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      “What do you mean I’m banished from Hell?” Lucian Teivel barely had time to conjure clothing before his best friend, the demon Sorath, ordered him away from his bed…and his four naked demonic bedmates who appeared as confused by all this as he was.

      “I’m sorry, Luke. There’s nothing I can do. Your father ordered us to escort you out.”

      “Of Hell,” Luke repeated just to make sure he understood what was happening. He, his father’s direct heir, was being banished from the only home he’d ever known…it made no sense whatsoever.

      Who the fuck gets banished from Hell?

      Aghast, he stared at Sorath in total disbelief. “I’m my father’s favorite.”

      Everyone knew that. Lucifer bragged about it all the time, much to the dismay of every demon in this domain. In fact, his father loved to hold that over the heads of the rest of his children and demons.

      “Favorite or not, Lucifer has ordered you gone. Now. No delay.”

      Luke stared at Sorath, a prince in his own right, and the leader of his father’s greatest legion, and the ten demons Sorath had brought with him for this dubious task. Like Lucifer, Sorath was so beautiful he was hard to look at. He had dark skin and black wings that matched his soulless eyes and long, braided hair. Aside from Luke, he was the creature Lucifer trusted most with tasks such as throwing his beloved son out of his realm.

      “Any idea why?”

      Sorath arched a brow that basically questioned Luke’s sanity for asking such a question. “Do you think for one heartbeat I dared to ask him?”

      “Since your wings haven’t been ripped from your back, I’d say no.”

      It still didn’t make sense. No one had ever been banished from Hell. Not in all these centuries. How could this happen?

      Granted, he lived to irritate his father. Mother, too, for that matter. And Lucifer had made the threat on more than occasion to toss him out on his ass.

      Still, Luke had never once believed his father was serious with those booming threats.

      Just pissed off.

      Which, as Lucifer, was his father’s normal state of being.

      “Does my sister know?” Luke didn’t give him time to answer. “Shaddix!”

      She appeared instantly in his room, then drew up short as she saw Sorath and the number of demons with him. Exceptionally tall for a she-demon, she was impractically beautiful. The kind of beauty that left people staring at her, wondering how her overlarge features came together so that she was attractive. And yet she was. Long black hair framed an unconventionally beautiful face.

      And for once, she wasn’t spewing hatred toward him. “I just heard. What happened?”

      “I was hoping you’d know.” While she wasn’t Lucifer’s favorite, she was his daughter, and her mother had been one of the original fallen angels who’d been cast out of Heaven along with his father. In Hell’s pecking order, his sister technically ranked higher than he did, given that his mother was a hellhound.

      But when it came to raw viciousness and brutality, Luke had no equal outside of their father.

      Her brow furrowed by worry, Shaddix shook her head. “I’ve no idea. I know he’s threatened it a lot in the past when you’ve angered him, but I never thought he’d actually do it. Not with the way he dotes on you.”

      For the first time in centuries, they agreed on something.

      Luke growled low in his throat. The only reason he could imagine was that someone had seen him conversing with Remiel—the archangel of hope. Lucifer blamed Remiel for his fall from grace. Therefore, Lucifer hated that bastard with every ounce of venom he possessed…

      And that was a lot.

      Luke had been a forbidden friend of Remiel’s for centuries. Why? He had no real idea. Other than the angel was funny and they’d often met in the human world while Luke sought souls for his father and Remi had tried to protect the mortals from Luke’s temptation.

      Their friendship was the only thing he could imagine would cause his father to overreact. And it meant there was a tattletale in Hell.

      He glared at his sister. “Someone betrayed me. Find out who.”

      Shaddix nodded while Sorath gave him a hard stare. “Does this mean you’re leaving on your own?”

      In other words, Sorath wanted to know if Luke intended to fight him. Normally, he’d do so without hesitation and just on principle. But right now, he didn’t want to pummel his best friend.

      He wanted to beat his father. Which would be nine kinds of stupid. A level of stupid he didn’t need or want right now. While he knew he could defeat Sorath, he didn’t stand a chance against Lucifer.

      Grabbing his sword, he paused in front of Shaddix. “Find my betrayer.”

      “I will, and I’ll keep asking Father to forgive you.”

      Forgiveness? From Lucifer?

      Their tropical haven would ice over first. No, he would have to find his betrayer and cut off their head, but not before he beat them enough that they’d go before his father and tell Lucifer they’d lied.

      The four demons in his bed began to weep. Without him here, they’d be relegated back to their pits.

      Such a shame given their beauty and talents. He’d miss them.

      But right now, there was nothing he could do to spare them their pain.

      With all the dignity in his rotted soul, he walked past Sorath, then out of his room and toward the portal that led to the human world.

      The portal shimmered in the dim light. In the past, it’d been something he’d stepped through without a passing thought.

      Today might be his last glimpse of home.

      And that infuriated him to a dangerous level. He met Sorath’s gaze levelly. “Tell my father this isn’t over.”

      Just as he was about to step through the shimmering portal, he heard a tiny voice.

      “Dominus! Wait!”

      He looked past Shaddix to see Helly rushing toward them. She wasn’t a demon. She was an imp…his servant since the day his mother had whelped him. Short in stature, she was classically beautiful with perfect features, dark brown hair and an adorable pair of curved horns that rose out from just above her ears.

      “I’m going with you, dominus. You don’t need to be out there alone.”

      Leave it to Helly to be loyal. Either that or his mother had insisted. Senka would be absolutely livid over this. Not that Lucifer would care.

