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CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      Lilith. She was the world’s first woman. The Queen of the Night. The mother of all vampires.

      She got credit for none of it, but after a few millennia of existence, praise…or even acknowledgment…for her contributions to society didn’t matter. It all happened so long ago, and Lilith didn’t hold a grudge against anyone.

      Well, except for Adam, but that little weasel didn’t count. He got her exiled from Eden, after all, and for what? Because she wanted to be on top for a change. Because she refused to obey him and wanted to be his equal. His partner.

      Whatever.

      Apparently, that was too much to ask because he’d kicked her to the curb and had her cursed to rely on the blood of mortals for sustenance. Of course, back then, Adam was the only mortal. Her curse was supposed to be a death sentence, but Lucifer had been kind enough to take her in. Demon blood had sustained her just fine…made her more powerful than those nitwits could have imagined. Now there were plenty of mortals topside to feast on.

      Fuck you and the being who cursed me, Adam.

      She groaned and pulled the blanket over her head. Why did she have to wake up thinking about him? Squeezing her eyes shut, she rolled to her side and willed herself to go back to sleep and have a pleasant dream for once. If only her magic worked on herself. She could glamour a heavy-weight boxer into eight hours of slumber, yet she couldn’t sleep for shit.

      It was time she dragged her butt out of bed and started her day…or night…whatever time it was. Lucifer controlled the “skies” in The Underworld, so who knew?

      Percival called for his breakfast, and the gentle caw, caw, caw brought a smile to her lips. Lilith sat up, stretching her arms over her head, and her crow familiar flew from his perch to the bed before hopping across the deep blue comforter.

      “Hello, moonlight. How are you today, my pet?” She stroked his sleek black feathers, and he answered with another caw.

      “Okay, okay. I’ll get up.” She scooted to the edge of the mattress and placed her feet on the marbled concrete floor. Wiggling her toes, she focused on the smooth, cool surface, feeling the chill all the way to her spine. With a deep inhale, she stretched her arms over her head one last time before rising and padding to the pantry.

      She filled his bowl with trail mix and gave him fresh water as he danced across the counter in anticipation. Dipping his head, Percival pecked at his meal, and Lilith strode to the terrarium, where Esther, her magical snake familiar, lay sleeping. Much like a chameleon, Esther could change her coloring to match her environment, her mood, or whatever the occasion might require. Most of the time, she took on the coloring of an overgrown scarlet king snake—red with black and yellow bands—a harmless, non-venomous creature. At four and a half feet long, she could be intimidating to some, but she was the sweetest, most adorable animal ever created.

      Today, however, Esther had donned an albino white aesthetic. That’s new. She’d coiled herself on top of a large, flat rock beneath the heat lamp, her face pointed toward the wall. Lilith stood in front of the terrarium and crossed her arms, waiting for the snake to lift her head.

      “Good morning, love. It’s time for breakfast.” She tapped on the glass, but Esther refused to acknowledge her. “Come on, my little danger noodle. We have things to do. We have to…”

      Lilith pressed her lips together and drummed her fingers against her biceps. What, exactly, did she have to do? Lucifer didn’t require her to work, so she had no job. She had plenty of blood in the fridge, so she technically didn’t need to go hunting—though, nothing beat a meal straight from the vein. Grabbing her phone from the nightstand, she opened the calendar app, and her shoulders slumped as she took in all the empty squares on the screen. Her schedule had been wide open for weeks. There wasn’t a damn thing she had to do today.

      “Maybe we can meet Eve for a drink.”

      Esther still didn’t move, so Lilith used telepathy to send her thoughts to her familiar. “Don’t make me traipse through the streets of The Underworld without my favorite accessory.” Lilith was rarely seen without her snake draped over her shoulders. Percival traveled everywhere with her as well, but her crow preferred flying as his mode of transportation.

      The snake started to lift her head, a minuscule movement that stilled as quickly as it had begun.

