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      My name’s Jynx and I’m getting married in two days.

      Sounds romantic. Doesn’t it? And really it should. I should be awash in pre-wedding lovey-doveyness and nerves. Should is the operative word here. My life… let’s just say it’s so far from normal the average psychiatrist would have a breakdown if I detailed a normal day.

      Let me explain.

      I’m Jynx Morningstar, niece of Lucifer himself, and exiled princess of hell. Yeah, I said exiled. How do you get yourself exiled from hell? I hear you asking. Answer to the question… you tell Death, Kharon him or herself, to fuck off and give up your one-way back to the fiery realms. But… being so hardcore that even hell won’t let you in? Yeah, that’s badass.

      Right now though? I’d settle for my bachelorette party calming down a little. I know bachelorette parties are supposed to be a little wild. Drink, high spirits, sowing your wild oats before getting hitched. Girls gone wild and all that…

      Which is all well and good with human women. Only not one of us was human. Or normal. Definitely not normal.

      We have, well me… exiled princess of hell and all that. My mom, known as the Mom (yes, capitals included) to me but Lilith, the original queen of darkness to everyone else, was cozied up to the counter, waiting for another order of cheesecake to make it out from the kitchen.

      Next to her was Abaddon. Also known as Abbie, the fallen angel of destruction was one of hell’s best generals and rocked a banging hot redhead supermodel body. Currently she was shotgunning milk with her hellcat, Cast. (Sounds nice huh? Milk. Very inoffensive drink. Cows got a good thing going there. Until you realize that little trick Jesus did with the water and wine? Yeah, the Mom can do that with milk. Makes her a real cheap date.)

      They’re three sheets to the wind already. You do not want to know what they did with the rest of the laundry.

      The woman on the other side of the table was a newbie to me. Abbie and Cast I know of old, although grandfather alone knew where the hellcat got that body. I hoped it was not another Viking like E-Dub’s alternate form. I gotta talk to these cats about stealing bodies. Particularly those old enough to be considered archaeological evidence.

      Anyhooo… the newbie. The cute little blonde acted the total typical dumb blonde, complete with vapid look, bee stung lips and a habit of chewing gum. She’d popped that gum three times before I threatened to put a lightning bolt through the next bubble. All I got was a wink and a look that said way more than words. She knew she was pissing me off and didn’t care a shit.

      I slid into the seat next to her, keeping half an eye on Cast. If anyone was stripping, it was that damn hellcat. Trouble-making bitch.

      “So… horseman of war?” I asked Blondie, holding my hand out as the Mom slid a shotglass of milk my way. I downed it in one, feeling the burn all the way to my stomach. A good whiskey I expect it. Milk… not so much. But, since I was paying for this whole shindig, I appreciated the Mom being a cheap date and sharing.

      I put the glass down on the table, ignoring the sidelong looks from the other customers. Since the Mom and Abbie were rocking horns for the event, I couldn't blame them. Especially as the Mom had bedazzled hers. She offered to show me the matching va-jay-jay adornment but I declined. We don’t have the typical mother-daughter relationship but there are some things I just don’t need to see. My mother’s sparkling hoo-hah was one of them.

      “What happened to the previous horseman? Reginald, wasn’t it?” I feigned interest, seriously hoping that the new horseman ate the old one or something (in a totally not fun way. Reg had been a dick of the highest order).

      “Retired. I’m his niece.”

      Okay. Totally glad I kept my opinion on the old coot to myself there.

      “He was a dick anyway. I’m Sandy. I’m way nicer.” She knocked back another shot of milk and grinned at me. “Not been a horseman long,” she admitted and then jerked a thumb over her shoulder toward the window. “Is that normal?”

      I looked past her and blinked. And blinked again. I mean, I’ve heard the term “window-licker” before. Never seen it applied to a horse though. Especially not one of the spectral variety. But there it was, licking the window with a vacant expression. It clocked me looking and grinned. Ever been grinned at by a skeletal horse with fire where its eyes should be? It’s freaky as fuck, let me tell you.

      “Errr… I honestly don’t know. I thought they took normal form most of the time.” I’d only ever met Reg before, and his horse had been a right broken down nag with a bad temper to boot.

      Sandy shrugged and knocked back another milk. “Whatevs. I’m calling her Mils. She’s cute.”

      Eyeing the horse through the window, I didn’t bother to mention all hellhorses are male. Sandy’d have to figure that one out herself.

      “So. That happens with horsemen? They can retire?” I asked with interest.