      While his mother, alone, held a special spot in Lucifer’s dark heart, theoretically Senka didn’t control him. If she protested Luke’s banishment, Lucifer would double down on it and refuse any leniency.

      Luke’s only hope was to find his accuser and make that bastard undo this.

      “Thanks, imp.”

      Shaddix opened the portal.

      Sorath met his gaze and held it. “I’ll find out who did this to you and together we’ll gut them.”

      Luke clapped him on the arm. “I will find out who did this and when I do, there will be hell to pay.”
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      “So, who did you piss off to be sentenced to our little corner of Hell?”

      Standing in front of a large, antique mahogany desk, Sorcha O’Malley blinked twice at the unexpected question. “Beg pardon?”

      The woman who’d introduced herself as Bernadette Corwin lifted a stack of papers and straightened them. “I saw your service record. It’s impressive and spotless. Means you must have pissed off someone significant to be sentenced to Infernal Affairs. So what did you do and who did you do it to? Details, please. I love gossip!”

      Not something she was about to discuss, especially with someone she just met.

      No one needed to know her dubious history that she was still trying to get over.

      So Sorcha shrugged. “Don’t know. Guess I’m just unlucky.” And a little too accurate with her aim.

      Uncomfortable with this line of questioning, Sorcha cleared her throat and glanced about the old Victorian mansion that had been converted into an office building. The former living room was now a reception area and the woman before her was quite…

      Something.

      Tall, thin and with dark skin that was smooth and perfect, Bernadette was beauty incarnate. She had short sister locks that framed a face Sorcha could tell was used to smiling and laughing.

      She liked her already.

      Even if she was nosy.

      “What did you do to be sentenced here?” she couldn’t resist asking Bernadette.

      “Girl…that is a long and lengthy list. Let’s just say it involved a police captain, a night stick that went some place it shouldn’t have, and a bite that may or may not have been infectious.”

      Sorcha felt her jaw go slack. That sounded almost as bad as what she’d done. “Wait… Seriously, what did you do?”

      “Oh, you heard me.” Propping her elbow on the top of the desk, Bernadette rested her chin on the back of her hand and smiled. “Not like he didn’t deserve it. He did. Trust me, I wouldn’t have risked rabies or parvo lightly. Anyway, I’ve been here five years and love it. You will too once you get used to your coworkers. We’re all a little…unique.”

      “Bernadette! Would you stop trying to scare off the new hire.”

      Bernadette scoffed. “Not a new hire. She’s a transfer, like me. I want to know the dirt on her, and I will find it.” She leaned forward and whispered behind her hand to Sorcha, “That’s my special skill.”

      Shaking her head, a short middle-aged brunette joined them. She held her hand out to Sorcha. “Captain Elana Reyes. Nice to meet you.”

      Sorcha shook her hand. “And you, Captain.”

      “Elana, please. We’re not that formal around here.” She slid an irritated glance toward Bernadette. “Will you get back to your real desk and let Ryan have hers?”

      With an impressive dramatic gesture, Bernadette rolled herself back from the desk and stood up. “I wanted to meet the new one first. Shoot me.”

      “Keep it up and I might.” Elana winked at Sorcha. “That’s how I got sentenced here.”

      “That is true,” Bernadette said. “Which is why I’m going upstairs right now before she gets an itchy trigger finger. See y’all later.” She gave an impudent wave of her hand as she left the room.

      Confused, Sorcha turned toward her new boss. “Is she another detective?”

      Elana nodded. “My second-in-command, Lieutenant Bernadette Corwin. Her skill is intuition and clairvoyance, in addition to research. She’s like a magpie on a shiny object.”

      “And yours?”

      “I’m the boss at Infernal Affairs, which means my special power is not losing my shit when someone does something they’re not supposed to. Let that not be any kind of encouragement for you to break rules. As my father used to say…shit rolls downhill. I will always have your back, but please remember that I really do have an itchy trigger finger. And everyone has a breaking point. Please don’t be mine.”

      Given that she had a similar itchy trigger finger and father, Sorcha felt an immediate kinship with the captain. She also suspected there was a lot more to the captain than she let on. In fact, she could feel something “special” about Elana Reyes besides patience.

      “How many detectives are there here?”

      “Eight altogether, including you.” Elana stepped back and gestured to her right. “Shall I give you the grand tour?”

      “Sure.”

      The captain indicated the room where they stood. “The front desk here is normally occupied by our office manager, Ryan Braddach. Not sure where she’s run off to at the moment, but I know she’ll be right back. She’s extremely reliable.” She led Sorcha past a small waiting area in front of a bay window to a set of double doors. “This is one of our interrogation rooms.”

      Nice. It held a small table and four chairs.

      Along with a very thick chain that came out of the wall and made her wonder who or, more to the point, what they interrogated. That thing looked big enough to handle a rhino.

      Down the hallway was a small kitchen with a gas stove and green cabinets. “Feel free to bring food for lunch or cook something as long as it’s not too smelly. Christian Gutjar is sensitive to smell and will hunt you down to complain.” Elana paused to give her a knowing stare. “Trust me, you don’t want to get Chris started. There’s no off switch.”

      “Good to know.”

      Elana led her toward stairs that had a black runner down the center. “Four of the offices are on the second floor and there are two more on the third.”

      Sorcha could just imagine the endless trudging of stairs that lay before her. “Is there an elevator?”