      “I feel you, sister.” If Percival didn’t need to be fed, Lilith would’ve been in bed as well.

      Her crow glided into the room and perched on the edge of the terrarium before leaning in and cawing at the snake. Esther’s skin rippled as if she were going to move but thought better of it.

      “Come here, nope rope. Stop playing.” Lilith reached inside and slipped one hand beneath Esther’s head, the other a foot down below her belly. Normally the snake would have coiled around her arm before slithering up to her shoulder. Now her body hung like a wet noodle.

      “Esther?” A sense of dread tightened Lilith’s chest, dragging her heart down into her stomach. “What’s wrong, my sweet?”

      She laid the snake on the bed and crouched in front of her, running her fingers over her head. “Connect with me.” Focusing her magic into her familiar, Lilith tried to become one with the snake. Esther was an extension of Lilith, created by Lucifer himself to be her companion in the early years of her cursed existence. She should have been able to bond her consciousness to her familiar, seeing through Esther’s eyes as if they were the same being.

      Something was wrong. Okay, that was an understatement because, as Lilith reached into Esther’s psyche, instead of the loving little snake she adored, all she found was a void. Emptiness as dark and cold as the rumors about Lilith’s heart.

      “Percival, what’s wrong with her?”

      The crow landed on the bed and gently pecked at Esther’s back. Her muscles crawled in reaction, but she didn’t lift her head. Pressure built in Lilith’s eyes as she dragged in a breath. Esther had been her companion for millennia, and she’d never seen her behave this way. Sure, she got moody every now and then, but who didn’t? This was something else entirely.

      “Esther, please.” She slipped her hand beneath the snake’s head, and Esther finally opened her crimson eyes. “There’s my girl.” Lilith tried to smile, but the fear making her muscles tense wrapped around her heart, squeezing it until she thought it would burst like a tapioca pearl in bubble tea.

      Esther’s forked tongue darted out, lapping at Lilith’s wrist before the snake closed her eyes and stilled.

      “Oh, my baby. Let’s get you back under your lamp.” Lilith gathered her familiar into her arms and returned her to the terrarium before looking at Percival. “We need a doctor. Are there any vets in The Underworld?”

      She tapped a finger against her lips. What exactly could a vet do for a magical snake? Esther was no ordinary serpent; she was an immortal, created by magic. Lucifer’s magic. It was time she paid the ruler of The Underworld a visit.

      Lilith sank into a blue velvet chair and folded her legs beneath her. Closing her eyes, she focused her magic on Percival and formed a connection with him instantly…the way it should have happened when she tried with Esther. Her consciousness melded with the bird’s, and she stared back at herself through his eyes.

      Her long red hair, which usually flowed in silky waves, was a matted mess, and her skin, which was always pale because she was a vampire, had taken on an ashen pallor. Whatever illness was affecting Esther appeared to be affecting her too. She shuddered at the sight of herself before taking control of her crow familiar and flapping his wings.

      She soared out an open window, gliding over The Underworld toward Lucifer’s palace. The Underworld used to be all fire and brimstone, which Lilith preferred—not that anyone asked her. Now it was a quaint little village with shops and cottages, and the ruler of The Underworld had done it all for Clara, his “soulmate.”

      Lilith blew a puff of air through Percival’s nostrils. What a crock. Soulmates didn’t exist, and she was undead proof. If they did, she’d still be head over heels for that alphahole, Adam, but she wouldn’t touch him with a ten-foot stake…unless she could ram it through his chest.

      Anyway… When Lucifer met Clara, he transformed The Underworld into what it was today so she’d be more comfortable, which wasn’t surprising. The ruler of The Underworld had a soft heart beneath all those muscles and devilish good looks. He’d taken Lilith in, after all, given her a home and enough demon blood to keep her going until she could venture topside for the delicacy of humanity. And Esther… He’d given her Esther, and now he would heal her.

