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      To everyone who wasn’t ready to say goodbye to Secret & Co.

      

      Apparently I wasn’t either.
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      Three things went through my mind when the demon shoved me off the roof of the Hotel Beverly:

      
        	Oh fuck.

        	I hope this is the side with the pool.

        	Goddammit, my hair.

      

      That last one was a real kicker if the answer to the second one was yes. Did demons not respect how hard it was to tame curly hair when it got wet?

      No, no they didn’t. Because demons were assholes who only cared about virgin sacrifices and eating people’s faces off. So rude.

      The fall was fifteen floors, but it went by in a flash, the lights of the Los Angeles night skimming by me at an unpleasantly high velocity. When I hit the surface of the water, I might as well have been slamming into a concrete wall.

      It hurt.

      But I was a lot less than I would’ve been if I’d hit the patio.

      Thankfully the Hotel Beverly’s pool was known for being one of the deepest in town, and I was still fresh off my most recent healing treatment from work. Otherwise I’d probably be a pool-pancake right now.

      I swam to the edge and dragged myself from the churning water, my jacket and jeans weighing roughly a thousand pounds each. A few people milling around at the hotel’s outdoor bar gaped at me, but not a single one of them offered to help.

      One of them was kindly filming the entire thing for Snapchat, or whatever the kids were using these days.

      I grabbed the phone of a young man standing a few feet from me, his fist to his lips as he stifled a chuckle at my expense, possibly because with my hair this wet I looked like a drowned poodle.

      “Hey,” he protested as I plucked the expensive-looking device from his hand.

      “I’m going to need to confiscate this.” I then chucked it into the pool, where it made a fun pop noise before sinking to the bottom.

      “What the hell?”

      “Official government business, no time to explain.” I elbowed past him and through the doors, back into the hotel, leaving a trail of soggy footprints in my wake while I hefted my water-logged bulk to the elevator. Inside, a bellhop with a luggage cart stood next to a sixty-something-year-old woman with a terrible dye job carrying a very tiny beige dog and a very large black Louis Vuitton tote.

      She seemed much more concerned about me getting water on her tote than her dog.

      “You are soaking wet,” she announced haughtily.

      “Yeah, well, you’re too old to wear that hair color convincingly, but you don’t see me casting judgments no one asked for.”

      She let out a little gasp, and I punched the button for the roof. I wasn’t all that good at making friends in the first place, and was especially bad at it when I looked like an extra from a poorly conceived Whitesnake music video.

      Mostly I was just annoyed that I’d need to buy yet another leather jacket.

      This wasn’t even the first time I’d ruined one in a pool.

      Perhaps it was time I changed my aesthetic to something slightly more absorbent.

      The bellhop and the woman—who hadn’t stopped looking at her blonde hair in the reflection of the mirrored elevator doors—got off at the penthouse floor. I mentally gave myself points for not giving them a cheeky farewell wave.

      The elevator continued its way to the employee access floor, where I then bounded up a flight of rickety metal stairs and burst out onto the gravel-strewn roof.

      “You know, it’s pretty rude to hurl a lady off a roof like that,” I declared.

      The demon blinked at me, then growled, “It’s pretty rude for you not to have died.”

      Oh no, hellspawn had learned to use comeback lines. Soon I wouldn’t be the wittiest girl in the West anymore.

      I picked up my sword, which had been dropped during my initial kerfuffle with the monster, and which he’d been too stupid not to either throw away or grab for himself, and leveled the blade at him. He laughed at me.

      Admittedly, this confrontation hadn’t gone my way the first time around, so I could see why he was so dismissive of my second attempt, but all the same it would have been swell if the bad guys would stop doing the laughing right to my face.

      A lady’s ego can only get so bruised.

      “If you’d like another flying lesson, I’d be happy to oblige,” the demon said, still chuckling.

      “Nah. I’m here to give the lesson this time.”

      “And what will you teach me, little one?”

      “How to go to Hell.”

      Not my best line. And the demon agreed because he rolled his goat eyes at me. “I’ve been there.”

      No demons were nice to look at, but this was one particularly ugly son of a bitch. He had three eyes and only slits for a nose, as if one had been there once but cut off. His mouth was full of crocodile teeth, and he walked on goat legs but had the tail of a lizard. Why was it demons always looked like someone had taken various pieces of different ugly animals and jumbled them all together in a weird sort of puzzle?

      It could be jarring to see them outside of a possessed body. Which was, by the by, precisely why he was here. The Hotel Beverly was the place to see and be seen by Hollywood’s young elite, and this disgusting mofo was hoping to climb inside one of them and use them to live a debaucherous life of sin, while harvesting all the souls he could worm away from other idiot wannabe stars.

      The price of fame was only steep if you cared about the afterlife.

      Most of the folks on the patio downstairs cared more about Instagram likes and Teen Choice Awards than their souls.

      What a time to be alive.

      I’d spotted several CW stars and at least one fresh-out-of-rehab pop star during my brief time on the patio. Loads of options for the demon to choose from. Too bad he’d never get down there to try.

      This fight wouldn’t look very fair to an outside observer—if there had been any—and the Vegas oddsmakers would not have liked my chances. I was a five-foot-two human woman with a sword and no obvious supernatural skills to speak of. He was a seven-foot-nine demon who had already thrown me over the edge once.

      Yeah, yeah, I know. But trust me when I tell you, I’d made it through worse and lived to tell the tale.

      Except that one time I died. But that was a whole other story.

      He looked at my sword as if it were no scarier than one of those cute little plastic ones bartenders use to skewer orange slices and maraschino cherries. My sword was not a martini-glass mockery, thank you. It was silver-coated and several hundred years old, and had once belonged to a Japanese vampire.

      I had found out the hard way how much it hurt to be stabbed with it.

      This guy would soon join that special club as well.

      “Who are you?” I asked.

      “Belphegor,” he replied too quickly, his cracked lips curling up to show those creepy reptile teeth.

      “Yeah and I’m Charlize Theron.”

      “I loved you in Atomic Blonde.”

      Get a load of Mister Jokey Pants over here. He obviously wasn’t born yesterday though. Some wee baby demons were hella stupid, pardon the pun, and they’d brag about their names to whoever asked. Why was this one smart? Well, for starters, he’d told me his name was Belphegor. Belphegor being one of the seven princes of Hell, according to Christian theology. It would be like walking into a hotel and giving your name as Elton John.

      And this guy was no Elton John.

      For him to casually toss the name out like that meant it most certainly wasn’t his, because he wasn’t about to give me control over him. Knowing his name would give me—or someone who actually had magical powers—the ability to bind him.

