
	Sometimes you have to look past your prejudices to do the right thing.

	 

	 

	Caelan is going crazy, or at least that’s what it feels like. He’s having blackouts, waking up in places he can’t remember going to, losing hours and sometimes even days, and he has no idea what he does during the times he can’t remember.

	Until he wakes up to find a severed head on his bed.

	Jordan didn’t mean to get involved in this case. He’s a detective, a human detective, and he shouldn’t care what happens to demons. He doesn’t even like demons. But when more and more of them are found torn apart, he worries and decides to give the League the info so they can do something about it before more people get hurt.

	The last person Jordan would have suspected of being behind the brutal murders is Aiden’s pretty, delicate-looking brother. When he finds Caelan with yet another body, he surprises himself by taking Caelan home rather than delivering him to the League. He’s even more surprised when the League decides to help.

	They might not be able to, though, because Caelan is possessed, and the demon inside him is strong. Is it too strong for Caelan to survive? And why does Jordan feel the need to stick by Caelan and make sure he’ll be okay? What will that mean for his job—for his life?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Caelan blinked.

	He was in front of the club, which wouldn’t be surprising if it weren’t Monday and if he could remember how he’d gotten there. The club was closed on Mondays, so he didn’t have to work that evening. He had nothing to do there, but being in the alley wasn’t what worried him.

	No, what worried him was that he didn’t remember leaving his apartment and walking to the club. The last thing he remembered was going to sleep when he came home from work the night before. He’d lost hours, even without counting the time he’d been asleep. He had no recollection of waking up, eating, showering, or any of the things he usually did.

	And it wasn’t the first time it had happened.

	Caelan rubbed his face and looked down at himself. At least he’d put on decent clothes—jeans and one of his favorite T-shirts. He could have done with a jacket, since it was early March, but it was better than nothing.

	He turned to go back home when the club’s back door slammed open. He jumped, his heart racing, and only relaxing when he saw his brother step out of the club, a trash bag in his hand.

	Aiden threw the bag into the dumpster and turned, stopping when he noticed Caelan. “Hey. I was starting to think you weren’t coming.”

	Caelan frowned. He shivered and rubbed his arms, walking closer to Aiden. “What do you mean?”

	Aiden tapped his fingertip on his watch. “It’s almost time to open.”

	“Open?”

	Aiden frowned. “Yes, Caelan, open. You know, the club? What did you do yesterday? Used your day off to drink too much? Are you hungover?”

	“You know I don’t drink.”

	“What’s wrong then?”

	What was wrong was that apparently it wasn’t Monday like Caelan had thought, but Tuesday. He’d lost even more time than he’d thought. He’d lost almost two days rather than one.

	Shit. What the fuck had he done yesterday, then? What was happening to him? He’d been missing periods of time for a while now, but it had never been so long.

	“Caelan?”

	Caelan shook his head. “Nothing’s wrong. I just... I forgot my coat.”

	Aiden’s gaze flicked down Caelan’s body. “I see that. How did you manage to walk all the way here without one? It’s fucking cold.”

	“I think I forgot it somewhere. I’ll have to buy a new one.”

	Aiden wrapped his arm around Caelan’s shoulders and rubbed his skin. “Let’s go inside, yeah? You can warm up while I finish getting the club ready.”

	“That’s my job.”

	“You can skip the preparations today. I already did most of them anyway. Unless you’d rather go home? You can, if you’re not feeling well.”

	“I’m okay.”

	He really wasn’t, but he wasn’t going to tell Aiden about it. Aiden would worry, and that was the last thing he needed. He had the club to take care of, plus his family. That was enough. Caelan could take care of whatever his problem was on his own. Of course, he needed to find out what the fuck was wrong with him first, but it wasn’t going to happen tonight, so he might as well stop trying. He could worry tomorrow—that was, if he actually remembered tomorrow.

	The blackouts were coming more often, and they were lasting longer. That couldn’t be good, and Caelan still had no idea why he had them or what they meant—or even what he did when they happened.

	He’d tried to find out. He’d checked his cell phone for calls he might have made, but there hadn’t been any during the time periods he couldn’t remember. He’d tried asking his friends, but that was hard, since he didn’t want them to know what was happening to him. He didn’t know what was happening to him, but he was sure Aiden and Chase would try to convince him to go to Hell’s Gate, and Caelan didn’t want to. He was terrified something was wrong with him, something they wouldn’t be able to help with.