      She arrived at Lucifer’s palace and circled the medieval castle. Ivy climbed the silvery gray bricks, and three massive towers ascended into the sky. Finding an open window, she soared past the ruby red curtains and landed on a chandelier, cocking Percival’s head and listening for sounds of movement.

      A deep belly laugh echoed from the corridor to her right, so she followed the noise and found Lucifer sitting at a table with Clara. Her long, white hair glistened in the lamplight, and whatever she’d said must’ve been hilarious because she had Lucifer in stitches. Lilith had never seen the man so…happy. Must be nice.

      She landed on the table and squawked, and he finally got control of himself. With a deep inhale, he wiped a tear from his eye and took Clara’s hand. He glanced around the room, leaning back in his chair to peer through the doorway.

      “Hello, Lilith. To what do I owe the pleasure…I would say of your company, but it appears you’ve sent only your familiar.”

      “I need your help,” she said into his mind before vocalizing, “Caw, caw!”

      He rubbed his thumb and forefinger on his chin. “I see. Well, I am a busy man.”

      “You speak crow?” Chole gave him a quizzical look.

      Lucifer chuckled. “Lilith is using telepathy. I hear her thoughts.”

      “Now that would be a cool power to have. Hi, Lilith.”

      “Hello. I’m sorry to interrupt, but I desperately need Lucifer’s help.”

      “Indeed.” Lucifer waved a hand at Percival like he was trying to shoo her familiar away. “Leave us, Lilith. Clara was in the middle of a hilarious story.”

      She narrowed the crow’s eyes and pecked at his hand before letting out an ear-piercing squawk. “Damn it, Luce, it’s an emergency.”

      Lucifer’s eyes turned molten red, and if it were possible for steam to shoot out of his ears, it would have. In hindsight, pecking the ruler of The Underworld wasn’t in her best interest. She’d known the man for eons, and his temper was like lightning. Thankfully, Clara stepped in.

      She rested her hand on his shoulder, and his anger visibly simmered, the red in his eyes dimming as he covered Clara’s hand with his. “Hear her out, honey. She flew all the way here.”

      “Anything for you, my love.” He tugged Clara’s hand to his lips and kissed her fingers before focusing on Lilith. “What seems to be the problem?”

      “It’s Esther. She’s sick.”

      He laughed. “Nonsense. I created her.”

      “She’s not moving. I barely got her to open her eyes this morning, and I can’t connect with her.”

      His brow furrowed, his forehead pinching as if her words perplexed him.

      “What’s wrong?” Clara asked.

      “She claims her reptilian familiar is ill.”

      Clara gasped. “Oh my. How can we help? Do you need me to call a vet? Do you need help getting her topside?”

      Finally, someone was listening to her. “I don’t think a vet can help. I need Lucifer to look at her.”

      Clara smacked him on the arm. “You’re not too busy to aide an ill animal, are you, dear?”

      “No, my love. I suppose I’m not.” Lucifer arched a brow at Lilith. “Give me five minutes to say goodbye, and I will be there.”

      “Thank you, oh great one.” The sarcasm she tried to lace into her words didn’t sound quite as good through the filter of Percival, but Lucifer smirked, so the message was received.

      Lilith released control of her familiar—she’d be sure to give him extra raisins in his trail mix tonight—and returned her consciousness to her own body. Rising to her feet, she paced to the front door, though why she bothered, she wasn’t sure. Lucifer appeared in her living room a minute later, bypassing the formality of knocking. Not that Lilith could complain. She’d done the same thing to him through Percival.

      “Thank you for coming.” She held his gaze, waiting to be berated for barging in on his quiet time with Clara, but Percival flew in through the window and perched on the back of the couch to caw at Lucifer.

      “Percy.” Lucifer ran the backs of his fingers over the crow’s feathers. “I’m glad to see you’ve returned to your old self, my friend.” He looked at Lilith. “Lead the way.”