      I would have to settle for cutting him up into really small pieces, taking those pieces to the office, and shipping them to different depots across the country where they could be dealt with accordingly. Witches who could bind and banish demons were great, and my sister Genie was one of them, but they also weren’t conveniently available at my beck and call.

      Chopping someone up was something I could do on my own.

      In theory.

      “Who sent you?”

      “I answer to no one.”

      “I mean, come on now. You can’t expect me to believe that.”

      He Who Was Not Belphegor took a few steps towards me, his gait impressively even considering how hard it must have been to walk on gravel with those hooves. I was wearing some pretty nice Chloe heeled ankle boots that were now exceedingly soggy, and I had to be honest, I was having a hard time looking cool.

      Demons have a hierarchy. There are greater demons, like the one he’d named, but they had such a rock star status I had a hard time believing they really existed no matter what the big books said. Then there were all number of lesser demons. I did not think this guy was a first-tier demon, despite what he was trying to convince me of. He was bottom of the barrel, especially if he was so hungry to stay in the mortal world. You know that saying, Would you rather be a slave in Heaven or a star in Hell? Well for demons, the answer was neither.

      They wanted to be on Earth.

      And I did not want to let that happen.

      They also loved to claim they were bigger and badder than they were. I met a demon once who claimed he was Grendel, of Beowulf fame. That guy might have actually been telling the truth.

      He was dead now.

      “Look, we can keep chatting about this like what you say matters, but I’m very wet and uncomfortable, and I’d like to go home and shower.”

      “I could come with you.” He licked his teeth.

      “I’m not your type, sweetie.”

      He gave a little snort. “You’re boring me now.”

      “On the first date? That’s not a good sign.”

      “Go away.”

      He wandered away from me, back towards the edge of the building, where he could better scout which particular hardbody he wanted to live inside until he used it all up. The pickings were good.

      I trailed after him, annoyed that he wasn’t snarling at me or making more threats. It was kind of difficult to show off what a big, tough, demon-hunting badass I was when the guy wouldn’t even stick around to chat with me.

      This, by the way, was not how my hunts usually went.

      Typically my night went something like: running after a monster (me), catching the monster (me), rescuing scared human (me), trading witty barbs (mostly me), fighting (both), “I’m not afraid of you” (them), dying (them). It was a whole thing. I’d worked hard to perfect the art, and this shithead wasn’t following the script.

      I wasn’t going to pull the whole Do you know who I am? card, because in a town like Hollywood that was seriously overplayed, but the demon prick could at least pretend I was a little scary.

      “Hello, we’re in the middle of a fight?” I reminded him.

      “I won.”

      “Clearly not, I’m still here with a sword.”

      “I don’t want to fight you.”

      “Okay, but I need to kill you, so could you, I don’t know, growl at me or something? Give me a reason to stab you?”

      He stared at me as if I was the dumbest person he’d ever met.

      I was worried he might not be wrong.

      “You are amusing, little one.”

      “Yeah, that’s on my resume right underneath bo staff skills.”

      “I don’t understand that joke.”

      “I should probably update my pop culture references. I guess Napoleon Dynamite isn’t cool anymore.”

      “What do you think of that one?” He pointed over the edge, and giving him a wide berth, I peered down to see what he was looking at.

      “Her?” I indicated a pretty brunette at the bar.

      “No, the one beside her.”

      “Oh, him.” I shrugged. “If you want to be the most reviled asshole on YouTube, go for it, but I would stick to the girl if I were you.”

      “What is YouTube?”

      “I’m positive they have YouTube in Hell.”

      “Bah.”

      It was becoming more and more clear by the minute that this guy, whatever his name was, wasn’t your typical demon. Honestly, if he didn’t have the appearance of something that would give Hieronymus Bosch nightmares, I might even feel a little sorry for him. He seemed very lost.

      “You know, I don’t need to kill you.”

      He glanced up from the human vessel buffet below us, where everyone had apparently already forgotten about me falling from the sky and had resumed partying like it had never happened. “Let us pretend you could kill me, and let us pretend I am interested. What are you suggesting?”

      What was I suggesting? This was bonkers. My job was to kill demons, not negotiate with them. Yet for some reason as this conversation continued, I wasn’t really in the mood to kill this weirdo.

      I was getting soft in my old age.

      “You don’t want to go to Hell. I don’t want to ruin these shoes with a bunch of demon gore. What if we made an arrangement?” They were basically already ruined anyway, but that was beside the point.

      He looked me up and down. “You’re a bit small for my taste.”

      It took a second for me to realize what he meant, then I shook my head vigorously. “Ew, oh my God, no. I’m not going to let you inside me. Yuck.”

      “That is hurtful.”

      “Boohoo, you threw me off the roof.”

      “What is your proposal, or I will do it again.”

      I took a cautious step backwards just in case.

      “Why don’t you come with me? I know the people I work with would love to have the cooperation of a living demon for a change.”

      The demon stared at me thoughtfully, and for the first time since we’d started speaking, he didn’t seem to regard me as an inconsequential annoyance. He was really considering my offer, which gave me a flutter of nerves because I wasn’t sure how Tyler and Emilio were going to react when I showed up at the office with a third-hierarchy demon in tow.

      Yet I kind of hoped he would agree.

      Over the last few years, ever since vampires, werewolves, and the rest of the supernatural community had been outed to the human public, it was hard to make headway in reaching an understanding between the groups. That’s where my little department came in. We tried to shut down the worst of the worst, the monsters who had no interest in mingling with humans and only wanted to eat them. It was our way of helping ease the transition.

      Having a live demon with insider wisdom on our side?

      That would be a huge coup for our department.

      “Can I still possess a human?”

      I laughed. “No.”

      “Then I’m not sure how this benefits me.”

      “Keeps you out of Hell.”

      He tongued the large gaps between his sharp teeth, and his lizard tail swished behind him like that of a bored cat.

      “All right,” he said after a lengthy pause. He held out his hand, which had six long fingers with incredibly sharp claws.

      Gingerly I offered my own, and we shook.

      He did not throw me off the roof again, and instead gave me a smile.

      “Who are you, anyway?” he asked.

      “Secret McQueen,” I told him. “FBI.”
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      “Are you out of your goddamn mind?” Tyler Nowakowski boomed. He was pacing our little conference room like a caged tiger, and his rage made me think my decision to recruit a demon might have gone over better if I’d passed it by a committee first.

      Emilio LaRoy sat in a chair near me, his expression unreadable as always. He wouldn’t offer any input until he had to, and for the time being Tyler seemed content to take up all the oxygen in the room.