	Maybe he was more like his father than he’d thought. He’d never met him, but he knew enough about him to know how bad he was—how much of a monster.

	Caelan didn’t want to be like him, but there was nothing he could do about it.

	He was glad to be able to focus on his job, and he hoped he’d manage to get through his shift without having yet another blackout. It had happened a few times, and there was nothing more terrifying than thinking his brother or one of their friends might have noticed. They hadn’t, and that meant that even when he couldn’t remember, Caelan went on as if nothing was wrong. It was weird, but he couldn’t find answers without asking for help, and that wasn’t something he was ready to do.

	His relationship with Aiden was too fresh. What if his brother got scared and decided it would be better to stay away? Caelan only had him. He’d lost his mother when he was a kid, and his adoptive family had always been distant. He hadn’t seen or talked to them since he’d left home. He couldn’t go back even if he wanted to, and he didn’t.

	That left him alone. He wanted to believe Aiden and the rest of his family wouldn’t push him away, but he hadn’t known them for long, not as Aiden’s brother. Their relationship as brothers was only a few months old, not nearly long enough to weather such a big storm.

	And what if Caelan was doing something he shouldn’t during the times he didn’t remember? What if he went around stealing, or worse, assaulting people? He’d woken up a few times to find traces of blood in the sink of his bathroom and his clothes dirty, but he hadn’t wanted to focus on that. He still didn’t.

	There was no way for him to know, and he was going to have to start taking precautions.

	“Are you sure you’re okay?” Aiden asked as the back door closed behind them.

	Caelan briefly closed his eyes. When he opened them, the sight in front of him soothed him.

	The club was still empty, and the lights were on, but it was as familiar as it was when they were off and it was full of people. Black walls scrawled with red markings, tables and chairs along the walls, the DJ’s station, and of course, the bar that was Caelan’s home away from home.

	“I’m fine. Just a bit of a headache, but I took something, so it’ll pass.”

	Aiden didn’t look convinced. He squeezed Caelan’s shoulders. “You’re sure? Do you want me to call Chase and ask him to come by to check you out?”

	“I’m fine. You don’t have to bother him.”

	“He’s not at the hospital tonight.”

	“Then he’s probably with Thailor, so you definitely shouldn’t bother him. I won’t fuck up, don’t worry. I can do my job even with a headache.”

	Aiden’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t care about the job, Lan. I care about you. I don’t want you to have to work if you’re not feeling well. I’ll still pay you, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

	Caelan’s heart broke a little. He knew Aiden cared for him. His brother had welcomed him into his life even before they’d found out they were related, and Caelan had found another family with Aiden, Chase, and their mother. If he let himself hope, he knew they wouldn’t push him away. He was afraid to hurt them, though. He had no clue what he did during the blackouts.

	Maybe he should tell them. That way they’d be able to protect themselves if he did something. He wasn’t ready to see the fear and accusation in their gazes, though. It wasn’t easy to keep his secret to himself, but it was even harder to think about telling them about it.

	No, he had to find out what the fuck was wrong with him before telling anyone. He wanted to protect Aiden and his family, but he also needed to protect himself.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	A file landed in front of Jordan. He jerked back and scowled at his boss, who smirked at him. “You still need to finish this paperwork, Hansen.”

	Jordan didn’t say that wasn’t the only paperwork he had to finish. His captain knew it, and he could see the small mountain of files balancing on the corner of Jordan’s desk. “I’ll get to it right away.”

	“No, you won’t. Someone called in a body.”

	Jordan groaned. He loved his job most of the time, but he was already overworked as it was. The last thing he needed was yet another body. “Can’t someone else take it? We’re already working six cases right now.”

	Captain Bolton arched a brow. “Just six?”

	Jordan sighed. “All right. Where are we going?”

	Captain Bolton handed him a sticky note. “Address is on this. I don’t know anything else.”

	“Great. A surprise body.”

	“You should get your fun where you can.”

	“Trust me, I don’t find surprise bodies fun.”

	Jordan pushed his chair away from his desk and stretched. He wasn’t sure when he’d last left his desk. He knew it had to be at least a few hours, so he didn’t even try to drink what remained of his coffee. It was probably more tar than coffee by now.