      “She’s in the bedroom.” She strode down the hall and tossed her hair behind her shoulder, but her fingers caught in a tangle. She nearly ripped out a lock by the roots trying to free her hand, and she bit the inside of her cheek to keep from shouting profanities at the rat’s nest she’d allowed her mane to become.

      “How long has it been since you left your house?” Lucifer stopped in the doorway, crossing his arms and raking his gaze up and down her form.

      She gaped at him like he was crazy. “I was just in your palace. I know you’ve only got eyes for Clara these days, but we had a conversation.”

      He shook his head, clicking his tongue like a disappointed father. “Percival was in my palace. How long has it been since you left your abode?”

      She shrugged a shoulder and lifted Esther from her rock. “A while. Please, you have to help her.” She shoved the snake into his arms.

      Lucifer cradled her familiar, closing his eyes and stilling, focusing his magic into Esther. His mouth pinched, and he carried her back to the terrarium, returning her beneath the heat lamp and running a finger along her scales. “I can’t help her.”

      She laughed, unbelieving. “What do you mean you can’t? Of course you can. You’re Lucifer Fucking Morningstar. You can do anything.”

      An amused grin lifted his lips. “Thank you for the ego boost, not that I needed it. I’m afraid, however, that Esther’s condition is irreversible.”

      Her stomach dropped so hard she clenched her cheeks to keep it from falling out of her butt. “Irreversible? But she’s immortal. Are you saying she’s going to be a zombie snake for the rest of eternity?”

      He lifted a finger. “It’s irreversible unless…”

      Lilith leaned toward him, her weight shifting so far forward she nearly toppled over. Straightening her spine, she parked her hands on her hips. “Would you care to elaborate, oh great one?”

      “I created Esther to be an extension of you, the same for Percival.”

      “But I can’t connect with Esther anymore. She’s lethargic, and she’s lost her color. What’s wrong with her?”

      “I rather hoped you’d figure it out on your own.” Lucifer sighed. “Tell me, Lilith. Have you looked in the mirror lately?”

      “I saw myself through Percival’s eyes before I sent him to your palace.” What was he getting at? Her first and best friend lay lifeless—not in the acceptable, undead way—and Luce was asking about mirrors.

      “And how do you think you look?”

      Sweet Persephone, tell me he’s not going there. A cramp seized her tightening jaw. “My appearance has nothing to do with Esther’s condition.”

      “Doesn’t it, though?”

      “No, it doesn’t. Do you hear yourself?” Leave it to a man to blame a dire situation on a woman’s unkempt hair. Typical.

      “You’re not taking care of yourself, Lilith, and until you do, I’m afraid Esther will remain a ‘zombie snake.’” He made air quotes before turning on his heel and striding out of the bedroom.

      Lilith followed him down the hall. “I don’t understand.”

      “She feels what you feel, and you, dear Queen of the Night, are a miserable, lonely wretch.”

      “How dare you?” She crossed her arms, and though she was tempted to stamp her foot, she refrained. Lilith was not miserable or lonely. She had plenty of friends. Hell, she was thinking about meeting Eve for drinks this afternoon. So what if she hadn’t felt like leaving her house in the past week or three. She had enough blood in the fridge and pet food in the pantry. She had her books, TV, and her phone. It wasn’t her fault the modern world made going outside utterly unnecessary.

      “I call it as I see it.” Lucifer gave her a sympathetic look. “You need help, Lil.”

      “I don’t…” She scoffed. “If Esther were sick because of me, then Percival would be too. They’re both connected to me.”

      “Indeed. If you continue your current path, your crow will be a sitting duck, and I’m afraid both their conditions will be terminal.”

      “Terminal?” Surely he didn’t mean…

      “They will not survive this, Lilith. If you want to help your familiars, you must help yourself.”

      “They’ll die?” Her jaw trembled, so she clamped her mouth shut.

      “Yes.”

      Her throat thickened. She was responsible for poor Esther’s condition, and if she didn’t fix it, she would die. How could she have let this happen? She loved her familiars more than anything in the world. Hell, they were the only creatures she’d ever loved.