      Tyler was tall, like over six and a half feet. It meant his long legs took equally long strides, and since the room was tiny, it looked like he was just stepping to one side of the room then back again in a single step.

      “I don’t see what the big deal is,” I replied.

      Tyler froze and gave me one of his patented Nowakowski stare-downs. I was immune to them by now. Our relationship went back over six years and had begun with dating before devolving into general mistrust and hatred on his part. You know, typical after a bad date. Now we were friends, coworkers, and probably knew each other better than anyone else on the planet.

      So his hateful stare wasn’t going to throw me off.

      He loved me.

      I just might not make it onto his Christmas card list after this stunt. Normally when I so boldly violated the rules we had established as a team, I did it in foreign countries where there were no witnesses.

      Tyler set a tablet down in front of me, where he had opened a video that displayed the main entrance of the Hotel Beverly. The clip clearly showed me leaving the hotel side by side with the demon who hadn’t yet told me his name.

      The caption read, Werewolf queen spotted with demon.

      “Do you think they’re implying something untoward?” I asked. “Should I tell Desmond?” My husband, Desmond Alvarez, would probably find this hilarious.

      The corner of Emilio’s mouth quirked up in a smirk before the expression vanished.

      Tyler saw it.

      “This isn’t funny.”

      “It’s a little funny,” Emilio offered.

      “She brought a demon into the office.”

      “Oh, come on, Tyler, chill out,” I said. “This is what we do. He came in willingly to help us. Maybe. I hope. But the point is it’s not like we’re showing the world something they didn’t know existed.”

      “Demons aren’t the same as vampires, Secret.”

      “Uh, to Joe Human they might as well be.” I drummed my nails on the table. “Something scary they don’t understand.”

      “We want to normalize vampires,” he countered. “We don’t want to normalize demons.”

      “If people knew what demons were and how to spot them, they wouldn’t let their stupid asses get possessed. Did you ever think of that, smart guy?”

      “Did you ever think that if we start telling the human population what the signs of demon possession are, they’ll see those everywhere they look? Everyone’s malcontent neighbor is going to be a demon. Oh God, the church is going to lose their minds over this.”

      “The church is maybe the only one who already thought demons were legit, so they’ll be cool.”

      “Cool? Secret, you just paraded out of a hotel with a guy whose mouth is filled with razor-sharp teeth, and he was waving to the cameras like he was opening up for Britney Spears in Las Vegas. This is a disaster.”

      “It’s fine.”

      “You’re going to put me in an early grave,” he announced, burying his face in his palms.

      “Been there, done that.”

      “Stop bragging about your premature death,” Emilio tsked. “Not all of us have nine lives, you little weirdo.”

      “How dare you.”

      He smirked at me.

      “The two of you are never allowed in the same room together.” Tyler pointed between us, and we gave him matching who me? expressions.

      We take our jobs very seriously, you see.

      The truth of the matter was, in spite of the appearances given off by our most ludicrous staff meeting of all time, we were serious about what we did, and we were good at it. The fact that the government had allowed us to grow from a staff of three to a staff of eighty-five with our own downtown Los Angeles office was incredibly impressive.

      It was still Tyler, Emilio, and me at the helm, but it was cool to know we had lab geeks and fresh-out-of-Quantico special agents who were desperate to impress us. There were guys who were afraid to look me in the eyes. I loved it.

      “I know you’re mad about my new demon BFF, but can you at least take a step back and look at it like a rational human being? He could be valuable to us.”

      “What’s the first rule of demons?” Tyler asked.

      “Don’t talk about demon Fight Club?”

      He sat down in the chair across from us as though I had finally broken his spirit entirely and he simply no longer had the will to stand up.

      I had that effect on people, I was told. Often.

      “Please take this seriously.”

      “That’s what I have you for.”

      “Demons lie, Secret. That’s like the one absolute. They lie to get what they want. The lie to destroy human lives. They. Are. Liars.”

      “Okay, sure, but I had a good feeling about this one.”

      “You had…” He drifted off then stared up at the ceiling, taking in a deep breath through his nose. When he looked back at us again, his focus was on Emilio instead of me, like he couldn’t handle dealing with me for another second.

      “Can you please explain this to her?”

      “Do you want me to try in Spanish?” Emilio asked.

      Haaaaaaa. Emilio was on my side.

      I continued. “Can we just see what he tells us, and if any of it pans out, we can say, hurray, Secret was right! And also she’s incredibly smart and beautiful.”

      “That seems about as likely as a demon telling the truth,” Tyler shot back.

      “Enough, enough.” Emilio waved his hands. “I didn’t leave special ops to babysit bickering FBI agents. And I certainly never thought a former vampire-werewolf hybrid would have this much goddamn sass.”

      “He started it.”

      “You’re both grown-ass adults arguing over a demon like it’s a stray kitten Secret brought home and Big Daddy Nowakowski won’t let her keep,” Emilio chided.

      “Can we please all agree to never refer to Tyler as Big Daddy Nowakowski ever again?”

      Tyler raised his hand in agreement.

      “Hopeless. Both of you.” Emilio pushed his chair back and got up from the table.

      “Where are you going? He and I can’t be left alone together.” I gestured between Tyler and myself. “He thinks I’m going to kill him.”

      “You’re going to kill us all one day, Secret.” Emilio walked to the door and opened it. “But for right now, we’re all going to go talk to a demon.”
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      The nice thing about having an actual government budget to back you up was that you got all sorts of cool shit you could spend money on. Part of that for our office was a demon-proofed room in one of the labs. It was marked with protective sigils that would keep my new demon friend from vanishing at will, and also put a damper on his powers so he couldn’t simply possess someone if they were in the room with him.

      This was our first time hosting a demon who had come in freely, and we’d never had one in the room longer than a day, so if this was going to be a long-term stay, it was as much a test of the room as it was learning what our little buddy knew.

      We arrived in the lab, which was in a triple-secured area on the second floor. The first floor had been the original plan, but after hearing about a bank heist in L.A. where thieves had come up into the vault by drilling into it from below, we had made the decision to house all truly valuable artifacts and specimens on the higher floors. Our offices were on the main floor as well as the sparring rooms where I trained new recruits how to fight vampires and werewolves and come away with their lives.

      Yes, I know my job is weird.

      The three of us swiped our badges at the lab entrance and emerged into a clean white space, where three people in honest-to-goodness lab coats were milling around. There were microscopes and everything. They didn’t let me come in here alone, since I liked to poke at expensive things too much.