	“Rivers! We’re out,” he snapped.

	Harrison jerked up, almost knocking his cup of coffee on the files on his desk. He managed to grab it before it tilted, and Jordan rolled his eyes.

	He was glad to be rid of Jarvis Brass, but he could have done without having a guy-sized puppy as his new partner. Harrison Rivers was too enthusiastic, too eager to do everything. He was like a Golden Retriever, always bouncing around. It was exhausting.

	Jordan put on his jacket on his way out, Harrison trailing behind him. “Where are we going?” Harrison asked.

	Jordan squinted at the sticky note and groaned. “Demon neighborhood.”

	“Does that mean that we have a dead demon?”

	“Could be.” Most humans stuck to demon-free neighborhoods, but not all of them. Some didn’t mind demons and weren’t afraid of them, even though they should be. Some people were stupid, but that wasn’t anything new. It wouldn’t be the first time a human went to a place they shouldn’t have and ended up dead. Jordan might have finally admitted that not all demons were killers, but he wasn’t stupid enough to think some weren’t. He saw it every day, just like he saw humans killing other humans.

	“Can I drive?” Harrison asked.

	“No.”

	“Why not?”

	“Because I value my life too much.” Harrison’s enthusiasm carried through to his driving, unfortunately.

	Jordan didn’t understand how Harrison could still be like this after the years he’d already been on the force. God knew all that enthusiasm had been sucked out of Jordan a long time ago. Harrison was only a few years younger than him, yet he behaved like he’d just entered his twenties.

	Harrison didn’t protest, but he did pout the entire time they spent in the truck. Jordan ignored him. He’d learned that was the best way to deal with Harrison.

	Jordan would have known where the body was even if he hadn’t had the exact address. Once they got close enough, he could see the lights and the bustle of people. The crime scene had already been taped off, the perimeter set off with yellow crime scene tape.

	Jordan and Harrison exited the car and walked toward the entry point. They showed their badges to the officer there, but once they stepped into the outer perimeter, Jordan noticed nothing else had been done.

	“What happened here?” he asked the officer.

	“It’s a demon. We’re just waiting for retrieval.”

	Jordan rubbed his face. “Why didn’t the person who called this in mention the victim was a demon?”

	The officer shrugged. He looked bored, and while Jordan wanted to throttle him, he kept his hands to himself. He might as well take a look since he was there, but he already knew how this case was going to end.

	Human police didn’t investigate demons’ deaths. When a dead demon was found, it was called in, but only so the police could keep everyone away until someone came to take the body away. There would be no gathering of evidence or investigating. Jordan and Harrison could have saved themselves the trip if the asshole who’d called had said the victim was a demon.

	The scene was a mess. There was blood everywhere Jordan could see, and when he realized the bundles he could see on the ground of the alley were bits of the body still wrapped in the demon’s clothes, it took all Jordan had not to turn around and leave. He’d seen fucked-up stuff in his time as a cop, but this was one of the worst.

	“Shit,” Harrison muttered, all happiness drained from him.

	“Yeah.” That was pretty much what Jordan felt like.

	“We’re really not going to do anything?”

	“You know the drill, Harrison.”

	“Yeah, but it’s not fair.”

	“You’re telling me.” Jordan rubbed his chin. He wouldn’t be allowed to investigate, but he could reach out to the League and let them know about it. They probably already did, or they would soon enough, but they might welcome Jordan’s help. Not that he could do much, but he could call Chase and Thailor.

	He wasn’t looking forward to it.

	He and Thailor weren’t friends, far from it. They tolerated each other because of Chase, and that was more than okay with Jordan. He didn’t want to be Thailor’s best friend. He didn’t even want to be his friend. He was there for Chase, and that was that.

	But he couldn’t deny Thailor knew how to do his job. He was good at it, and he and Cumar would deal with the dead demon to the best of their ability. He couldn’t ask them to come now because they wouldn’t be allowed on the scene, but he could make sure he learned everything there was to learn before the body was taken away.

	He bumped his shoulder against Harrison’s. “Start taking notes.”

	Harrison blinked. “What?”

	“Just do what you usually do.”

	“But we can’t investigate this.”

	“You’re right, we can’t, but that doesn’t mean someone else can’t step in.”

	“What do you mean?”

