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The “Day of the Dead” seemed a good enough excuse for a rockin' party, and 
Mackenzie Solomon was just hoping that nothing dripping grave dust actually showed 
up at her door. 

She was just coming off All Hallows watch at the Endowment. Samhain, or sawin 
if you said the old name right, was all ‘souls on deck for the week’ at the Endowment 
during the annual change of seasons into the gathering dark days of winter—bad things 
had their own parties at that time of year. 

Of course, when you hunted demons for a profession, a few cranky spirits 
showing up didn't rate much interest. And these days, thank all the saints and seraphim, 
the worst of the really bad things—the professional evils—tended to stay home on 
Halloween itself. The holiday had gotten too commercial and clean for any self-
respecting fiend that was out to make itself a bad ass rep. 

But it had been more than quiet this year, not even a single crossing from any 
kind of hell. Which meant the Really Big Bads were saving up their plans for the darkest 
days coming—the short winter days when twilight lasted hours not minutes, and winter 
solstice opened gateways to the unspeakable. Because of that, Mackenzie no longer 
liked the holidays. However, those bad times were a couple of months away. So 
Mackenzie grinned at the party she had going and lifted her glass. Well, her plastic cup. 

Not a bad showing for last minute impulse invites, she decided. 
A half dozen warders she knew and worked with at the Endowment stood at the 

edges of the living room, nursing drink and eyeing the dancers in the middle. Even her 
boss—now her ex in so many other ways—had stopped by in his suit and tie. Denis 
Herndon hadn't stayed. Once upon a time, he'd have been the last to leave. He'd have 
smiled and joked, and they would have watched dawn come up from under the sheets 
on her bed. Mackenzie let out a long breath that she wasn’t going to call a sigh. She 
stared into her drink and wondered again if she should have shoved a second drink into 
Denis' hand. Maybe she should have tried harder to get him to unwind. Or maybe she 
should she have tried something different months ago, after his promotion came and the 
arguments had started. Why had she lost the ability to make him happy? 

But Denis wasn't her business now. Nope, they just worked together. That was it. 
With a shake of her head, she pushed a smile on, and slipped into back into mixing with 
the crowd who had come to her rented house and stayed. 

She'd invited a few charmers from the Endowment, too, not that she ever hung 
with those folks at work. Warders—at least all the ones she knew—tended to be surly 
loners. Hunting demons could leave you with a hellish temper—the demon blood got on 
your skin and into your soul and left you fighting bad urge. Hell, most warders got so 
they wouldn't even socialize with their partners—the charmers assigned to work with 
them by the Endowment. But a few charmers were never bad to have around—not this 



close to the day after a doorway to the dead had opened. They would have put down 
some words to keep the place safe, charm the doors so everyone could let loose and 
stop watching the shadows to see if one had started to move on its own. 

Mackenzie also had to give it to the admins from the Endowment—they were 
cranking this party up to deafening. 

They'd pushed back her furniture—an oak partners' desk from the twenties, and 
some bentwood chairs, and a sleek 1950's sofa she'd recovered in purple velvet. Music 
from Collide wound sensuous from the speakers set up on the desk in the corner, 
electronic with an edge of Goth-rock. A dozen dancers raved on the floor, and the noise 
behind that lifted the sweet hum of life. But she was still looking for one more arrival. 

Except he wasn't here. 
Figured. 
She'd known Josh Michaels for what now—two weeks? Denis had introduced 

him. Denis had called Mackenzie into the Endowment, and had taken her up to the fifth 
floor, where most of the charmers had offices. She'd walked into a room lined with 
books. More books had covered an overstuffed sofa, and a side table, and the desk. 
One look around, and she'd thought, great—my new charmer's eighty, eccentric, with 
bad eyesight.  

She’d changed her mind when Josh had looked up from behind the books and 
the desk. 

He so wasn’t eighty. However, she had been right on the glasses. Round, wire 
rims reflected a flare of light. When he shifted, she caught sight of the big blue eyes 
behind the glass. The sight of the rest of him sank in, and she’d smiled. 

This was no eighty-something, but was the cute guy she'd been seeing around 
the office. Josh Michaels, best charmer around, she'd heard. The guy with the 
abstracted frown, who usually walked past fast, hands pushed into the pockets of his 
jeans. 