      “Sadly, no. But if anyone has mobility issues, we meet them on the main floor or the garden level.”

      “Garden level?” Sorcha liked the sound of that. Something about being in nature always soothed her.

      “It’s the walkout basement, but it lets out into a garden. There are two offices down there—yours and your partner’s—and another interrogation room.”

      “Son of a donkey eating turd ball! Screw you and your afterlife. Sheez! Give it a rest, you giant asshole! I hate you so much! Can’t you haunt the cemetery across the street? What is wrong with you?”

      Sorcha drew up short at the deep masculine shout that echoed through the second-floor hallway.

      Elana shook her head. “That’ll be the Chris I was warning you about. He’s very creative with his language.” She motioned her toward the office in the far-left corner. Knocking once, she pushed open the door. “There a problem, detective?”

      He gestured toward the window. “Winslow…making me crazy as usual. Tell him to go bug someone else or I’m banishing him into the light.” He picked up a roll of paper towels and began dabbing at his desk and crotch where water had been spilled. “It’s sad that I can’t have a single sip because someone—” he glared at the corner “—won’t stop knocking my drinks over.” He growled low in his throat. “Two seconds! Two effing seconds. I swear to all that’s holy that I left the cap off my water to reach for my phone and boom… I’m going to kill him! Except I can’t. But oh! It’s so unfair.”

      Elana slid her gaze to Sorcha to explain. “Winslow was poisoned by his wife and died in this bedroom. As a result, he knocks over any drink brought in here. Apparently, he’s trying to save the occupants from his bad ending. Make sure you have a lid on any container you bring in here. Chris, meet Sorcha.”

      She waved awkwardly at the tall blond man who reminded her of a modern-day Viking. “Hi.”

      “Hi. Sorry for the rough language and hostility. I’m normally very calm. This has just become a major pet peeve for me…and I’m having a crappy day.”

      Sorcha definitely understood those. She’d been having way too many of them lately. So much so that she was beginning to wonder if the devil had put a target on her back.

      Elana closed the door and pointed to the room across the hall that had the captain’s name on it. “My office is there and Bernadette’s is next to it.”

      “Cap?” Bernadette stuck her head out of her office as if on cue. “Need you. Sorry. Can’t wait.”

      Elana nodded. “Feel free to explore.” She handed Sorcha a key. “As I said, your office is on the garden level, just off the stairs. It’s the one without a name on the door. I’ll catch up to you.”

      Then she was gone so fast that Sorcha barely had time to blink.

      Okay, then.

      More curious about her own space than anything else, she headed for the stairs they’d just walked up only to learn that they didn’t go down past the main floor.

      Scowling, Sorcha turned around, looking for another set of stairs that would lead down to the garden level. “This is odd…”

      She glanced out the window to see that there was a wrought-iron balcony on the backside of the house.

      Hmm…

      She started looking through rooms to find out how to access the balcony. Maybe it had stairs to go down.

      As she passed through the foyer again, she saw an attractive young woman in the corner.

      Sorcha didn’t speak to her. Not out of rudeness. Rather because she knew it was a residual haunting—a ghost that didn’t even know Sorcha was here.

      Since this was her first day on the job, she didn’t want to expose her “unusual” abilities too soon. Even if it was Infernal Affairs and she knew they’d understand because she’d been hired for them, she just didn’t want to be exposed yet.

      Which also made her wonder where Winslow had gone.

      Chris might have looked to the corner, but it’d been vacant. So she knew he didn’t share the abilities she’d learned a long time ago to hide from others. Even those familiar with the paranormal had a hard time accepting her “gifts” at times.

      They were frightening for everyone.

      Especially her.

      At the end of the hall, she finally saw the outside spiral staircase at the back of the house that went to the garden level, along with a door that opened onto the balcony.

      Relieved, Sorcha went outside and paused as she was assaulted with the roar of raucous heavy metal music.

      What in the world? Given the volume, she was amazed that it hadn’t been rattling the windows inside the house.

      By the time she reached the grass, she realized it was actually Christian metal music. Not what she’d first thought.

      Completely unexpected.

      It was also hot as Hell out here. Gotta love Savannah, Georgia in September… She pulled her jacket off as she paused to get her bearings.

      The two lower offices and interrogation room were on her right. But what caught her attention was the pool to her left. Or more to the point, the attached hot tub that held a man leaning back in casual repose against the brown stone ledge.

      No, not a man.

      A god…

      Even from her distance, she was mesmerized by what she saw. Long wavy dark brown hair laced with blond streaks and a body made for sin. Water sparkled invitingly against deeply tanned skin stretched tight over rippling muscles that said he spent way too much time working out. Best of all, he held just enough shadow on his cheeks and chin to be sexy and not gross.

      Damn, he was savage. Raw and just absolutely compelling.

      There were no other words for him.

      A man this hot…

      Yeah. He had to know he turned women, and probably a fair number of men, into molten pools of stupidity.

      And while she liked to pretend she was above her baser hormonal urges, she knew it for a lie. This man penetrated every single level of protection she’d carefully erected around her broken soul.

      What the utter f⁠—

      Someone clapped her on the back, startling her…

      It was Captain Reyes. “His name is Luke. And he’s your new partner.”

      Are you kidding me?

      Of course, he was her partner. Why would she think otherwise?

      My luck never changes. From bad to worse. Sorcha silently went off in frustration over that news. “What?”

      Why?