	Harrison didn’t know about Jordan’s contacts with the League. The only League warriors Jordan had ever talked to were Thailor and Cumar, and it had never been for professional reasons, so it had stayed under the radar. Jordan wasn’t sure he could trust his partner with that kind of info, though.

	He’d trusted his old partner with his life, and the asshole had betrayed that trust. He’d helped someone harvest organs from demons, and he’d almost had Aiden, Chase’s brother, killed. Jordan hadn’t liked demons then, and he couldn’t say he did now, but he wasn’t blind, and only idiots didn’t change their minds. Demons weren’t humans, but that didn’t mean they didn’t have humanity. Harvesting organs was barbaric, both in the case of humans or demons.

	Jordan wanted to trust Harrison. He was as different from Jarvis as anyone could be, but that didn’t mean he was trustworthy. Still, Jordan couldn’t send him away, not without having to answer a dozen questions and be potentially outed to his boss as a demon sympathizer. “Just do it, Rivers.”

	Harrison cocked his head. “I will, even though you won’t tell me why. But... you know you can trust me, right?”

	“I hope I can.”

	Harrison licked his lips. “I know what happened with your old partner.”

	“Of course you do.” Everyone at the station knew, even though Jordan never talked about it. He knew how little most of the people he worked with liked Chase. He might be human, but he was the enemy, since he worked for demons.

	“I don’t care what people think. I think you did the right thing that day.”

	“You do?”

	“Yeah.” Harrison looked around. “They’re not human, but that doesn’t mean they’re monsters, either.”

	Jordan shook his head. “We don’t have time to talk about this. The body will be taken away soon, and all the evidence will disappear.”

	“Can we collect it?”

	Jordan looked at the officer in charge of the entry point. He was staring down at his phone, uninterested in what they were doing. He’d probably think they were weird if they collected evidence, but he wouldn’t care, as long as they didn’t try to stop the retrieval of the body.

	“Just be quick. I’ll snap pictures.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Caelan slid the beer over. The risenon demon nodded at him. He managed to turn before she opened her mouth, thank God. He had nothing against risenon demons, but he couldn’t say he enjoyed watching them drinking or eating, not with the way their mouth opened like a snake’s, except with less skin.

	It was just as well, since an agramon demon waved at him from the side of the bar opposite the risenon. Caelan smiled at him and headed his way, taking his order. He bumped against Aiden when he turned back to get the agramon’s beer. They grinned at each other and moved. They were used to working together, so there was nothing awkward about the hand Aiden put on Caelan’s hip or the way Caelan gently slapped the back of his head.

	Caelan handed the agramon his beer, retrieved the dirty glasses from the counter, and put them into the sink to rinse. He looked around to see if anyone else needed anything and frowned at the way the crowd parted to let a man pass.

	It looked like almost everyone was looking at him, and he didn’t care. He was walking with his chin up and his back straight, even though he looked human. That didn’t mean he was, of course, but there weren’t many demons who could pass for humans. Even if he was human, that couldn’t be the reason everyone was looking at him. There weren’t many humans who enjoyed the company of demons, but most of them were regulars at Underworld. No, there had to be more to this guy than Caelan could see.

	And he could see plenty. He liked the guy’s attitude, but he also liked how tall he was. His blond hair was short but long enough to bury a hand in, and while Caelan couldn’t see what color his eyes were, he had no doubt they were gorgeous, just like the rest of him. Even under his jacket, it was obvious he was well-built, and Caelan wouldn’t mind taking him to his bed.

	That was if he wasn’t afraid he’d strangle the man in his sleep or something. He didn’t know what he did during the blackouts, but he suspected it wasn’t brushing his hair.

	The man sat at one of the free stools at the bar, and Caelan moved toward him. “What can I get you?”

	The man didn’t even try to hide the way he was looking at Caelan. Caelan knew there was no way he could pass for human. The man couldn’t see his tail, but he couldn’t miss his naturally purple hair, his long, pointed ears, or his filed claws.

	“A beer, please.”

	Well, at least he’d said please. Caelan couldn’t tell what the man thought of him, even though he was usually pretty good at that. He didn’t look afraid, so there was that, but Caelan couldn’t tell if he was interested. He was, even though it would be a terrible idea, what with the blackouts.

	He filled a glass and pushed the beer toward the man. “Here you go.”

	“How much do I owe you?”