      I didn’t know much about the horsemen to be fair. Not surprising. They’re something to do with Armageddon and the antichrist, who apparently is my uncle Lucy’s ex. I’d only found out last year that the current antichrist dumped Lucifer after he cheated on her. Oh, and she’s a shit-hot witch friend of my dad’s with a hair-trigger temper. Talk about mixing business with pleasure on an epic sale. Apocalyptic even.

      “Oh yeah, for sure. It’s like the family business,” Sandy motioned for another glass of milk, just as the door behind us opened with a jangle of bells. I looked over my shoulder and groaned.

      “Who the fuck ordered strippers?”
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      It took me the promise of a couple of crates of vodka (good shit, mind you, shipped in from a monastery in Iceland. For some reason monks make the best vodka in the world. Don’t ask me why. Perhaps because they can’t drink it.) and literally walking out of the place with a large chocolate cake to break the party up.

      Most of the other customers were long gone, and Nicky, the girl who owned the place, had been giving me wide yawning signals that she really wanted us to leave—like now—for about two hours.

      “I wouldn’t hang about,” I warned the two strippers who had staggered out in front of me. Utterly drool-worthy specimens of prime manhood, they’d started the evening assured of their own virility and natural male superiority. Now they both wore shell-shocked expressions while clasping the tattered remains of their “uniforms” to their crotches. Obviously they’d never put on a show for a bunch of demon women. Poor dears.

      “Cast’ll be out in a minute,” I added and hid my grin as they both squeaked at the mere mention of the hellcat and made a run for it. Unfortunately, they both turned the wrong way at the same time and ran right into each other. The sound of cracking skulls filled the air and I sighed as they bounced off one another and fled into the night.

      “Hey, cool… It’s bigger on the inside.”

      “Definitely cleaner.”

      I turned to see my little hen troop pile out of the cake shop. They paused in the doorway, fascinated by the grubby and derelict exterior. The ramshackle little cottage looked on the verge of collapse. Tiles were missing from the roof, and the upper windows were broken and blank with a bird’s nest wedged in one. The lower ones were no better, boarded up with “KEEP OUT” emblazoned across the dirty boards in red spray paint.

      But the open door showed an entirely different picture. Inside was all retro-chic, English tearoom, complete with chintz and floral porcelain. It was cute, in that Olde English sort of way. If you ignored the screaming of the strippers as they ran off into the distance.

      “Ladies! Ladies!” I called out, waving the cake in the air. “More drink and cake at mine.”

      And just like that, I had the attention of two pissed-up demons (okay, one demon and a goddess of all evil), one hellcat stuck somewhere between hell-form and Viking shield maiden, and the horseman… sorry horsewoman of war. Or rather, the chocolate cake I held aloft did. They were tracking it like fucking raptors. Even the Mom, who was necking a bottle of milk as well.

      Good. It meant I had all their attention.

      Then a warm wet tongue licked my ear. And set my hair on fire.

      “Fucking home, Mils!” I hissed, almost dropping the cake as I started to smother the flames and glare at the hellhorse at the same time. Mils grinned back and eyed the cake. Fire drool… need I say more? Embarrassingly, it took me a good few seconds to remember I’m a bloody demon myself. And therefore fireproof.

      “Helllloooo, beautiful, how’s your evening going?”

      Lucas’ deep, sexy drawl interrupted my sneezing fit as I put the flames out, and he nearly ended up with a face full of chocolate cake as he caught me around the waist without warning. Sodding werewolves. Way too light on their feet and sneaky for their own damn good.

      I handed off the cake to Abbie, who giggled and ran off down the road with her prize, the others streaking after her screaming threats. I’m sure half of them were anatomically impossible but they seemed to be enjoying themselves.

      “Don’t trash the place until I get there!” I yelled after them and then turned to settle myself against my sexy werewolf’s broad chest.

      Lucas was possibly the most gorgeous man I’d ever seen. And I’ve seen a LOT. Hell is just chock full of the young and beautiful. Half of them made some dodgy deal or other with my uncle for their looks and sex appeal. But Lucas is not one of them. He’s not quite perfectly handsome. His teeth aren’t straight enough you need a set square and ruler to measure them and he has the tiniest little crow’s feet at the corners of his eyes.

      I don’t care. He’s mine. And in a couple of days, he’ll be mine forever.

      “So handsome… how did your stag party go?”

      “Stag?” he frowned in confusion. “We don’t have any stag shifters. We’re all wolves…”

      I sighed and tried again. Having been brought up in hell, my slang was sometimes off. That, and I’d been fed a steady diet of British TV since birth. “Sorry… your bachelor party?”

      His grin was immediate. “Awesome. E-Dub got drunk and he’s got this amazing trick where he—”

      I cut him off with a kiss. I really did not want to know what my hellcat got up to when drunk and in human form. He was bad enough in cat form.