      One of the labs techs worked exclusively in the development of weapons which was—no pun intended—a double-edged sword. It was great to have someone designing things that could help me do my job better, but at the back of my mind it bothered me that the government was funding the development of supernatural-specific weaponry. Having these toys was useful, sure, but was there an ulterior goal I wasn’t aware of?

      Not like they’d tell us grunts.

      Still, having someone craft ultra-high-dose silver bullets I could keep at the ready was extra beneficial when I had to go out on regular hunts for rogue vamps and lone wolves who posed a threat to society.

      A tenuous acceptance of supernatural creatures had been established for the time being, one that could easily tip towards the dangerous and scary if humankind had any reason to believe supes were a risk to them.

      Vampires and werewolves might be tough as nails, but humans still outnumbered them about a hundred thousand to one. The odds weren’t awesome if humankind decided to turn on the supernatural community.

      That was our entire job here. Eliminate the threats to that peace. We weren’t the only ones doing it either. There was a branch of Scotland Yard following our model, and all over the world special units had been established to help wipe out the dangerous in order to keep humans satisfied that they were safe at night.

      It was a job that would likely never end, the same way human police would never stop needing homicide detectives. But we were the ones who had the task, and we were really good at what we did.

      Humble brag.

      Lily, our head lab tech, approached us with a tight smile on her full lips. Her head was shaved almost completely bald, and her dark skin stood out in contrast to the bright-white lab coat. She was also rocking a vibrant plum lipstick that was giving me some serious jealousy issues.

      “You know it would be nice if we could have a little advance warning about the arrival of something like a third-hierarchy demon.”

      I slapped Emilio in the arm. “I knew he wasn’t a Prince of Hell. That sneaky liar.”

      Tyler gave me a look that reminded me of our discussion upstairs and his primary concern about housing the demon to begin with. We might be able to keep him locked up, but the room couldn’t compel him to tell us the truth.

      That was something these guys ought to start working on.

      Bevin was our guru with the weapons, so maybe I could mention the idea of a truth serum room to her. The girl had mad chops. If anyone could figure it out, it was her. But she currently seemed fully absorbed in a gun that looked like an AK-47 but also somehow not. Not the most ideal time to bother her.

      Teddy, the third of our lab techs, was standing near the demon holding room, staring tentatively through the window. At thirty-five, he was the oldest of the techies, but he also bent to Lily’s will entirely. There was no doubt who was in charge down here.

      Right now we were on Lily’s turf, and she was mad.

      “You can thank Director McQueen for that,” Tyler said without looking at me.

      “Really, we should always be prepared for every eventuality here, shouldn’t we?” I said.

      “Are you insinuating I was unprepared?” Lily asked.

      Oops. Backpedal, Secret, backpedal. The last thing I wanted was to be on Lily’s bad side. We needed her. She had turned down an opportunity to teach supernatural biology at Oxford to work with us. In the short amount of time supernaturals had been out in the world, she hadn’t balked in fear. Instead she had set to work learning as much as she could about them.

      It helped that her fiancé had been outed as a were-panther.

      “I’m sorry for the short notice,” I said.

      “No notice. There was no notice. Just suddenly an eight-foot-tall demon in the lobby.”

      “I had it under control.”

      Lily pulled out her phone from her lab coat pocket and aggressively punched something into it, then held up the phone for me to see.

      It was a video of me falling off the roof of the Hotel Beverly and landing in the pool.

      Son of a bitch, I thought I’d dealt with that when I threw the phone in the pool. I guess more than one person had been filming.

      “I did that on purpose.” I crossed my arms over my chest and was glad I’d taken off the wet leather jacket before coming here. “Had to keep him guessing.”

      Lily shook her head. “I don’t pretend that I can do what you do, Secret. I know there’s a good reason you got where you are today, and I respect it. I respect you. But I have people here I need to keep safe, and in order to do my job so that you can do your job, I need to be prepared.”

      Tyler shot me a look.

      “It was a bad move bringing him in with no warning, and I won’t let it happen again.” I did not use the word promise, because there was no way I could know what the future held. But I could at least try to be a little better about supporting my team.

      I’d been a one-woman show for a very long time. It was hard to adapt to a whole new way of being, and I was probably slower on the learning curve than the rest of them.

      Lily nodded, accepting the apology, then her eyes widened along with her grin. “He really is fascinating,” she gushed ebulliently. “I was in there with him for about fifteen minutes getting some general readings and information about his physiology. I think he might let me do some active measurements off him later. He’s quite talkative. Usually they’re not so thrilled to be here, but this one is just chat chat chatting away.”

      “Usually they’re dead,” Bevin chimed in, hoisting up the gun in front of her.

      She was only about five-foot-two, same as me, and with a similar petite build. Her pixie-cut black hair and giant blue eyes made her look like a cartoon caricature of a badass vixen with the huge gun in her hands.

      “This is almost ready.”

      “Ooh.” I was about to make gimme hand motions when Emilio elbowed me in the ribs.

      “Demon first, then a big gun later.”

      “You’re no fun.”

      Lily led us through the lab until we were next to Teddy. He was as bald as Lily, but the halo of silver stubble around the back of his head indicated that his was a means of hiding the fact that he’d been going bald for real. Hers was all about fashion.

      The window next to the door was a two-way mirror, so we could observe the demon without being seen ourselves. Not just handy for interrogation rooms, kids.

      He was pacing the room but didn’t look anxious. A cot in the corner appeared untouched. Taking in the side of him, how his goat-legs were shaped and that massive lizard tail, I wasn’t entirely certain he could use the bed if he wanted to. He’d managed to sit in my car, but there’d been a whole ordeal with him bending and twisting to get in place.

      In L.A. I drove a government-issue black Ford SUV. I imagined what would have happened if I’d tried to wedge the bulky demon into my yellow BMW at home, and the visual made me chuckle. That would have been the Secret version of a clown car for sure. How big of a demon can you wedge into a custom BMW coup?

      “What’s so funny?” Tyler asked.

      “Absolutely nothing.”

      “In that case your smirk is making me nervous.”

      I winked at him.

      The demon poked at the ceiling in a generally curious way, not like he was trying to escape. To no one in particular, he said, “Could I get some water?”

      We all glanced at each other, not sure how to handle the utter banality of his request.

      “I’ll take him some,” I volunteered.

      There was a cart in the lab with bottled water and a single-cup coffee machine. I grabbed two of the bottles, then used my badge to swipe myself into the holding room. I couldn’t go anywhere in this building without this badge, but at least I was one of the few people who had access to every single room.