      “What can I do?” Her voice sounded tiny.

      “Go to the counseling center and ask for Azrael. I’ll let him know to be expecting you. I’m sure he can partner you with someone to help you work through your…issues.” He curled his lip. “And Lilith, take a shower before you go. You stink.”
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      Spencer Monroe eyed the hole in the side of the cliff. It couldn’t have been more than two and a half feet in diameter—a tight squeeze in human form, and who knew what lay waiting inside. If he could shift into his owl, he’d have no trouble getting in. Sadly, a group of locals—all human—had gathered to watch.

      “Cameraman always goes first.” Alan clapped him on the shoulder. “You know how this works.”

      Yes, Spencer knew how shows like this worked. Though he’d only been part of The Hunt for Cryptids for a couple of months, he’d been a cameraman for a decade. And yes, he realized the irony of an owl shifter working for a show that was supposedly trying to expose the existence of supernatural beings.

      Even more ironic? Every member of the team had some sort of magic, and the icing on the cryptid cake… The show’s host, Alan Peterson, was Bigfoot himself. Of course, they’d never actually expose their kind. But humans ate this stuff up.

      Spencer crouched in front of the hole and shined the light from his camera inside. Millions of tiny crystals encrusted the walls, reflecting the beam back at him. A bead of sweat rolled down his back, and he set the camera down to adjust his shirt. Living first in Arizona and then in L.A., he never understood the phrase “It’s not the heat; it’s the humidity,” until he started traveling. The air seemed to wrap around him like a wet towel, never allowing his sweat to evaporate.

      Summer in the rainforest was no joke.

      He scooted toward the hole and rested his hands on the surface, peeking his head inside, and a woman from the crowd shouted in a native language. Spencer turned to see her raising her hands and closing her eyes as if she were praying. A very loud, very insistent prayer.

      He looked at Juan, their local guide and resident alpaca shifter. “What’s she saying?”

      Juan fought his smile. “She says, ‘The devil lives inside.’”

      Spencer chuckled. Though he’d never been to The Underworld, he highly doubted the entrance to Lucifer’s lair was a hole in the wall he’d have to lie on his belly to wiggle through. The devil seemed much more dignified than that.

      “Be careful,” Rebecca, a fox shifter and the second cameraperson said.

      Spencer flashed her a reassuring grin. “Always.”

      “Get in there, man. We’re burning daylight,” Alan called before turning on his thousand-watt smile and narrating their adventure to Rebecca’s camera.

      Spencer worked his shoulders into the hole, inching the camera forward and army-crawling into the cave. Gravel clung to his forearms, and his pulse kicked into a sprint. Was he scared? Sure, a little, but that was part of the fun.

      The tunnel opened into a small cavern. The crystals he’d glimpsed from outside lined all the walls and the ceiling, and another tunnel the size of a doorway stood at the opposite end of the space. Rebecca shoved a lamp through the entry, and he turned it on, illuminating the antechamber.

      “You ready for me?” Alan’s face appeared at the end of the tunnel.

      “Yeah.” A hissing sound reverberated through the cave. “No, wait.” A three-foot-long snake slithered toward him, lifting its head, preparing to strike. “Shit! Viper!”

      At the sight of the highly venomous reptile, Spencer’s fight or flight instinct kicked in. Though, in his case, it was fight and flight. He called on his owl, and vibrating energy danced through his body. His skin pricked as feathers formed, his arms transforming into wings as he morphed into his bird. Flapping them, he took to the air a split second before the serpent struck.

      Gods, I hate snakes. And for good reason. One of the nasty suckers had bitten him when he was a kid, and he’d spent a week in the hospital, nearly succumbing to the venom. Of course, that was before he learned to shift…and how to fight the little bastards.

      “You got it, or do you need help in there?” Alan called.