      Elana stepped around her. “I need someone on the straight and narrow to keep him on the righteous path. He’s a handful.”

      No shit! Look at him. She could only imagine how arrogant and annoying he’d be. She was not looking forward to this. At all.

      I’m going to shoot another partner. Great. God only knows where they’ll send me next time.

      Probably jail. Which she’d barely avoided in New Orleans. Her head was already pounding at the thought of another trial where she’d be grilled and lied about.

      Another mug shot she’d have to live down.

      Effing awesome.

      The captain led her toward her new partner and that powerful aura that made her heart pound even harder. He didn’t bother to move or twitch at their approach. Not until they stopped in front of the hot tub filled with water that appeared to be boiling.

      The music turned down on its own.

      With his arms stretched out along the stone-carved lip of the tub, Luke still had his head leaned back against the edge as he casually sunned himself while he should be working. He wore a number of chains with charms she couldn’t quite make out and each of his fingers held a ring. His expensive sunglasses gave no clue as to his mood or where he was looking. “I just found my happy place, Elana. Don’t put me on task. Not right now.” His voice was deep and smooth, like whiskey and thick velvet. He should be on radio…

      “Sorry, champ. Duty calls. Need you to get dressed and take Sorcha to Peachtree City to check out a Dire Wolf sighting.”

      He scoffed nonchalantly. “The Dire Wolf lives on Witcher Road in Newnan. There’s not one in Peachtree City.”

      “The call’s from the city police department that has had multiple reports. It’s legit. Need you to check it out. Maybe your friend has a relative?”

      Growling like said Dire Wolf, he lifted his head to look at them. With a slow, seductive smile, he pushed his sunglasses up on top of his head.

      As he did so, Sorcha had to look away.

      Holy shit. She hated to be redundant, but it was all she could say. He was hotter than Hell’s half acre without those sunglasses.

      How could you be even better looking without them?

      It wasn’t fair or right.

      Forget radio, this man should have gone into acting.

      The last thing she’d expected was for his eyes to be an amber-gold so intense that they appeared to glow in the sunlight.

      He was everything she hated in a man and yet he was the sexiest thing she’d ever seen. This was the alpha male to rule them all.

      Damn. Just damn.

      With a deep, intimidating sigh, he rose up out of the water like the god Poseidon coming out of the ocean. All he needed was a trident in his hand.

      Heat rushed through every part of her.

      That made him grin even more salaciously. “Don’t worry, love. I know how irresistible I am and I try to keep it in check.”

      Okay, that offended her. “Pardon?”

      “Those are my superpowers…among others.” And with that, he left them and headed toward the four-car garage that was across the yard from their offices.

      But as her gaze went over his sculpted back, she saw dozens of horrible scars. Some appeared to be from a whip of some kind, and others looked like knife and claw marks.

      What the hell?

      Had he been a lion tamer? What could have caused all those?

      Scowling, she turned toward Elana for an explanation.

      Elana shrugged. “I don’t even know where to begin and I’m not sure you’ll believe me if I tell you.”

      Great.

      “Can I request Christian as my partner?” she asked her captain.

      “No, he already has one. But Luke isn’t what you think nor is he the egotistical monster you’re assuming.” Elana paused. “Actually, he’s worse, but again, not for what you think.”

      “Meaning?”

      And still Elana hedged. “Are you religious at all?”

      “I didn’t think you could legally ask me that question.”

      “This isn’t HR related. It’s more a way to determine how receptive you’ll be to the truth.”

      Now Sorcha had to know. “I’m open to things. Why?”

      “Luke Teivel is the son of Lucifer…and he’s been banned from Hell.”
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      Luke Teivel is the son of Lucifer…and he’s been banned from Hell. The captain’s words repeated themselves in Sorcha’s head.

      Sorcha had absolutely no idea how to react to that. Her first instinct was to laugh and leave. Any normal person receiving that information would definitely run for the door.

      But she wasn’t normal and neither was Infernal Affairs. This was an organization set up to deal with preternatural things regular law enforcement couldn’t handle. She’d known about them most of her life. Her father, who’d been a police captain in Jackson, Mississippi, had told her stories of working with them during the late eighties when they’d been founded.

      Because of her “abilities” that had kicked in during her teenage years, her father had recommended her to Elana.

      But the son of Lucifer…

      How was that even possible?

      “You’re kidding.”

      Elana shook her head slowly. “Believe me, I know how it sounds. When we first encountered him…it was quite spectacular. Yet here we are.”

      Yeah, okay… “And how are we here?”

      “I was banished from Hell. Let’s leave it at that.”

      Sorcha gasped as Luke’s deep, resonant voice intruded on their conversation.

      How on Earth did a man that size move so silently? At least six-five, maybe six-six, he towered over them.

      And he was dressed black on black, including a long leather coat in the simmering heat. How he could stomach that in this humid weather, she had no idea. She was only wearing a white V-neck T-shirt and black slacks and she was roasting.

      But there was one question she had to have an answer to. “What does someone do to get banished from Hell?”

      Again, that infectious grin spread across his face. “That’s the question, isn’t it?”

      Yes, it was. “Did you deserve it?”

      His grin turned charming. “Of course, I did. Pissing off Old Scratch is what I do best.” He winked at her. “Now saddle up, detective. We’re heading out.”

      Sorcha’s jaw fell open. Uh, yeah. Heading off alone with the son of the devil who’d been banished from Hell just didn’t seem like the smartest or sanest thing to do.

      She looked at her boss.

