well, hell.” He did it to her again. Left her feeling like a limp dishcloth.

				But a very satisfied dishcloth.

				Chance would be back. Destiny smiled right before she tilted the bottle and swallowed down a third of the beer. Her body felt like mush—but in a really good, relaxed way.

				Next time, she wasn’t about to let Chance get away. He had no idea what it would be like fucking a she-devil. His lust would drive him insane with desire. He’d burn for her before she was finished. Oh yeah, his soul was already hers for the taking.

				Then why did she feel just a little niggle of alarm? A little voice whispering in her ear saying she wasn’t even close to stealing Chance’s soul. He played her all the way.

				Who the hell was this guy?

				She took another long drink, then came to her feet. Her purse was lying on the counter at the end of the bar. Amazing. What was this world coming to when no one bothered to steal someone’s belongings? She slipped the strap over her shoulder and left the bar.

				It was still hot outside. Figured. Hell was cooler than Texas. The sooner she left the better. Next time Chance showed up, Destiny would be prepared. She was positive there’d be a next time, too.

				A smile tugged at her lips. Her passion might be spent, but Chance left her with a warm glow that made her feel more alive since way before she died. It was almost as if Chance had a few special powers of his own.

				“Hey, lady, spare some change for a vet? I haven’t eaten in over a week.”

				The voice was male, deep and gravely. She spotted him just inside the dark alley. Big and burly, the bum wore filthy army fatigues and hadn’t shaven in weeks. She didn’t even want to know what kind of bugs were making their home in his beard.

				The slight breeze changed direction. Her nose wrinkled and her eyes burned. She took a step back.

				Oh crap! Which was an apt enough description of the smell. What dumpster had he crawled out of? The guy had a distinct odor that drifted over to her like a black, rotting cloud.

				“Please, lady. Spare a war veteran a few dollars for a hot meal?”

				Oh, what the hell. She was feeling generous. She dug some money out of her purse and handed the bills toward him.

				One of her foster dads was a vet. Charlie was an okay kind of guy. He drank a little too much, and couldn’t hold down a job for more than a few months, but he never slapped her around like some of the others.

				The guy reached out to take her money, but instead grabbed her arm and pulled her into the alley. “Thanks, lady.” He grinned and raised a gun. “Now we’ll have us a good time. You ain’t never been fucked the way I’m gonna fuck you.”

				That’s what she got for trying to do a good deed. It was the story of her life. Someone always wanted to screw her over.

				She sighed. This wasn’t going to be pretty.
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