	Caelan opened his mouth to tell him, but Aiden’s voice had cut him off. “It’s on the house.”

	The man arched a brow. “Really? What have I done to deserve that?”

	“You saved my life. As far as I’m concerned, you can have all the free beer you want.”

	Oh. Caelan knew how Aiden had almost died when he’d been taken by the harvester who had terrorized the demons in town the year before. He also knew Aiden had been saved by Chase, Thailor, Cumar, and a human detective named Jordan. It looked like this guy was that Jordan Hansen.

	“I’m not here for the beer, to be honest,” Jordan said.

	“Oh? I can’t say I’m not surprised to see you at Underworld. First time, right?”

	“You would have noticed if I’d been here before.”

	“Yeah. Not your cup of tea, huh?”

	Jordan looked around. His gaze stopped on a thelnyss demon. Her wings were tucked against her back, but they were impossible to ignore. “Not exactly.”

	“Why don’t you come to my office? We can talk there.”

	Jordan wrapped his hand around his beer. “Lead the way.”

	Caelan was kind of sorry to see Jordan go. He was nice to look at, and he seemed nice, even though there was a wariness to him, maybe at being in a place so full of demons. It was clear he wasn’t used to it, but then he was human, and a police detective to boot.

	“You coming?”

	Caelan blinked. “What?”

	Aiden gestured at Jordan. “Are you coming?”

	“Uh, why?”

	“Because you’re my business partner.”

	That wasn’t exactly true, but neither of them brought it up. “It might not have anything to do with the club.”

	“Doesn’t matter. Come on. Yo’ash can take care of the bar for a little while.”

	“On his own?”

	“He’ll just glare, and people will behave. You’ll see.”

	Caelan chuckled and followed Aiden to his office as soon as Yo’ash took his place behind the bar. He was nervous, and he didn’t even know why. Maybe it was because he liked Jordan and the way he looked. He was curious about what Jordan wanted, and he wasn’t sure he should be in the office when he and Aiden talked, but Aiden had asked, and he always did what he could for his brother.

	Caelan sat on the corner of Aiden’s desk, with Aiden in his chair and Jordan on the other side of the desk. Jordan was done drinking his beer, and Aiden had put the glass in the sink by the mini fridge.

	“So? What is it?” Aiden asked.

	Jordan looked at Caelan. “Are you sure this is the right place for him?”

	“He’s my brother. Caelan, this is Jordan. Jordan, Caelan. And he’s an adult. I don’t see why he shouldn’t be here, unless you’re organizing a surprise birthday party for him.”

	Jordan rolled his eyes. “I tried to contact Chase, but he’s not answering his phone.”

	“That’s because he’s off today. He’s spending the night in his apartment with Thailor. Trust me, you don’t want to disturb them.”

	Jordan grimaced. “I need to talk to Thailor and Cumar, actually.”

	“Oh?”

	“Have you heard about a series of demon deaths?”

	Aiden leaned forward. “You’ll have to be more specific than that.”

	“Brutal homicides, and I’m talking about tearing-demons-into-pieces brutal.”

	Caelan’s stomach sank. “Pieces?” he asked, his voice slightly trembling.

	He couldn’t read the glance Jordan gave him. “Yes. We just found the latest one earlier.”

	And Caelan didn’t know what he’d done or where he’d been earlier that day and the day before.

	“You’re investigating?” Aiden asked.

	Jordan grimaced. “No. You know how it works. We were called in by mistake, but when I saw what had happened, I gathered as much evidence as I could. I also did a little research and found out this wasn’t the first homicide of this kind. There have been four of them in the past six weeks.”

	Caelan had to press his lips together. He remembered when he’d had his first blackout. It had been six weeks earlier, while Cumar, Yo’ash, and Thailor had been in Hell. That was the reason he hadn’t told anyone in the beginning. He didn’t want Aiden or Chase to worry about him, not when they were already worried about their friends. From there, it had been easier to keep the secret than to admit something was wrong with him.

	“So you want to pass this on to Thailor and Cumar?”

	“Yes. I won’t even ask my boss if I can investigate. I already know what answer I’d get. But they’re League warriors, and this is their job. I’m surprised they haven’t realized this is happening yet.”

	“They might have, but they don’t have a lot of time for investigations. They already have to deal with demons that are hard to defeat.”

	Jordan hesitated. “I could help.”