      “You heard the demon. Saddle up.” Chuckling, Elana headed back toward their offices.

      “Do I get a gun?” she called after Elana.

      “Won’t need one with Luke as your partner. And if you shoot him, you’ll only piss him off.”

      What did that mean? Sorcha was afraid to ask. Had someone tried to shoot?

      She glanced over to see that Luke was quickly making strides back toward the building where he’d vanished to change from his black board shorts into a black shirt, jeans and coat.

      Rushing to catch up, she was quickly rethinking her decision to take this job. Not that she had any choice after what she’d done.

      Why…why did I shoot my partner?

      For the first time, she regretted it. Was this her punishment? To be paired with a partner she couldn’t hurt?

      “It’ll be fine,” she said under her breath, mocking her father’s words. “You’ll fit right in. It’ll be the best job you’ve ever had. You’ll love it there! Savannah’s awesome! Just wait. You’ll see.”

      Luke paused at the first garage door to turn and frown at her. “Psychotic episode or Tourette’s?”

      “Pardon?”

      He waved his hand at her. “Your…whatever mumbling. Is it a psychotic episode or some other thing I need to know about? Is it a one-off or something recurring I’ll have to explain to others?”

      “Call it frustration. Shock. Denial. Disbelief…incredulity. I like that one.”

      He snorted. “Yeah well, working with you isn’t my perfect tea party, either. I’m not exactly thrilled by those who have ties to my enemies.”

      “What?”

      He reached down to open the garage door manually. “Oh, don’t play all innocent like you don’t know your bloodline. I can smell it on you.”

      What was he talking about? “Apparently, I don’t. What do you know that my family failed to tell me?”

      After lifting the door, he froze. “Nothing. If you don’t know, there’s probably a reason for it and I shouldn’t have said anything.” He wagged his eyebrows at her. “Shall we?” He gestured toward…

      Sorcha looked at the old vintage car and felt her heart sink with vicious dread. “Is that…Christine?” Which would make total sense given that he was the son of the devil. Why not have Christine as his car?

      He gave her a droll stare. “No. Not even. Don’t you dare insult this lady like that. Christine was a boring average automobile. This…this is a Gauguin Red 1957 Chrysler 300C. The first muscle car ever made. Built for speed and luxury, she was innovation incarnate. The first of her kind. The perfect marriage of aggression and beauty. And she is always forward looking. A perfect example of modernity and putting the past behind you while remaking the future into what you want it to be. She’s just like me. A perfect being.”

      Wow…

      Where did she even begin unpacking that statement?

      “You don’t suffer from any lack of self-esteem, do you?”

      “I do not.” He pulled the keys from his pocket as he opened the car door and got in.

      Sorcha went to her side and had to admit the car was exceptionally pretty for an antique.

      And damned if he didn’t look incredible sitting in it. The huge convertible fit him to a T.

      As she sat down beside him, he leaned across her lap.

      “Uh, what are you doing?”

      “Relax,” he said, opening the glove box. He pulled out a red University of Georgia ball cap and handed it to her. “Long hair and convertibles make for a mess.”

      “What about you?”

      Of all the things in the universe, he pulled a pink hair tie off his gearshift and tied his hair up in what had to be the manliest man bun she’d ever seen and given the fact she absolutely hated man buns and thought them completely stupid, that said something.

      “You look like you should be a biker.”

      “Hell’s Angel?” he shot back with that infectious grin.

      She rolled her eyes. “Are they demons too?”

      “No…but some of them will have a nice long conversation with my dad when they cross over.”

      Awesome.

      “Turn on the radio, please. I need music.”

      Sorcha gasped as a tiny woman came out of nowhere and leaned forward between them from the backseat. Around the age of twenty, she had straight, dark brown hair with high arched brows and dark red lips. There was a mischievous air to her that said she was always plotting something.

      Sorcha’s heart pounding from startled alarm, she scowled. “Where did you come from?”

      “Hell,” she said with a shrug. “It’s not as bad as you think…it’s worse.”

      Sorcha turned toward Luke. “Explain?”

      “Imp, meet Sorcha. Sorcha, Imp.” He turned the car on and it roared to life like a rumbling beast.

      “Imp?” Sorcha asked.

      She nodded. “You can call me that or Helly. I answer to both with an equal dose of restraint and resentment.”

      Interesting. The name Helly somehow seemed to fit with her lip piercing and dark clothing. She looked like someone who would hang out with Luke, except she was as tiny as Luke was huge.

      But Helly’s presence definitely confused her. “I thought you didn’t have a partner.”

      Helly snorted. “Not his partner… I’m his damn-it-dog.”

      “Excuse me?” Had she heard what she thought she had? “Damn-it-dog?”

      Helly shrugged nonchalantly as Luke pulled out of the garage, parked and went to close the door manually. “You know, the thing you curse because it’s always getting in the way. I was assigned to him at birth by his mother. She’s a real bitch.” She snickered at that.

      Sorcha was surprised that Luke took the fact Helly called his mother a bitch in stride.

      Okay, then. I guess he’s not close with his mom.

      She had no idea what to make of them as Luke returned to the car and got in.

      But damn, he made an incredible sight with that sexy, masculine swagger. She hated how alluring a beast he was even wearing a long coat on a hot summer day.

      Put it out of your mind.

      So much easier said than done. Especially when someone was that innately delectable. “So where’s this Peachtree City?”