He’d had on a black ratty t-shirt and a blue and white checked shirt loose over 
that. The clothes didn't hide the lean arms, the slim wrists, or the long-fingered hands. 
They also didn't do much for that face of his, all interesting planes and lines and smooth 
cheeks, with a soft mouth that made you think about how it would pillow long kisses. 
She kept smiling as Denis had made the introductions. 

"Mackenzie Solomon, Josh Michaels. You two'll be working together now." 
She gave Josh a nod. He stood, knocked two books off his desk that he bent to 

retrieve, and that pulled his jeans tight enough she noticed the nice ass on him. He 
straightened and held out a hand. 

The shock hit as her skin touched his. It spread up her arm in a searing wave of 
awareness. He glanced down at her hand and his grip tightened, as if his muscles had 
flexed on their own. She knew in her bones she wanted him. 

Oh, you are so not doing another office romance. 
The warning echoed in her brain and she followed it with a glance at Denis. 

Remember what it was like, breaking up with him, having to work with him, having to 
watch it all die out. Having to kill any sign that you cared. No way—not again. 

She’d shaken Josh's hand and had let go. And she’d tried to swallow the knot in 
her throat. She'd also sensed a stare hot on her back, and glanced at Denis. The frown 
had tightened the lines between his eyebrows, and his mouth twitched down. She gave 
him wide eyes, as if she'd felt nothing from Josh’s touch. Then she turned back to Josh. 



Good God, he had blue eyes. Sharp, electric blue when the light hit them just 
right. The electric crackled off him as well, vibrated in the air like the charge before a 
storm. No wonder he'd ended up a charmer in the business of keeping bad in check. 
She'd caught a touch of the power he had to shape and bend reality. 

He tucked his fingertips up under his arms, as if he'd felt whatever had clicked 
between them and hadn't liked it. He was frowning at her, too, not as deep or 
disapproving as Denis. More like...puzzled. But he offered a tentative smile and a nod. 
"I'm sure it'll be interesting." 

He’d sat down, bent over his books and his papers, dismissing them with 
disinterest. He'd left her standing there, left Denis Herndon, Assistant Head of Warders, 
shifting on his feet. Mouth quirking, Mackenzie had glanced from Denis to Josh, and 
decided on the spot she liked this guy. 

With a nod, and a muttered, “later” she had trailed after Denis, out of Josh's 
office. That was all she'd seen of her charmer. 

They'd had no assignments, no crossings from purgatories to follow up on. She 
had nothing to do but check out a gun at the range to keep her aim sharp. 

Josh had used office mail to send her a fresh box of ammo—paint ball cartridges 
filled with bless water, the casings inscribed with more blessings than she'd ever seen. 
She'd felt that spark of his on them, had sniffed and caught a faint aroma of mint.and 
clove. Every charmer had his own unique scent, and this had to be Josh's. She'd 
packed the shots into her purse, and she'd been extra careful not to split any of them 
open. Blessed water could take out bad things—and she'd had enough bad in her from 
years of demon hunting that anything holy on her own skin would sting like unrepentant 
sin. However, since Josh had tweaked her curiosity, she'd checked his record. 

She'd found squat. 
Or almost squat. 
Josh Michaels, orphan, raised by the Endowment. He'd had one of the top 

charmers as his mentor, and the gossip held that Josh also had a trust fund and more 
raw talent than anyone had seen in decades. She'd wondered why she'd been 
partnered with him…or she had wondered until she heard the rest of it. 

Arrogant. Difficult to work with. Opinionated. Not a team player. 
Pretty much the same words stamped into her file. Denis must have decided 

they'd either kill each other or get along like soul mates. 
She had yet to find out much about the guy. 
Did Josh go to parties like this? If he drank, what did he drink, other than the too 

much coffee she'd heard about at the Endowment? Did he do anything other than read 
up on dead languages to add new charms to his vocabulary? 

He must have some vices—other than coffee—since she'd heard he'd been 
seeing someone else at the office a few months back. Gossip linked his name to 
another charmer—to her ex-charmer, in fact. But that was over. So they had bad office 
romances behind them in-common, too. She found it hard to believe, however, that 
there wasn't more to Josh Michaels than a face that wouldn't be hard to wake up next to 
and great skills at putting charming words together to tweak the world to his will. 