      Now, why would he ask a question like that? Spencer and Alan had been friends since middle school. He’d seen Spencer take on plenty of snakes. They weren’t his bird’s favorite food, but owls were opportunistic hunters. Plus, the only good snake was a dead snake. Anyway, Alan wasn’t expecting an answer. All Spencer could do in his owl form was hoot.

      He circled the cave once before swooping down and clutching the serpent in his talons. With a snap of his claws, he eliminated the threat before tossing it aside and returning to human form. He scanned the cave, checking the crevices for any more dangerous residents before picking up his camera and pointing it at the opening for Alan to make his grand entrance.

      “It’s taken care of. Come on in.”

      “According to locals…” Alan grunted as he worked his way through the hole. “This cave entrance was uncovered last year, and no one has dared to venture inside.” He rose to his feet and dusted off his shirt. “Legend states that the devil lives here, and I’ll be the first person to see the inside of his lair.”

      Alan winked, and Spencer rolled his eyes. As the host of the show, Alan always said things like that. He was “the first” to see so many things. Did anyone wonder how the camera got inside to record Alan being “the first?”

      The cameraman took the initial risks, but he got none of the credit. Not on this show, not on his previous assignment, and Spencer was fine with that. This was his dream job. All the adventure, and no fans chasing him down for autographs when he was trying to have a nice dinner at a restaurant. He didn’t want the limelight or the ego that came with it.

      Rebecca followed Alan inside, and they filmed their search for the devil in the cave. Of course, they found nothing in the antechamber. The viper lying in wait was the most exciting thing so far.

      “Damn, man. Couldn’t you have subdued the snake and let me take care of it on camera? This adventure might not even make it on the air.”

      “I’m not a snake charmer. Why don’t you head in first next time? We can get you a helmet cam.”

      Alan narrowed his eyes. “And risk getting mauled by a badger? No thanks. This face is my moneymaker.”

      Spencer laughed, but his friend was right. Women made up eighty-five percent of their viewership, and Alan’s wavy blond hair, bright blue eyes, and chiseled features had a lot to do with it.

      Spencer didn’t mind badgers. The rush was worth it. “Ready to explore the rest of the cave, pretty boy?”

      “You know it.” Alan put on his television face, and Rebecca recorded him explaining more of the legend while Spencer ventured into the next chamber.

      The main part of the cave stretched into the darkness, well past the light his camera emitted. He held up the lamp to get a better view and stepped farther inside, kicking up dust along the way. Scrunching his nose at the tickling sensation, he turned toward the entrance to film Alan stepping inside.

      His friend’s brown hat and serious expression made him look like Indiana Jones, which wasn’t by mistake. Alan played the role of adventurous explorer to a T. Yet another reason Spencer would choose to be behind the camera rather than in front of it any day. He never had to put on a show.

      Alan kicked up more dust as he moved, and the itchy sensation crawled from Spencer’s nostrils down to his throat. He held up a finger to stop Alan’s speech, but before he could hit pause on his camera, he let out a massive sneeze that echoed through the chamber, bouncing off the walls and reverberating through his chest. Pebbles rained down from the ceiling, and the entire cave seemed to rumble.

      “That’s not good.” Alan backed toward the antechamber, and Spencer froze, staring at the ceiling as the falling pebbles grew into rocks the size of baseballs.

      Now would have been a good time for his fight or flight to kick in, but he couldn’t make himself move. A cracking noise echoed from above, sounding way too much like the ceiling splitting.

      “Let’s go, Spence,” Alan yelled, snapping him out of his trance.

      He started toward the antechamber, but the ceiling had, in fact, split, and as Alan darted through the opening, the baseball-sized rocks turned to bowling balls. The cavern roared as if Lucifer himself was pissed they'd ventured into his lair, and the ceiling caved right at the exit, trapping Spencer inside. Then there was silence.

      Holding his breath, he waited for the dust to settle and his brain to grant him the ability to move again. He stood in the same position he’d frozen in, the camera still rolling, pointing at the rubble. Panning upward, he peered through the hole in the ceiling. Another chamber lay above, filled with even more glimmering crystals.