      He pulled out of the driveway and headed down the street. “About four hours away. Depending on how many police cars I have to blow past.”

      She winced at his words. There were few things she hated more than traveling…and in a car it was double grueling. Even with a sexy driver. “Can you teleport us there?”

      He passed a droll stare toward her. “You’re with Infernal Affairs. Don’t you know anything about demons?”

      “A great deal, but with you being the son of the devil, I’d expect you to have more abilities than most.”

      Luke cleared his throat as he caught Helly’s amused gaze in his rearview mirror.

      His new partner wasn’t wrong.

      But giving strangers insight into his abilities was as likely as Helly giving someone her real name. Such things allowed others to have power and control over them. The less people knew, the better.

      So he grinned at Sorcha and turned up the radio.

      She listened for a few minutes, then turned it down. “Skillet? Why do you keep listening to Christian music? Isn’t that a little off brand for your ilk?”

      “Ilk?” Luke repeated. “There’s a word you don’t hear every day.” He glanced over at her and shook his head. “As for my music, I love Christian rock. The faith? The message? There’s no sweeter reward than handing the faithful over to my dad. At least that used to be my goal. Now, I’m trying to think of a way to start reclaiming those souls I helped damn and really pissing off Old Scratch. Bastard deserves it. And I love revenge.”

      Then he did the most shocking thing of all. He actually quoted the Bible. “Vengeance is Mine saith the Lord. I shall repay.”

      But she supposed it made sense. He’d probably read the Bible more than she had, and given her Baptist grandfather and upbringing…

      Impressive.

      “How many souls have you damned?”

      He flinched as if he honestly felt guilty about it. “We don’t talk about that. Ever. The past is the past and we don’t revisit bad territory.” There was a deep undercurrent to those words. One that sent a shiver down her spine.

      Given his parentage, she would have thought he reveled in harming others.

      That tone said she couldn’t be more wrong.

      “Noted. I’ll never bring it up again.”

      Helly leaned over the seat to give Sorcha a huge smile. “He’s being really standoffish because he doesn’t know you yet. I promise he’s a lot of fun once he gets used to you.”

      “I’ll take your word for it.”

      Clearing his throat and glaring at the demon imp, he changed the subject. “So where are you from, Detective O’Malley?”

      Sorcha almost didn’t answer, but what difference would it make? Not like he couldn’t look it up in her files, and given that he was a detective who knew her name, she would assume he’d already investigated her. “Moved around a lot. I was born in Jackson, Mississippi. Spent most of my youth between there and Richmond whenever I stayed with my grandparents. Norfolk, Birmingham, New Orleans. Now Savannah.”

      “Nice list of cities. Personally, I’ve spent a lot of the past century in Sin City.”

      That surprised her. “Vegas?”

      He nodded.

      “Never been there, but I’d love to see it.”

      “I’m sure you’ll get your chance. We get sent there quite a bit. My father owns several casinos and hotels. Makes for a lot of chaos, and our kind of crime.”

      Sorcha widened her eyes. “Really?”

      “Yeah. I’m sure you can imagine the deals certain people are willing to cut in order to have their dreams come true. It’s why my father’s agents own prime real estate there and in Hollywood.”

      That was a terrifying thought. “So there really are deals with the devil?”

      “Oh yeah. Sometimes for great wealth. Some trade for things as simple as a bag of rice. Funny the value people place on their immortal souls.”

      Yes, it was. Worst part of her job was seeing how little some people thought of themselves and others. How little they valued anyone’s life. It only made sense they’d value their immortal soul even less. “Is there anything you’d trade your soul for?”

      “Peace.”

      By the look on his face, she could tell that had popped out of his mouth before he could stop it.

      And the answer surprised her greatly. “As in world peace?”

      Clearing his throat, he turned the radio up again, letting her know he’d had enough conversation.

      Fine. She pulled her phone out and started reading. Helly leaned back in the seat and sang along with the Skillet songs. For a tiny imp, she had an incredibly powerful voice.

      It wasn’t until they pulled into Peachtree City that she realized it hadn’t taken them four hours… It’d barely taken two.

      “How did we get here so fast?” she asked as he stopped at the police station.

      Getting out of the car, he winked, refused to answer, and headed for the entrance.

      Helly climbed out of the car without using the door. It was only then that Sorcha realized exactly how tiny the imp was. Probably four-nine or so. She definitely didn’t come close to five feet. “Those are the powers he doesn’t talk about. He has a lot of them.” She opened the door for Sorcha. “C’mon. This is always fun.”

      Was it?

      More like scary, given the company she was with.

      Sorcha got out of the car and followed Helly into the gray building to find Luke waiting in the tiny lobby for them. It might not really have been small. Just the overwhelming size of him filled it.

      “The detective’s coming,” Luke said.

      Helly grinned. “Which one?”

      “David.”

      Jumping with glee, she clapped her hands together. “He’s my favorite!”

      Sorcha wasn’t sure what to make of the imp’s enthusiasm. Helly was oddly fun and extremely exuberant over very little. How Sorcha wished she could be that way, too. And it seemed strange behavior for a Hell imp.

      Then again, what would she know about how such creatures behaved? Unlike Luke, she hadn’t been assigned an imp at birth. Which really seemed unusual given that Helly appeared younger than he did.

      Or maybe that was the size difference between them. Because Helly was so small, it was easy to think of her as a kid. Except the imp had exceptionally large breasts. Something Sorcha didn’t want to focus on, as she’d always been self-conscious about how small hers were in comparison to others.