She had a fantasy that they'd be good together. Trouble was, good fantasies 
about cute guys were generally wrong, and were always hard to give up. 

Turning from the door, she gave up anyway. 
She had mini-quiche and mushroom thingies to pull from the oven, ice to debag, 

more wine to uncork, and beer to pass around. All the things to lubricate a party. 



But half the party had moved into the kitchen, had found the food and drink on 
their own. And a pair had also started to make out under the back porch light. Glancing 
out the window, Mackenzie watched the bodies pressed close. The guy's head bend 
low, his hand slipping under the shadows to fit over a breast. Second-hand interest 
stirred, roused a flush from her. She had enough sin soaked into her from the demons 
she had dispatched back to hell to watch longer than she should, until those two moved 
deeper into shadows. 

Turning away, she grabbed a drink, went back to the noise, as restless as the 
pounding guitars. 

She just wanted—well, maybe she wanted too much. 
An hour later, things had started to wind down. She hadn't. She'd had enough to 

drink that it was starting to let the bad ideas inside her head slip out, and she thought 
about opening the front door and shooing everyone out. Instead, she pulled the shot 
glasses and the good tequila from the cupboard. She poured a shot. When she looked 
up, Josh was standing in her kitchen, looking around him as if he wasn't certain where 
he was, or why he was here. 

His face has the gleam of a recent close shave. He'd brushed back his shaggy 
hair and it was wet, which darkened the color to a darker brown. The overhead kitchen 
lights glinted off his glasses and he had one hand stuffed into the pocket of baggy 
jeans. He also had on a buttoned-up white shirt, and his face looked buttoned-up, too. 
Hard to be late to a party and find yourself the only one still sober, she decided. And 
she couldn't resist that lost look on his face. 

She pushed the drink in her hand at him, and said in a rush of words. "Hey. Hi. 
I'd given up on seeing you." 

He frowned at that, and she bit her tongue. She sounded like an idiot. Hot faced, 
she stared at him. He smiled, threw back the shot, and his smile flickered. "I 
uhm...almost didn't come." 

"Right. Yeah. This is getting off to a good start. Uh, I'll just be—" She grabbed a 
six pack from the counter and bolted for the other room. 

Three minutes later, the beer distributed, she'd gotten her pulse back to normal. 
She wandered back to the kitchen, went for disinterested casual, with a strong layer of 
couldn't-care-less-cool. Ice—she could do ice. She was here for ice that no one needed, 
and nothing more. 

Yeah, right. 
He was still in the kitchen, staring at the bottles on the counter. His frown left him 

looking as if he was trying to figuring out what wasn't a lethal beverage. 
Glancing up at her, he offered another small smile. "Uh, should I have brought 

something?" 
"Oh, I think we have enough to drown everyone's sorrows." 
"Ah." He gave a nod, tucked his hands back in his pockets. 
Shoulders tense, body almost vibrating, he looked like he wanted to bolt. She 

didn't want that. She settled with one hip propped on the counter, put herself between 
him and the door. "What's your pleasure?" 

His glance flickered to her, and seductive heat flashed in his eyes. Her mouth 
dried in that flash. The glint disappeared so fast, she told herself he could not be 
thinking she'd asked about anything more than drink preference. But it left her 
wondering about just what was under this guy's surface. 



From the other room, a round of good-nights lifted. The front door creaked open, 
slammed closed. She called out late reminder to call taxis and turned back to Josh. 
"More tequila?" 

"I look the tequila type? It's the rugged appearance?" he asked, tone so dry she 
could have used it in a martini. 

She shook her head, glanced at him again, but he wasn't smiling, and that did it. 
She was so getting behind those glasses tonight to see if he had more than charming 
illusion going. 

She didn't know how charms worked, really. Something to do with ancient words. 
Charms were influence. If you knew the right words, and had the mojo to put behind 
them, you could pull off a good illusion. But the right charmer...the right charmer could 
reshape reality. Which was why the Endowment trained and bonded all of them with 
vows not to say things that would remake the world to their own liking. She'd also heard 
the Endowment could, and had, muzzled charmers who wouldn't take those vows. 
Office gossip held that mental institutions were full of charmers who wouldn't play by the 
rules. 