      I stepped carefully over the salt line at the doorway then shut the door behind me. The metal click of the bolt latching made my skin prickle.

      I could get into the room no problem, but I couldn’t swipe myself out again. It was security protocol. Someone on the outside needed to open the doors. That way if someone inside managed to get ahold of a security badge, they couldn’t simply use it to get themselves out.

      Still, it made me nervous knowing I was in here on my own.

      The demon stopped pacing and fixed me with the kind of look that was hard to read but made me queasy.

      “This feels very much like a cage,” he mused.

      “It very much is a cage.” I held the water bottle out to him, and he took it, his long claws grazing my skin and sending an unpleasant shiver down my back.

      I was truly appreciating how stupid this idea was right about now. I wouldn’t be telling Tyler that, because his “I told you sos” would be epic and infuriating, but yeah, I could see I’d made a mistake by bringing home a stray demon and suggesting we keep it as a pet.

      He poked at one of the protective wards on the floor with his hoof and made an indignant sniffing noise. “I thought we were friends.”

      “Friends don’t let friends use their demonic superpowers around unarmed human beings.”

      “Hmm.”

      “Can you tell me your name?” I asked him.

      “We went through this.”

      “Right, and if you’re Belphegor, I’m Kate Middleton.”

      He bowed dramatically. “Your highness.”

      “If you don’t tell me your name, I’m just going to make something up, and you really won’t enjoy whatever I come up with.”

      “Go for it. You can’t banish me with a name like Justin any more than you can Belphegor. I care not.”

      “All right, Harold.”

      “Harold.”

      “Yes, Harold.” I smiled at him.

      “Very well.”

      We locked eyes and both knew in that moment that each was as stubborn as the other. Rock, meet hard place. Hard place, meet Harold.

      “Now, on the rooftop at the Hotel Beverly, before I brought you here, you strongly indicated you might be of some help to us.”

      “Oh sure.”

      “So, do you have useful knowledge or demon insight to offer us?” I was praying this guy had anything to make this whole ordeal worth my time, otherwise I would absolutely owe Tyler a coffee every day for the rest of my natural life, and that dude did not drink the cheap stuff.

      “I know something you’ll definitely find interesting.” He smiled, and I wished he hadn’t.

      “All right, share with the class, then.”

      “How does a demon uprising sound? Literal Hell on Earth.”

      I blinked at him, then opened the second bottle of water and took a long drink. “I’m listening.”
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      Demon uprising.

      Sure, it was about as original as casting a pretty white girl to play a concerned doctor on TV, but still, it was the kind of line you didn’t want to take lightly, especially when coming from a bona fide demon.

      “Pfft,” is what I said. “You demons are always promising Hell on Earth, but then you spend all your time making little girls throw up on themselves. You’ll have to forgive me if I don’t jump straight to the believing-you part.”

      “There’s a good reason you humans are so easy for us to control, you know. It’s that you want to believe anything, even when you pretend to believe nothing.”

      “I don’t know what that means.”

      “It means you’re dying for me to be right.”

      “But by your logic, I’d be a chump for believing you. Which means you’re lying.”

      Harold blinked at me a few times as if only just becoming aware of the context of what he’d said. “That’s not what I meant.”

      “Oh my God, you’re so bad at this. Are you new? Like, are you a fresh-out-of-the-lakes-of-fire demon? Are you even third hierarchy?”

      He crossed his arms and wouldn’t meet my eyes. “Now you’re being mean.”

      “Let’s circle back to the whole demon-uprising thing. Bullshit?”

      “No, I was serious about that.”

      I sighed. “Of course you were. Okay, let’s pretend for a minute I believe you and think that the demons will rise up and bring Hell on Earth and all that.”

      “You should believe me, because I’m not making it up.”

      I waved my hand at him, visually shushing his interruption. “Let’s say I believe you. When might this incredible demonic plan be put into action? You know, so I can add it to my calendar.”

      “You’re very saucy for a young woman alone in a room with a demon with no way out.” He stepped closer to me. “Do you think you’re invincible? Because you smell mortal to me, girl.”

      It took all my willpower not to step back towards the door. I may have once had supernatural gifts, but now I just had fancy weapons and fancier wits. He could slit me open end to end before I could scream for help, and we both knew it.

      But I didn’t budge, and he gave me a nod.

      “You must be awfully smart to act so stupid,” he decided out loud.

      “Thank you?”

      “The uprising is meant to happen after sunset tomorrow.”

      “Tomorrow?” I stammered. Geez, these guys sure didn’t waste any time, did they?

      “You wanted to know the date, I gave you the date.”

      “To be honest, Harold, I was expecting you to tell me the plan would be set into motion on the sixth day of the sixth month in 2066 or something. You know, so I could leave a note for future generations of demon hunters saying, ‘Good luck, suckers.’”

      “2066 isn’t that far away. Are you not expecting to be alive?”

      “Have you seen the cavalier way in which I treat the sanctity of my own life?” I gestured to the space between us, reminding him how little there was. “I’ll honestly be surprised if I live to see thirty.”

      “Good to have realistic expectations.”

      “Can we maybe circle back to this whole the-world-is-going-to-end-tomorrow thing? That feels important.”

      Harold took a seat, and though he didn’t show signs of discomfort, it was really awkward watching a demon with goat legs try to sit naturally on a little military-grade cot. He sipped his water, his long, pointed fingers wrapping almost double around the bottle.

      “The world ending seems extreme. I like to think of it as more a change in management.”

      I snorted and gave a sidelong glance to the mirror as if to ask, Can you believe this guy? but of course no one answered or gave any indication of having heard me.

      “What’s the plan, then? What makes this attempt better than any others?”

      “Vampires,” he said simply.

      “Vampires?”

      “Heard of them?”

      “Har har, smartass.”

      “For centuries, vampires wanted nothing to do with demons. There’s an association, historically, that vampires might be a kind of demon, a lesser dilution, and that’s why they need blood, because they can’t feed on souls directly. But regardless of whether or not that’s true, vampires want no part of the kinship conversation. And so for a long, long time the only ones we could make deals with were human. That is until someone on your level decided to make sure everyone knew about vampires. Then they found something they liked even less than demons.”

      “What’s that?”

      “Humans who know what they really are.”

      There was an element of truth to this little speech, which I knew all too well. Vampires believed they were better than humans. This overlooked the fact they were all once humans themselves. They genuinely considered themselves a superior breed, or an evolutionary step towards perfection. I’d heard whispers about the notion that vampires might be demon-kin, but only from Keaty, my old partner. That wasn’t something anyone spoke about in front of a real vampire.