      That thought was still in her mind a few seconds later when a well-muscled bald man came through the door on her left. He cracked a huge smile as soon as he saw Luke and Helly. “Good to see you two. What have you been up to?”

      Luke didn’t hesitate with his answer. “Trouble. Always.”

      “Of course, you have.” David glanced to Sorcha before he spoke again to Luke. “Another new partner?”

      Luke nodded. “Yeah. I ate the last one. He got on my nerves so much that it became a moral imperative. This one seems a little more tolerable. And if not, I hope she’s tastier.”

      Sorcha felt her eyes go wide as David laughed. I really hope that’s a joke. With Luke, she couldn’t quite tell.

      Without another comment, David handed a folder over to Luke. “As you can see, Redwine Road is where the sightings first started, then they moved to Peachtree City proper, and it has decided this is where it likes to play. It’s a giant white wolf that usually comes out around midnight and terrorizes the villagers. It seems like every night someone calls, and we’ve had two officers catch sight of it over by the Avenue around ten. I’m hoping it just wants Starbucks and not one of the workers leaving to go home.”

      With a noncommittal humph, Luke opened the folder and thumbed through reports. When he came across a photo, he paused. “Ring camera?”

      “Yeah. That was over on Sweetwater Oaks. One of the houses on the lake. Came right up to their porch. I think it even smiled at the camera.”

      Snorting, Luke handed the printout to Sorcha.

      Her jaw went slack as she saw the neolithic-sized wolf that was maybe four or five feet from the front door of a white brick house. The beast’s shoulders were far more developed than other wolves she’d seen pictures of. But that made her curious. “Are there wolves in Peachtree City?”

      David shook his head. “There aren’t many in Georgia. Period. At least not in any significant number. The handful we have are gray and red wolves, and they’re either hiding up in the mountains or down in the Okefenokee. Not that I knew that a week ago. I checked with park services and they said that even in those known areas, they rarely if ever have someone report a wolf sighting. We’ve had twelve of them in the last month.” He pointed to the picture she held. “All of them describe that.”

      Luke nodded. “All right. We’ll get started and I’ll let you know what we find. Hopefully, this will be a regular wolf and not something we have to move on.”

      He inclined his head to Luke. “Thanks.”

      They headed out of the building, back to Luke’s vintage car.

      Sorcha waited until they were all in before she turned toward her new partner. “Does David know who you are?”

      He shook his head. “Only Infernal Affairs needs to know. Others aren’t so receptive and I don’t need the peasants revolting.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “Humans are terrified by the truth. Easier to deny it than believe it. If they know I’m Lucifer’s son, it means Hell is real and they have accountability for their actions. Which in turn means religion isn’t some myth they can sneer at and dismiss. Once they realize that, they panic. Panicky people are extremely dangerous, especially in large numbers, and they do very stupid things. Not to me, because they can’t do anything to harm me. I’m currently Teflon. But to the rest of you…it just gets unnecessarily messy.”

      “Meaning?”

      “Heaven won’t have me and I’m banished from Hell. Purgatory is Earth. So here I am, trapped, until my dad calms down and welcomes me home. It’s shitty to be me and I don’t want others to try and put me in a lab or cell somewhere. I’m not here to hurt anyone. I just want to find my way home and avoid killing the natives.” He put on his sunglasses.

      Those words made her curious. “How do you know Heaven won’t have you?”

      He pulled his sunglasses down to the tip of his nose to give her an are-you-serious stare over the top of them.

      “Okay. Okay. Stupid question, maybe. But are you sure?”

      “Yes. To get in, I’d have to repent and I regret nothing…other than this conversation and the one time I tried a knock-off brand of Coke.” He pushed the glasses back into place, then picked up his phone, dialed a number and put it on speaker.

      After several seconds, a woman answered in what had to be the thickest Southern drawl in history.

      “Hey, Laura. How you doing, hon?” Luke asked.

      “Everything’s just peachy, peachy, tall, dark and mysterious. But I know you didn’t call to check in on little ole me, Mr. Luke. What is it you need?”

      “Oh,” he feigned being hurt. “You wound me with your suspicion.”

      “Not suspicion, sug, when it’s true. You never call unless someone’s seen a wolf, and no, it wasn’t me. I wasn’t there.”

      “How do you know it wasn’t you? I haven’t even told you where.”

      “Don’t matter where ’cause I know I haven’t been flaunting myself lately. Ain’t no one seen my birthday suit unless they’ve been peeking in my windows—and if they have, then that’s a whole other crime. So I know I wasn’t there and didn’t do it. Whoever they seen was probably just having a bad day or someone saw a neighbor’s dog and panicked.”

      Sorcha bit back a laugh. The picture David gave them was definitely not a dog.

      “You have any friends or family in Peachtree City?” Luke asked.

      “None that I know of and I’m sure they’d tell me if they came that close to my town. Be rude if they didn’t.”

      Luke stroked his chin. “Anyone turn anyone?”

      “No. Definitely not. This is my territory. I’d have the throat of anyone who trespassed and did such a thing. Not to mention, it’d be just plain rude.”

      Luke passed a grimace to Sorcha. “Then we might have a problem.”

      “How so?” Laura asked.

      “I’m in Peachtree City and there is definitely a Dire on the prowl. If it’s not you, it’s a close relative.”

      She went silent for several seconds before she spoke again. “Text me the address and I’ll be there as quick as I can.” Laura hung up.