It'd be interesting to find out just what Josh played by. 
Pulling another shot glass from the cupboard, she nodded to the fridge. "Lime, 

please. Salt's by the stove." 
He moved to obey, and she wondered if he was going to be easy to order around 

at work. She didn't think so—not with those labels of 'arrogant...difficult to work 
with...opinionated...not a team player.' 

Uncorking the Cuervo, she glanced at him, watched him move around her 
kitchen. She had liked watching him from the first day she'd laid eyes on him—lean and 
tall, muscled without being heavy. A blunt nose and a little softness around his jaw 
saved that angelic, almost too pretty face from perfection. Oh, yeah, she liked—but it 
was everything else that interested. 

Those wide eyes of his were watching her just now, self-aware and sharp. And 
his hint of a dry humor left her guessing about just how innocent he could be—which 
had to be not so much in this line of work of dealing with demonic forces. Yet, he had 
that quality to him—that good guy aura. Did he keep some sort of impossible distance 
between him and everyone? Charmers often had those kinds of barriers. They didn't 
handle bad well. Which meant that with the demon blood on her skin, she wouldn't feel 
too good to him. The Cuervo would blunt that. 

It would be interesting to see what else the Cuervo did. And she knew she was 
being more than a little bad about loitering with wrongful intent around him. 

She poured the tequila anyway. 
God, it was just too damned easy to give into the bad ideas these days. She 

could feel the wicked simmering under her skin, demon blood trying to find a way out of 
her so it could get back to wrecking the world. She was supposed to keep demons in 
line—it was the Endowment’s job to keep a balance in the world so avenging angels 
didn’t have to come down as a cleanup crew. Balance, however, was the last thing on 
her agenda right now. 

Josh threw back the shot she poured him, sucked on his slice of lime, and licked 
the salt off the back of his hand. He watched her as she did the same. His stare lingered 
as her tongue ran slow over the back of her hand. She kept her stare on him the whole 
time. The tequila burned her throat, fell into her like fire. 

Mackenzie smiled. 



Pouring two more shots, Mackenzie glanced at him. Josh looked at the drinks, 
lifted an eyebrow, and Mackenzie gave a low laugh. 

And he knew this was a mistake. 
A big one. 
He shouldn't have come. He did not like parties. He didn't have small talk. He 

hated loud music. But he couldn't get his feet to move, or get the words out to get him 
out the door. 

Mackenzie lifted one glass. "Hey, you're playing catch up. You really want to go 
out there stone sober?" 

With a shrug, he had to admit she was right. He also liked the short-hand they 
seemed to be developing. And, frankly, he didn't want to go home to the silence of his 
own place. 

He lifted his glass, clinked it against hers. And he wondered what was he doing 
at her party? 

She threw back her second shot and he watched her throat work as she 
swallowed. Her eyes half closed and the corners of her mouth tipped up. He thought 
about kissing her to taste the tequila and lime and salt and everything else on her lips. 

He swallowed, too. He threw back his own shot, and didn't wait for the lime or 
salt, just poured them both another round. 

Mackenzie propped her hip against the counter. "So, what do you do to relax?" 
"Uh--read?" 
"Books? That's it?" 
"Well, the backs of cereal boxes only go so far." 
She grinned, lifted her glass and knocked it back. He did the same because she 

had a look in her eyes daring him to keep pace, and a tease flirted with her mouth, as if 
she didn't believe he would. She poured the next round. 

"What do you do for fun?" he asked. 
"Seduce my co-workers." 
He choked on the tequila, nearly spit it out. 
"Hey—joking. Do you really think I have designs on your body?" She followed the 

words with an glance over him that left his ears burning. He wet his lips and wondered 
how he got himself into these things. 

"Uh, well, that would be...uhm, should we mingle?" he asked, gestured with his 
glass towards the other room. 

She glanced behind her, twisted to do so. The movement pulled her shirt tight, 
showed an edge of black lace under the silk. His pulse kicked up along with way too 
many inappropriate thoughts about the curves showing. 

Turning back, she drank her shot, poured more. "Sounds like the mingling is 
doing fine without us. Salute."  

"Shouldn't that be, oh, something more appropriate to the beverage?" The last 
few words wanted to tangle, but he took care to straighten them out, and that seemed to 
amuse her. 

"What--like olé?" 
"More like salud." He lifted his glass, clinked it against hers. She drank hers, 

salted the back of her right hand, and lifted a wedge of lime. 
"You're not doing the whole tamale. Here." She pushed the lime at him, held it for 

him. He bit into it. Her smile widened as she gave him the back of her hand. "Salt." 