      “I don’t want to talk about E-Dub,” I broke the kiss to murmur. “How about a romantic moonlit stroll back home?”

      “A naked romantic moonlit stroll?” Lucas grinned and pulled me closer.

      He was a big boy alright. A very big boy. My grin matched his.

      “Provided you’re not furry, you’re on.”
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      Every little girl dreams of being a princess on her wedding day, even little demon girls. Sure, when I was a little girl that wedding day dream consisted mainly of the big dress, as much cake as I could eat and slaying legions of angels. (I was bought up in hell, so what else did you expect?) My dress I had planned down to the last sequined ruffle. I filled entire sketchbooks working out the details.

      It was going to be HUGE, with big poofy skirts and sleeves long enough to hide knives in wrist sheaths. It had pockets (of course) and a sword belt and arrow quiver in matching material. After all, if you’re going to be on a slaying spree on your big day, you have to be properly armed. My shoes… well, let’s just say heels had never been considered an option. Instead, my younger self had settled on a pair of stout boots (with sparkly laces) just in case some doors needed to be kicked down in the process of said angel-slaying.

      I’d even decided on my hair style. Braided up and out of the way, with a cute little tiara and a minimal veil. I’d never been totally sure on the addition of a veil, but it was a wedding day thing and I’d figured I could always use it as a garrote. In a pinch.

      The groom, however, I hadn’t thought about. At all. I’d had a vague notion that he’d be a nice demon boy, but that was about it. He’d been just a faceless figure who’d wait dutifully by the altar, or held the cake plate while I did my thing.

      “Wow.” The stunned look, and then tears in the Mom’s eyes as I emerged from the changing rooms, said that the actual dress was as stunning as the one in my childhood dreams. A strapless sheath dress in white silk, it didn’t have the ruffles and sequins of my original design (though it did have pockets. I’d insisted) but it made me feel like a fairy princess. No mean feat when you’re demon-born, let me tell you. The sturdy boots had given way to delicate sandals with heels so high I knew I was going to be cursing them within an hour. But I didn’t care. They looked utterly gorgeous.

      “Do you think Lucas will like it?” I asked, nibbling my lower lip in uncharacteristic agitation. (Never nibble your upper lip. I knew a demon girl in hell who had a bad habit of doing that. She thought it made her look cute. It didn’t. She just looked like a constipated piranha.)

      Normally I’m either self-confident, or I do a damn good job of faking it. I don’t let anyone see that I’m quaking in my boots. Look like you know what you’re doing and people will believe it. Failing that, grab a clipboard and put on a ball-busting attitude. They’ll back down. Believe me.

      But right now I couldn’t muster it. Not now. Not with this. I’d picked the dress specially for Lucas. I wanted him to like it. I wanted him to like me in it. No… more than like, I wanted him to fall in love with me, demon horns and questionable heritage aside, all over again. I wanted him to see me, Jynx, and just me. Not the death witch. Not Jynx Morningstar, princess of hell, Lucifer’s niece, etc., etc.

      Just me.

      The Mom rose elegantly to her feet, the tears still in her eyes as she walked toward me. Her eyes were normal and her manner focused, which told me that the Madness she’d been cursed with by my grandfather was held at bay for the moment.

      “You look beautiful, pudding,” she whispered, fussing with my veil and then finally turning me around to look in the mirror.

      My breathing stopped for a moment as I looked at the woman in the reflection. I’d never seen myself in the dress. I’d seen it on the hanger, and I’d tried it on, but I’d never looked at myself wearing it. Now I did, but I didn’t see me as I saw me, with dirty dark hair and my odd looking face. Instead, I saw myself as the Mom saw me. Dainty and elegant, and… hell, yeah, I was damn cute.

      “Yes,” she murmured, her hands on my shoulders and a smile curving her lips as our gazes met in the mirror. “Lucas will like it. Either he likes it or I’ll rip his liver out and feast on it.”

      Annnnnnd… the Mom was back in the room, her eyes going dark again. I smiled and patted her hand. “Thanks, Mom. That’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever said to me.”

      I turned to Susan, the girl who owned the shop. A were-kangaroo with bright blue hair, she was so sweet and chirpy she sometimes made my teeth ache. But, she was the go-to girl for a wedding dress in the local area. Plus, she was mated to one of Lucas’ lieutenants, so it was a pack thing. And if there was one thing I’d learned being with Lucas, pack things were important. Never fuck about with pack things. I’d thought hell was bad, but navigating shifter society was like a house of cards built on eggshells. One little wobble and you fucked up centuries of understandings and unspoken agreements, which could result in half the shifters on the Eastern Seaboard going to war.
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