      They were sensitive about that sort of thing.

      “How are the vampires helping?”

      “They used to sit back and let humans do the summonings, which never really went that well, I’m assuming because humans lack the power to forge the circles needed to open proper doorways. But lately vampires have been coming together with some of those humans, and down below this is giving us reason to believe things might actually start working.”

      Again I cast a glance over to the mirror, but this time there was nothing amused in my expression. Instead, looking back at me was my own suddenly pale face, reminding me yet again that I was a mortal, playing a game of immortal stakes.

      “So vampires are going to help open the doorway to Hell.”

      “Yes.”

      “And then what?”

      This time he looked towards the mirror. Of course he knew we were being watched. What he might not know was that every single word he said was being recorded to see what kind of wisdom we could glean from it. If any.

      “Then what?” he repeated. “Well, Ms. McQueen, the demons come to party.”
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      Back on the outside, I cracked open another bottle of water and sat on a little bench a few feet from the holding cell. I kept swallowing until the whole bottle was empty then leaned my head against the wall and took a deep breath.

      “Do you believe him?” I asked Tyler.

      The tall man nodded gravely. His dark hair was a mess, well outside regulation for a proper dyed-in-the-wool FBI Special Agent. It was sticking up all over the place as if he’d been raking his hands through it nervously while watching Harold and me talk.

      Couldn’t blame him. There were a few moments where I had wanted to rip out my own damn hair.

      “There’s no value in him making up such a close date,” Emilio said. “It’s too easy to disprove. We could just hold on to him and wait out the day tomorrow, and then we’ve proven he’s a liar. Nah, this has a nasty smack of truth to it, if you ask me.”

      That was what I was worried about. Emilio was incredible at picking out lies. He had to be. I had never asked him how many interrogations he’d led before coming to the FBI, when he’d been a black ops mercenary, but I knew he was a man who had drawn blood in the name of getting to the truth.

      We were all in agreement that Harold was telling us the truth. The real question was what we should do about it. Technically we were sitting on some pretty monumentally important information. Like, pull-out-a-big-red-phone-and-dial-your-direct-line-to-the-President important.

      But I wasn’t sure we had the time to put this in the hands of bureaucrats. If vampires were helping demons, then yes, there were some substantial diplomatic concerns that the vampire council would need to address with the government. Right now, though, we needed to keep a door shut.

      Did the government really need to know?

      Tyler was giving me the look that told me he was reading my mind, something he did often enough now to make me wonder if he had secretly implanted a chip in me to literally let him read my mind.

      Fuck you, tall boy, I thought at him.

      If he heard me, he didn’t even flinch.

      “We have to report this, Secret,” he said instead. “You know we do.”

      “Okay, but hear me out. What if we didn’t report it until tomorrow?”

      Emilio and Tyler exchanged concerned glances before turning back to me. It was Emilio who asked, “What do you think you can accomplish in a few hours that the U.S. Government can’t? Actually, what is it that you’re planning that you don’t want the government to know about?”

      “I would like the government to pretty much pretend I don’t exist, at all times.”

      “Everyone would like that,” Tyler replied.

      “I want to take Harold back out and have him show me where this is going down. And then I want to stop it.”

      Tyler’s mouth opened, then closed, and he stared at me a moment before trying again. “You want me to let you take a captive demon back into the world.”

      “Yes.”

      “Absolutely not, you’re out of your mind.”

      “He’s my demon,” I countered.

      “He’s not a stray puppy,” Tyler shot back. “You don’t own him. You don’t control him. He’s an eight-foot-tall killing machine who will likely lead you directly into a trap, and you want me to sign off on that like it’s any other job. No. Not in a million years.”

      “Technically, I have as much authority in this unit as you do,” I reminded him.

      “Provided you’re using your position in the office to help society. I have the ability to revoke all your privileges if I think you’re going to go off half-cocked and put people’s lives at risk. Taking a demon out for a joyride sounds pretty fucking risky to me.”

      “Full-cocked risky,” Emilio said in agreement.

      “It’s not fair when you two team up like this, you know.”

      The sound of a voice clearing brought the three of us back to attention, reminding us we weren’t in our own private office but rather the lab, which was not our domain.

      “I’m terribly sorry to interrupt your little ménage spat or whatever this is, but I have a suggestion,” Lily said.

      We waited for her to speak, but she left a nice, long, dramatic pause for effect before saying, “Bevin has developed something that would theoretically take the dampening effects of the holding cell out into the world.”

      “How theoretical are we talking?” Tyler asked.

      “We haven’t had an opportunity to field test it yet, for obvious reasons, but we’ve had positive results in the lab. I feel reasonably certain Secret wouldn’t be in any danger.”

      “Secret is always in danger,” Tyler told her. “It’s the general public I’m worried about.”

      “Your concern for my safety is touching.”

      “My concern for everyone else’s safety because of you is way more of a realistic worry than anything actually happening to you.”

      It was sort of a backhanded way of saying he knew I could take care of myself, so I was just going to accept the compliment and run with it.

      “Explain this device,” Emilio prompted, reminding us once again that we were on Lily’s turf and she was trying to help us.

      She offered a thin smile. “It’s an adjustable collar, one Secret would have a remote detonator for if she thought things were going to get out of control.”

      “Detonator?” I didn’t like where this was going.

      “Yes, it’s a collar bomb.” She waved to Bevin, who brought over the hefty-looking metal contraption. It was thick pewter and had markings on the inside that were similar to those all over the holding cell. Lily pointed to the markings. “These will keep his powers dampened while you’re in the field, so he can’t possess anyone or summon any other demons to him. This…” she tapped a trigger on the outside with a green LED light on it, “…this is the kill switch. The handler would be carrying a remote unit that would allow them to engage a contained bomb within the unit. No harm to anyone nearby, but it will blow shrapnel inwards, severing the head almost instantly.”

      “Almost.”

      Lily gave another nod, clearly not picking up on my discomfort. “Yes. It’s quite a clean sever. No collateral damage.”

      I took the unit from her, surprised to find it much lighter in my hands than it appeared. “If he agrees to wear this, you guys will let me out in the field with him?”

      Tyler looked as if he wanted to argue, but he needed to remember Harold had come to us willingly. Demon or not, I didn’t consider him to be a prisoner. Yes, he’d been hunting for a new body when I found him, and had I caught him in the act of possessing someone, we would have exorcised him and killed him. But for the time being he wasn’t the enemy and seemed genuinely interested in helping us out. I was going to give him the benefit of the doubt, for now.