	“You?”

	“During my time off. I don’t like this happening in my city, Aiden. Whatever those demons were, they didn’t deserve to die the way they did.”

	“That means you’re going to have to talk to Thailor and manage not to strangle him within the first two minutes.”

	“I think I’ll manage.”

	“And I plan to be there to see it.”

	Shit. Caelan wasn’t sure he was the one killing those demons. He didn’t want to believe he could do something like that, but he couldn’t help but wonder. What did he do when he blacked out? Was it possible he went out there and killed other demons?

	What the fuck was he going to do?

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Jordan had to force himself to keep his gaze on Aiden. If he didn’t, he’d end up staring at Aiden’s brother, and that wouldn’t do.

	He didn’t know why he wanted to look at Caelan. He shouldn’t want it. He’d never been attracted to a demon, even though he couldn’t deny some of them were gorgeous. The otherworldly appeal always kept him away, but this time was different. He wasn’t sure what it was—Caelan’s soft-looking long purple hair, the pointed ears Jordan wanted to tease with his fingers and his mouth, or maybe the tail wrapped around Caelan’s waist. God, that tail. Jordan could image so many ways that Caelan might use it, and they all had to do with a bed and naked skin.

	He shook his head. Nope. He couldn’t think about anyone like that, let alone a demon. He already had a boyfriend, well, kind of. Mitch was more a friend with benefits. They’d never talked about what they were doing, but they’d been on dates, and they spent the night together on a regular basis.

	So no thinking about what Jordan would like to do with Caelan. There were a lot of reasons not to think about that, and none to do it. Caelan was Aiden’s brother, and since Aiden was Chase’s brother, it would make things awkward, what with Jordan having tried to get Chase into his bed.

	And of course, Caelan was a demon. Even if Jordan managed to get over that—and he wasn’t sure he could—he could lose his job over it. It wasn’t fair, but it was life, and he loved his job more than anything in the world, including pretty purple-haired demons.

	Besides, Caelan didn’t look like he was thinking anything similar to Jordan. He looked nervous, and he kept on looking at the door as if he couldn’t wait to get back to the club. Maybe he couldn’t. He was one of the barmen, and Aiden had taken him away from his job for no good reason, not that Jordan could see anyway.

	“I’ll let Thailor and Cumar know. I think Cumar is going to come around later,” Aiden said, jerking Jordan back to the conversation.

	“What?”

	Aiden arched a brow and pointedly looked from Jordan to Caelan, then back to Jordan. Thank fuck he didn’t say anything about the staring and Caelan didn’t seem to have noticed.

	“I said I’ll talk to Cumar. He’s usually around once he’s done working.”

	“He is?”

	“Since he got with Yo’ash, yes.”

	Jordan had no idea who Yo’ash was, but he nodded anyway. Aiden chuckled and added, “Yo’ash is my head bouncer. You had to pass through him to get into the club.”

	“You mean the tall guy with the horns?” Jordan had almost turned around and left when he’d seen the guy at the club’s entrance. He still wasn’t sure what he’d been thinking when he’d decided to come to Underworld. He could have called Chase and left a message that he needed to talk to Thailor or even Cumar.

	He’d been curious. Ever since he’d met Chase, he’d been forced to have contact with demons like never before. He could have stopped, but he liked Chase, and he enjoyed their friendship. He’d also promised himself he’d keep an eye on Chase. His job was dangerous, and the people—the demons—he was friends with even more so.

	But none of them had done anything to hurt him, not yet, and even though Jordan didn’t like to admit it, he was pretty sure Thailor really was in love with Chase. That he understood. He wasn’t sure what Chase saw in Thailor, though, and it wasn’t only because Thailor was a demon. He was also an asshole.

	“That would be him. You could stay for a while and talk to Cumar yourself. He shouldn’t be too late coming in today since he’s not working.”

	It was more tempting than Jordan would have thought. He’d never been to Underworld before, but he’d heard about it. Everyone in the city had, mostly because a lot of humans wanted it closed, or even better, burned to the ground. Jordan had always been in the live and let live camp, as long as the demons who came to the club didn’t hurt anyone. To be honest, he hadn’t thought much about demons before meeting Chase. Now they seemed to be fucking everywhere.

	“I have to go, but I have a bunch of evidence my partner and I found on the scene.”