      “Spencer!” Alan coughed, and Rebecca cried out, “Spencer, are you okay?”

      “I’m fine.” He kept his voice quiet to avoid disturbing what was left of the unstable cave ceiling.

      “Spencer!” Alan called again.

      He paced to the pile of rocks, gently placing each step, and lifted his head toward the small opening at the top of the passage. “I’m okay. Let me hand you the camera, and I’ll fly out.”

      He gave the equipment to Rebecca, shifted into his owl, and passed over the mountain of rubble that would have sealed a normal person inside. The moment he returned to human form, Rebecca threw her arms around him. “Oh, thank the gods!”

      “You scared the shit out of us, Spence.” Alan wrapped an arm around his shoulders, giving him a brotherly squeeze.

      “I don’t think you have to worry about this adventure not making the cut.” He picked up his camera and reviewed the footage.

      “That’s intense.” Alan’s eyes widened as he watched the video. “I knew hiring you was the right decision. After this, there’s no way the network will cancel us. Screw Isabella. Our ratings are going to soar!”

      Spencer ground his teeth at the mention of his ex-fiancée. Isabella DeFranco was the host of the most popular adventure show on live TV and every streaming service around. Expedition Excitement was huge, and so was Isabella’s ego. Spencer had been her cameraman from the beginning…before the show took off and her self-importance skyrocketed. When he caught her cheating with the producer, he ended the relationship. In turn, Isabella ended his career.

      “How will we explain Spencer’s escape?” Rebecca asked. “There’s not enough space above the rubble for a human to fit through.”

      Spencer eyed the ceiling. The antechamber appeared stable enough. “Let’s move some of the rocks. You can get a shot of Alan moving the last few, and then I’ll pretend to come through. The editors can make it look believable.”

      “You’re a genius. This is why we’re best friends. I’ve got this. Back up.” Alan shifted into his sasquatch, his body sprouting dark brown fur, his size more than doubling as his beast took control. He went to town on the rubble, lifting a three-foot boulder with ease. Five minutes later, his superstrength had enabled him to remove half the pile, and he returned to his human form.

      Rebecca filmed the shots the editors would need, and they high-tailed it back to the hotel. That was enough excitement for one day. Spencer couldn’t wait to get cleaned up and then stretch his wings beneath the moonlight.

      After a hot shower, he wrapped a towel around his waist and found his phone ringing on the nightstand, Mandy’s name lighting up the screen. He smiled and picked up the device. “Hey, sis. How’s it going?”

      “I’m good. How are you?” He could hear the smile in her voice.

      “Oh, you know. Just working. Same old, same old.”

      She laughed. “Your job is never the same old anything. When will you be back?”

      He glanced in the mirror on the dresser and tousled his damp hair. “We’re heading home tomorrow.”

      “Perfect. You’re going out with me Wednesday night.”

      “Oh?” He sank onto the edge of the bed. “Where to?”

      “The Fang and Flask. We’re going speed dating.”

      “The hell we are.” He was still licking his wounds from Isabella’s betrayal. He wasn’t about to open himself up to dating anytime soon…if ever again.

      “Please? Kathy was supposed to go with me, but she bailed. I really want to do this, and all my other friends are in relationships. Pretty please? For your favorite little sister?”

      “Mandy…” He pinched the bridge of his nose. “I’m happy to hang out with you, but…”

      “Fine. I’ll go by myself. Hopefully there aren’t any creeps attending. I’d hate to get abducted on my way home.”

      “You watch way too many crime shows.”

      “So do you, and you know what could happen to a pretty, young woman on the streets of L.A. all alone. Especially at a place that caters to demons downstairs.”

      He closed his eyes, letting out a long sigh. “What time should I meet you?”

      “Pick me up at seven.”

      “See you then.” He mashed the End button and tossed the phone onto the nightstand. This was one adventure he was not looking forward to.
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