      Look at me, trusting demons. If I still had a therapist, I bet they’d be really proud of me.

      “Yes, if he agrees to wear the collar, you can go out with him. With a team following you and with the explicit expectation that if anything goes wrong, you are triggering that bomb. Understood?” Tyler’s expression was dead serious, and for once I knew it would be a good idea not to test his patience.

      “All right, we have a deal.”
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      There are moments in everyone’s life where they have to ask themselves, “What did I do wrong to get here?”

      I have those moments a lot, and I’m a big-enough person to admit that what’s gone wrong is usually my fault. I take risks, and they often pan out well, but the times they don’t, things go very sideways.

      So it was I found myself in a back alley a mile from Universal Studios, sitting next to a demon, who had tried to kill me twenty-four hours earlier, waiting for the world to end.

      Harold, to his credit, had been willing to wear Lily’s collar, which made me wonder what was up with him. What kind of demon just let himself be hampered like that? I’d never agree to wear a collar that rendered me helpless.

      He was also gigantic and had claws that could gut a pig, so even without demonic powers he still didn’t have much to fear from the human world.

      “Are you sure this is the place?” I asked for the dozenth time.

      Harold hefted a big sigh. “Yes.”

      “How can you tell?”

      “How can I tell where the gates of Hell are? How can you tell where your front door is?”

      “When you ask it like that, it sounds stupid.”

      “Stupid questions deserve to be called stupid.”

      Man alive, demons were the worst. I’d spent years working with stuck-up vampires and run-wild werewolves, and the pull-your-hair-out fae, but I was making an executive call. Demons sucked more than any of them.

      Self-righteous, body-snatching pricks.

      “Shouldn’t this be a bigger deal? If tonight’s the big night, wouldn’t this be the Coachella of demon events?”

      “Coachella is the Coachella of demon events. It even has Hell in the name, come on.”

      I take it all back. I loved this guy.

      Of all the things I had missed thanks to my nocturnal vampire lifestyle—brunch, tanning, stores that closed by six—one of the things I did not miss was music festivals.

      Desmond had taken me to one in my first year of being a human, and I hated everything about it. The music was barely audible, the guests were barely dressed, and there were tents where you could have someone spray gold paint on your face for about two hundred dollars.

      It was awful, and I loathed every minute.

      Much like sitting around a back lot waiting for a bunch of demons or vampires to maybe, possibly, show up.

      I picked up my plastic bag of Fuzzy Peach candy and chewed thoughtfully on one of the candies, looking at the blank space in front of us.

      “To answer your question,” he said. “The rest of us don’t need to be here for this part. When it opens, we know. When it opens, everything begins. To be here would be to be in the way, and no one wants to be the one responsible for messing things up. The ones who arrive will be those making the sacrifice. Once the gate is open, there will be plenty to see.”

      “Oh.” I offered him a Fuzzy Peach, and he took it. We silently munched on our sour candies, waiting.

      “Has this ever worked before?” I asked.

      “A couple times. Unfortunately the openings are tenuous because of the weakness of those opening them, and those who part the gates are often unprepared for what happens. They fail to keep things open for long enough, so you get some pandemonium, but it rarely does any lasting damage.”

      “So more like Heck on Earth instead of Hell on Earth.”

      “You are a very frustrating woman.”

      I grinned at him. “You’re going to fit in great with this team.”

      “That would be nice,” he said almost wistfully.

      “Why are you helping us, anyway? Just last night you were out hunting for a new hot bod to wear, I have a hard time believing you just switched sides like that.” I snapped my fingers.

      “It’s not a switch, really.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I don’t want to go back to hell. I was looking for a new body to stay here. And I’m going to be honest, even though most demons love to talk about Hell on Earth, the idea of it happening isn’t all that appealing to me. I like Earth just the way it is. The food in incredible and the TV shows are awesome, and frankly the idea of Hell two-point-oh replacing marathons of Orange is the New Black doesn’t sound that nice to me.”

      “You’re helping us so you can keeping binge-watching Netflix and eating at In-N-Out?”

      “More or less.”

      “You know, that might be the most convincing thing you’ve said to me since we met.”

      “It’s probably the most honest thing I’ve said since we met. I lied earlier. I have heard of you, you know.”

      “Aww, you pretended you hadn’t. Trying to keep my ego in check?” I turned towards him and had to repress a giggle to see him crammed so tightly into the front seat of my car. It might have been a big SUV under normal circumstances, but this hardly qualified as normal circumstances.

      “Yes, my kind know about you. The woman who killed Mayhew. The woman who had the Oracle at her beck and call. The one who died but was given another chance at life. It’s the sort of thing that gets around.”

      “I wouldn’t say I had Calliope at my beck and call.”

      Calliope, better known as the Oracle, was a half-fairy, half-god who had a side hustle where she provided blood to newborn vampires to keep them from attacking humans. Now, more than ever, business was booming.

      She could also, as the name suggested, see your future.

      She’d seen my death.

      Now that I was human, I didn’t see Cal at all. Her realm was only accessible to those of the supernatural persuasion. If I tried to get in, I would be torn to pieces in a pink oblivion between realities. Not a pretty way to go.

      When I was in New York, though, I made a point of going to the Starbucks that served as the entrance to her otherworldly home. I liked to imagine some day I might walk through the door and see her again.

      “You’re alive today, aren’t you? Because of her.”

      How I was brought back to life was an interesting thing since I was dead for most of it and didn’t really know what the whole process had entailed. Even after the fact, neither Calliope or Holden had told me much.

      I was guessing something had gone down I might not approve of.

      Which probably meant someone had to die so I could live, and they didn’t want to put that on me. I tried not to think about it too much, because the more effort I made to fill in the blanks the more everyone seemed to balk at helping me do just that.

      Desmond hadn’t been there at the time—werewolves couldn’t control their urge to shift when they were in Calliope’s realm—so he didn’t have any answers for me. I hoped he would be honest with me if he knew. That whole being-my-husband thing meant he should be able to tell me everything, right?

      I liked to think so.

      Anyway, it was weird to know that demons had some insider awareness on all of that. That either meant the event itself was pretty famous, or that someone in the demon realm had something to do with it, and man I wasn’t sure I was prepared to think about the repercussions of it being the latter.

      “Are people scared of me?” I changed the topic.

      “Scared might be a stretch. Wary?”

      “I’ll take it, I guess. You know, you sounded like a bad old timey horror movie villain back at the hotel, but now you’ve stopped using the throwback language. What’s up with that?”