	“And you brought it here? I wouldn’t have thought either of you would care.”

	Jordan leaned back in his chair and hoped he looked like he didn’t care. “I don’t, not really. But the person behind this might upgrade to humans, and that’s not something I can allow. My captain doesn’t think it will happen, but it might.”

	“You think it’s a demon?”

	“Considering the bodies have been torn to pieces, I do. It’s not something any human would have the strength to do.”

	Jordan hadn’t thought it was possible, but Caelan was even paler than he’d been minutes ago. He didn’t like that he was scaring the pretty man—no, the pretty demon. Jordan had to remember that.

	Caelan was a demon, and there was no way for him to deny that. For some reason, Jordan wasn’t disgusted by the obvious demon attributes, and he couldn’t explain it, not even to himself.

	But that was okay, because he’d probably never see Caelan again after tonight. He was Chase’s brother, but since Jordan and Chase didn’t spend that much time together, Jordan doubted he’d have the occasion to see Caelan again.

	He hated that he was dismayed by that.

	He pushed up from the chair. “Well, I did my job, or the job I’m allowed to do, anyway.”

	Aiden followed Jordan’s cue, getting up and stretching. “Thanks, man. I know this isn’t really your business and that you could have easily looked the other way. You probably saved lives tonight, and I know you’re probably not enthusiastic about them being demons’ lives, but you did it anyway.”

	Jordan shrugged. “I can’t say I like demons, but I don’t hate them either. They don’t deserve to be torn apart. I don’t think anyone deserves that.”

	Aiden grimaced. “I wouldn’t be too sure about that.”

	Right. They were talking about demons. Some of them were monsters and probably did deserve to be torn apart. “Well, if this is some kind of vigilante thing, I need the people behind this to do it somewhere else. Most people haven’t realized something’s happening yet, but they’re bound to if the body count goes up. Then they’ll lash out at any demon, and that’s not something anyone wants. And I hope the League isn’t behind this.” He’d never heard of them killing demons that way, but it wasn’t like he had any kind of intel on the League. He’d never had contact with them until he’d met Thailor.

	That was when his life had started to go wrong.

	Aiden shook his head. “This isn’t how the League operates. I won’t deny some of the fights the warriors have to go through are bloody, but they don’t tear demons apart. They deal with rogue demons efficiently and as quickly as they can, and they don’t leave bodies behind. This isn’t them, and they’ll want to know about this if they don’t already. They’ll take care of it.”

	Jordan wished he could have as much faith in the League. “I hope I won’t be called to another of these crime scenes, then.”

	“I can’t promise that, but they’ll stop the demon behind it as soon as they find it.”

	“Good. Thanks for not kicking me out on sight.”

	Aiden laughed. “This place isn’t only for demons, Jordan. We welcome humans, too. You’re welcome any time you want to come by.”

	That wasn’t going to happen again. Jordan knew how much he’d risked by coming tonight. If his captain ever found out, well, he didn’t want to think about what could happen. At the very least, he’d be reprimanded. At the worst, he’d lose his job for fraternizing with demons. He was surprised no one had ever said anything about his friendship with Chase, and he didn’t want to lose it.

	He’d stay away from demons from now on. It was the best thing—the only thing—to do.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Caelan huffed and blew on the strand of hair falling in front of his face. He needed a haircut, sooner rather than later. He tried to focus on that as he put away the last clean glasses so he could go home, but his thoughts went back to detective Jordan Hansen.

	Caelan hadn’t been able to stop thinking about him since meeting him the night before. He wasn’t sure what had had more impact on him last night—meeting Jordan, or what Jordan had told him and Aiden.

	It was Jordan. It had to be. Caelan didn’t know if he believed in coincidences, but he wanted to, because he wanted to believe he wasn’t the demon tearing people apart and leaving the bodies in alleys.

	What were the odds he wasn’t, though?

	He didn’t know what happened when he blacked out, and he’d woken up at least once to find blood on his hands. There hadn’t been a lot of it, as if he’d washed up while he’d been blacked out and had missed a spot. And that made him wonder who the fuck was in control during the times he couldn’t remember.

	He’d known he moved around during those times. He’d found himself in front of the club the night before, and he couldn’t remember how he’d gotten there. Did he have a second personality? One that apparently enjoyed tearing people to pieces?

	He
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