He glanced at her, at wicked dark eyes gleaming bright—she didn't think he'd do 
it, so he took her wrist. At the touch of skin to skin, something sparked low in his belly. 
He ignored it, put his focus on fitting his mouth over the soft dip between thumb and 
forefinger, on dragging his tongue across warm skin to lap up the salt. 

She pulled in a breath, a low hiss from between her teeth. With a quick grin, she 
pulled her hand away, poured two more shots, and said, "Your turn." 

Body humming, he knew this had become more than fun. This was serious 
competition. After she threw back her shot, he held up a slice of lime. 

Taking his wrist in her hand, she smiled. She guided his hand to her mouth. He 
watched as she licked the lime, and wrapped her lips over the fingers that held the slim 
green wedge. She sucked—hard. His pulse shot up, and he had a quick flash of her 
doing that to more than his finger and thumb. 

Sweet Mercy. 
She finished the lime with a lick to the soft pad of his thumb, and let go. 
"Body shots?" she asked, her smile flashing bright. 
He had no idea what she was talking about. "Uh—maybe we should...?" His 

excuse hung on what seemed like too little air in the room. He gestured and half turned 
away, but his thoughts hung up on if they would be able to look at each other Monday 
morning. 

Mackenzie shook her head. She ran a hand into her short dark hair, and left it 
spiked. Josh's mouth dried. He needed another drink. 

She must have thought so too, because she poured a shot, threw it back, and 
stepped up to him. Her hand came around the back of his neck, brushed across the 
skin, and wrapped tight. Ice formed in his belly, exploded in hot waves. Slow and firm, 
she pulled his mouth to hers. She had on heels, so it didn't take much. They were 
almost the same height. Parting her lips, she let him drink the tequila from her mouth. 

Pulse kicking hard, he licked the liquor from her tongue, searched for the last 
drops. Her left arm wrapped around his waist, burned into him like a hot brand. So did 
the tequila. Putting his hands on her hips, he pulled her to him. Her hands found their 
way under his shirt and to his skin, and he forgot everything but how good she felt. 

Like holding fire, like kissing hot sun—he could bask in this taste of her. He 
wanted more, but a faint scream warned not to do this, to be rational. He ignored that. 
Lifting a hand, he traced his thumb up the line of her throat. Taking hold of her jaw, he 
urged her mouth wider. And he let his hands roam. The heat in the room—or maybe in 
him—meant he had to get some clothes off or he'd die. 

Or maybe he just needed her clothes gone. 
He'd started to mutter a charm to unravel the thread, to undo the fabric of her 

blouse, when she pulled back and put a finger on his lips. That wasn't fair. So he took 
her hand, bit the tip of her finger, and watched her eyes go wide and black. 

"Okay—that does it," she muttered, her voice throaty with need. He smiled 
because he'd made her loose it first. 

She dragged him with her through a room that spun. Noise wrapped around his 
head, intense and throbbing, so did darkness. And Mackenzie had her hands on him. 

# 



Pushing Josh onto the bed, Mackenzie turned, got a light on. No way was she 
doing Josh and not seeing what he looked like when he lost himself. She wanted to 
know if she could make him scream, or if he went over the edge silent as a prayer. 

What she'd seen already, what she'd felt, had her aching. She got her boots off 
and started on the rest. Josh watched her. 

Eyes big and pupils dark, he lifted up on his elbows, a smile curving his mouth 
and something avid in his eyes. She'd unbuttoned his shirt in the kitchen, had it pulled 
loose from his jeans, and half-naked like this he looked good enough to eat. Tugging off 
her black top, she slipped out of the rest, so it was just her skin showing. Kneeling next 
to him, she dragged his shoes and socks off before she started to move higher. 

Sitting on him, knees braced either side of his hips, she ran her hands up his 
chest and down again. He put his head back and his elbows gave out, and he sprawled 
out as if she'd decked him, his eyes shut. She used her nails on him next, light over his 
ribs. He shuddered this time, looked ready to come apart at the seams--and she just 
loved that she could make him react like this. 

In the other room, the party went on winding down. Music softened. More good 
nights sounded. She ignored all of it and put all her focus on Josh. 