      Luke shifted through the papers and then texted Laura the location of the last sighting.

      “Where are we going?” Sorcha asked.

      “Whitlock Family Cemetery on Northlake Drive. It’s less than five minutes from here.” He turned the car on and headed out of the parking lot.

      Interesting. Sorcha looked over the files they’d been given.

      David was right. All of them were within a narrow geographic area. “Why do you think the wolf’s staying in one place and not moving on?”

      “Not a clue. That’s not normal Dire behavior. They’re usually very careful and avoid populated areas when roaming. When they do settle, they do like Laura and rarely shift. It brings too much heat, and they’d rather not be seen. One going up to a stranger’s door and smiling for the camera…not what they’re about.”

      “Know a lot of them, do you?”

      He shrugged. “My mother’s a hellhound. Being canines, they tend to run in the same circles. Have a lot of shared behaviors and…friends.”

      Interesting to know. Sorcha looked over her shoulder at Helly who was using her hand to swim in the air flow as they drove. “For real? His mother’s a hellhound?”

      Helly put her hand down and grinned. “What he’s not telling you is that his mom’s the Alpha of all the Hell packs, including the Dires who live in Hell. Makes her exceptionally dangerous and powerful.”

      Sorcha scowled as she realized what Helly had meant when she’d called Luke’s mother a bitch…and why the imp had laughed so hard about it.

      Oh.

      But that left her with another question. “So a dog gave birth to a baby boy? How does that happen?”

      He laughed. “Hellhounds are shifters the same as a Dire. The primary difference is that the Hounds are enslaved to my father…and they tend to be black in their canine forms, even though they could be any color they want. It’s like a uniform to them.”

      Who knew?

      He turned left and then pulled into a parking lot behind a Bank of America.

      Frowning, she didn’t see anything that resembled a cemetery. Just a pizza place, bowling alley and such. “Why are we stopping in a strip mall?”

      Luke turned off the car and got out. He jerked his chin toward the woods across the street. “Cemetery’s over there. We’ll have to walk.”

      Helly jumped out over the back while Sorcha left the car by more conventional means.

      They followed Luke across the street to a small asphalt trail that headed off toward more stores. It was a curious path that made no sense to her. “What is this?”

      “Golf cart path. Peachtree City is famous for them.” He lifted the sunglasses to perch on top of his head so he could glance about with those gorgeous amber eyes.

      “I thought that was The Villages in Florida.”

      He shook his head. “Peachtree City predates them by decades, and you don’t have to be over fifty-five to live here. They have over a hundred miles of golf cart paths. Makes it one of my favorite places.”

      “Really?”

      Tucking his hands in his pockets, he shrugged. “I like quaint things.”

      That seemed very out of character for him. Then again, she didn’t really know him that well.

      Still…

      Sorcha followed Luke to the cemetery that had a tall chain-link fence around it. It looked innocuous enough, except for the three wandering spirits she saw. One a few feet from her and two who appeared to be speaking off to the side. “So, Lassie. You picking up anything?”

      Luke gave her a shit-eating grin. “I see dead people.”

      His words caught her off guard. She wasn’t used to being around others who could see what she did. “Do you?”

      “And so do you.”

      Her body went cold. “Pardon?”

      “I’m not the humans at IA. I know you see Willie standing almost on top of you. John and Cecilia are the two who are arguing over their graves.”

      That wasn’t comforting at all. How did he know their names and more importantly… “You can read my mind?”

      “No. I heard the change in your heartbeat when you looked toward them.” Then he screwed his face up. “And yes, I can read minds, but I wasn’t reading yours.” He made a cross over his heart.

      As she began to panic, Luke moved to stand in front of her. He put one hand on each of her shoulders. “Breathe, Sorcha. Deep and even. The rate you’re going, you’ll have a heart attack before Laura arrives.”

      Because she was trying to decide what was most disturbing. Him touching her and the way she really wanted to take a bite out of that luscious body. Him reading her mind. His ability to hear her heartrate.

      Or the fact that he could see what she did.

      No one had ever been able to see the entities who haunted her. It was comforting and…

      Highly disturbing.

      All of a sudden, something rustled in the woods near them.

      It wasn’t a golf cart.

      Luke moved in front of her to protect her at the same time a giant white wolf came rushing at them. It launched toward them, then transformed into a tall, incredibly beautiful woman with white-blonde hair.

      “You’re scaring my new partner, Laura.”

      She looked past him to where Sorcha stood. “Sorry, hon.”

      Luke tsked. “No, you’re not.”

      “Of course not. Like you, I don’t believe in apologizing. Except for when I first meet someone and scare them.” Laura wiped her hands together as she surveyed the area. “I know this’ll be a giant surprise to you, but there’s nothing here.”

      Sorcha was confused as Laura turned in a small circle near Luke. “What do you mean?”

      “No Dire has come near this place…ever.” Laura turned back toward Sorcha. “I’d know if they had. We leave a very distinct scent. And it usually lingers like a dead polecat.”

      That made her stomach sink. “If there’s no Dire Wolf…”

      “What is everyone seeing and reporting?” Luke held his hand out and the police folder appeared in his palm. He pulled out the photo and showed it to Laura. “What is this?”

      She scowled as she took it and saw the image. “A Dire.”

      “So what’s a Dire not a Dire?” Sorcha asked.

      Luke sobered with an intensity she found as disturbing as when he’d rested his hands on her shoulders. “Trouble.”
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