      “Would you find a demon as scary if it said hey bro, I’m here to snack on your soul or if it said I have come from the depths of Hell to consume that which gives you your mortal vigor?”

      “Touché.” I sat back in my seat in time to see two figures in long black robes slink into the shadows and vanish into the alley. A moment later, three more followed.

      Bingo.

      I sank lower behind the steering wheel out of instinct, which was absurd because we were parked out of sight in the shadows, and if anyone did look over here, there would be no way to hide the presence of a certain hulking demon riding shotgun.

      Still, habit was habit, and it wasn’t going to change just because of individual circumstances.

      We watched and waited to see if there would be more arrivals, and a full five minutes later a sixth person headed down the alley.

      “That’ll be all of them,” Harold said.

      “How can you be sure?”

      “Six. Five points of a pentagram, and then an anchor outside. The whole circle is represented.” He made a circle in the air with a claw to illustrate his explanation.

      “Then I guess we go,” I said.

      It was hard to read his expression, seeing as he didn’t have a human face, but I got the sense he wasn’t really psyched about the prospect of us interrupting the ceremony. I couldn’t tell if that was because he wanted it to happen or he didn’t want to be around when it did.

      I mean, I didn’t want to be close when it happened, either, but we were here to do a job, and this had sort of been his idea. Telling us about it had, anyway. Which meant we couldn’t exactly change our minds now.

      Oops, you know, I have a bikini wax appointment, so I need to go.

      Nope.

      I slipped the remote detonator into the front pocket of my button-down flannel shirt. The trigger itself had a cover I would need to lift in order to engage the switch, so I wasn’t at risk of it going off accidentally. I didn’t make a big show of the process, but I wanted him to know that his attendance wasn’t really optional.

      He caught my drift and opened his car door, contorting himself awkwardly to get out. I followed along, and we shut the doors quietly behind us. There was an FBI van around here somewhere, filled with agents ready to jump in at a moment’s notice if things went wrong.

      I was hoping not to see them.

      It was actually probably for the best I didn’t know where they were because I’d only be self-conscious, worrying Tyler was judging my every move. He and I had developed a thoroughly complicated relationship over the years, in which I wanted very badly to impress him, but also to give him no indication whatsoever that his opinion mattered to me.

      Harold and I moved through the darkness in silence. For such a big guy he was light on his feet, making no sound as he trailed behind me like a grisly-looking guardian angel.

      Of course, it didn’t escape my attention that this all might very well be a trap and he was leading me to my death. But if that was the case, I would make damn sure to pull the kill switch before I went down.

      You want to trick me? Fine. But I’m going to blow your goddamn head off in the process.

      That’s how I hoped I would go down. Blaze of glory, taking as many monsters with me as possible.

      Or, at least, that’s how I imagined it. In reality my ultimate demise would probably end up being unromantic and deeply uncool. I’d likely get drowned in a sewer somewhere.

      Ashes to ashes. Shit to shit.

      With that profoundly cheerful thought in mind, I held up my hand, signaling Harold to stop. His hulking figure at my back didn’t make me uneasy. Surprisingly it gave me a sense of comfort and protection. I was weird like that.

      The six figures we’d seen come down the alley were gathered in a circle, and each was taking time drawing intricate markings on the ground in charcoal. Candles were lit all around them, making me wonder what kind of candles demon-summoning vampires would use. Did they wait for sales at Bath & Body Works and then stock up on Marshmallow Fireside? Or did they buy bulk tealights from Ikea?

      Demon ritual work seemed like the sort of thing that demanded some conscientious candle budgeting.

      I was known to spend about three hundred bucks a year on candles, and the only thing I summoned with them was some relaxation in the bathtub.

      These looked like some run-of-the-mill dollar-store pillar candles.

      If I were a demon, I’d be offended.

      But maybe demons were like werewolves in that they didn’t like powerful scents, in which case it probably didn’t matter.

      “Secret?”

      Oh, shit, right. I was on a mission.

      I shushed him and continued to scan the area. In addition to the six hooded figures—I honestly couldn’t tell if they were male or female—a big lump was bundled on the ground nearby in roughly the shape of a human body.

      Sacrifice?

      Given the wrapped state of the body, the person inside it wasn’t having a great day and most likely hadn’t come here of their choosing.

      And kidnapping? Totally a felony.

      Which meant, as an officer of the law—sort of—this was something I had every legal right to intervene on.

      First things first though, I wanted to catch them in the act of trying to open the gate. If we could show that this ritual was apocalyptic in scale, then my scope of work went from arresting them to immediately killing them.

      Yup, as gross as it sounded, after the events in New York, new laws had been made providing certain people with carte blanche to execute anyone demonstrating intent to end the world.

      I had to be able to prove that intent before I could do anything, which meant waiting until they were at least partway into their ritual. If I could stop things right before they got to their sacrifice, I’d be able to save the would-be victim and put an end to their shenanigans in one fell swoop.

      If everything went right.

      Which was asking a lot.

      Seemingly satisfied with their charcoal line work, the figures all found their locations on the exterior of the circle, each standing at a point of the pentagram just as Harold had said they would.

      They clasped hands and began to chant in unison. I should have taken the time to learn some Latin, since I’d heard so much of it in my line of work. But whatever they were saying didn’t sound like any Latin I had ever heard, so it was all gibberish to me.

      Harold must have realized I was perplexed because he said, “It’s Enochian.”

      “Huh?”

      “They’re speaking Enochian.”

      “Good Lord, another stupid, archaic language I don’t know how to speak? Can’t everyone just be considerate and learn English?”

      “Enochian is older. Perhaps you humans should learn that instead of expecting us to learn your idiotic mutt language.”

      Burn.

      We settled back into silence as the chanting grew louder. The flames of the candles guttered then got impossibly tall, easily a foot or more high. The charcoal lines in the ground began to smoke. I pulled out my phone and started recording everything. This should be plenty of evidence to show the figures had been up to no good.

      Their voices were a mix of masculine and feminine, so I had a sense that this was a gender-diverse group. How progressive. Two of them dropped hands with the rest of the circle and moved to collect the bundled sacrifice.

      If they were speaking a language I understood, I might have been better able to guess what they were up to, or what part of the ceremony they were at, but frankly I

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/secret-mcqueen-boxset---books-9-to-12_right.jpg
SIERRA DEAN nf inst SEGRE L
SIERRA DEAN

SIERRA DEAN

SIERRA DEAN SECRET wwues






OEBPS/images/secretlives_digital_highres.jpg
SHE'S TACKLING 3
HER DEMONS
IN THE CITY
OF ANGELS