Mouth open, head tilted back, he looked spread out for a sacrifice, lost to 
sensation, so she leaned over him, pressed her bare chest to his. He shuddered again, 
and the heat flared off him like an open furnace. 

She jerked back, glanced down, saw her own reddened skin. Okay, that was—
different. She touched the burn, hissed at the ouch, but she still wanted this man. 
Leaning over him, careful this time, she kept it just to a kiss, but he gave a low growl, 
put his hands on her and suddenly she was on her back. 

He lay over her, eyes fever bright, his chest lifting and falling with fast, ragged 
breaths. She wiggled under him, liking this even more. Wrapping on leg around his hips, 
she pulled him close. 

It all went wrong. 
His body gave a sharp jerk as if something had just jabbed straight into him. 

Eyes wide and dark, he lifted away from her. She stared at him, watched his eyes fill 
with—something not good. He leaned down and kissed her—and the world exploded. 

# 

Mackenzie woke to darkness, to quiet, and to the certainty she had not just had 
great sex. Buttons on jeans dug into her hip from where Josh had fallen next to her on 
the bed. His arm lay over her and his pulse hammered so hard in his wrist she could 
feel it. 

Worried, she ran a hand into his hair. "Josh?" she whispered. 
Even unconscious, he shivered at her touch. And she'd been out long enough 

she was sober now. This was why her hooking up with a good guy like Josh was such a 
bad, bad idea. She was a bad idea. 

Pulling away from him, she glanced at her left arm. In the dim light from the lamp, 
she could see the black lines that marked her veins. Darkness pulsed livid and dark—
demon blood. He'd felt that inside her, and it had not been good on him. 

She scrambled away from Josh, grabbed for a robe she had hanging on the back 
of the bedroom door. Josh had opened himself to her, and all that bad in her had hit 
him. Tequila had not been enough to blunt it. And whatever barriers he had to protect 



him—well, they hadn't worked. Not if she'd done this to him. Not if they'd both been hit 
by...that connection. 

Wrapping her arms around her, her skin smoking hot, she touched a hand to her 
face. It wasn't just her imagination. She was hot, too. As in sun burned. Or, more like 
Josh-burned. 

Yeah, bad mix her and Josh. 
Grabbing a breath, she pulled herself together and eased back to Josh. "Josh?" 

she called, putting a little push in there to wake him. Sympathetic allure was the only 
charm she knew, the only one she could work. So she used it on him now, put a little 
more push in the words, "Josh, wake up!" 

His eyebrows pulled tight, and she realized he'd never taken his glasses off. She 
lifted them away now, tried to be gentle, but her fingertips brushed his skin. This time 
she saw the sharp twist of his flinch. 

Okay—very bad idea to try and get Josh into her bed. Very, very bad to try and 
move him now. The tequila had not made this fun. It had just, well, just nothing. 

Outside of the room, the party must have ended. Or maybe other folks were 
getting more luck with bed partners for the night. She glanced at the clock on her 
dresser and had to blink. Three hours gone? Well, hell. 

Pulling in a breath, she gave a last longing look at the half-naked beautiful man in 
her bed. All that fine muscle and smooth skin. He didn't have much in the way of hair 
and she liked that, just a dusting, like gold over his skin. The jeans with one button 
undone had her fingers twitching. Just her luck that she had to start thinking of Josh as 
off-limits because they had way too much chemistry—as in explosive didn't cover this 
kind of blackout. 

Just what the hell did he have in him, anyway, that mixed with the bad in her like 
this? 

She didn't know, and she wasn't going to wake him up to ask. Not when her 
touch had seemed to put that ragged look of pain on his face. 

Pulling in a breath, she tugged her comforter free. Careful not to touch his skin, 
she tucked it around Josh. She left to spend the rest of the night on her couch. And to 
try and figure out some way she could salvage a working relationship out of this 
disaster. 

Because she'd made some kind of connection with him. She could feel it 
humming under her skin, that faint sense of rightness she hadn't had before tonight. 
And she didn't want to lose that. Or Josh. 
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going to have to make a choice about the men in her life? 
 
Can a charmer talk his way out of his destiny? 
 
Josh learned months ago that the bad blood in his demon hunting partner brings out a 
part of he can’t control—including his desire for her. With a prophecy out on him, he’s 
more than a little worried some of those bad things should stay burried. But is 
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