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The devil covets more than his soul . . .

Six years ago, Logan Hart sold his soul to the devil
to become the greatest bluesman of all time—and now the devil has
come to collect.

The irony is that Logan squandered his gift. High on
fame, money, and drugs, he ignored his muse and neglected his
music. And despite escaping showbiz in a moment of clarity, it’s
too late to redeem himself. All that’s left is to try to go out
with some dignity. Alas, the prospect of an eternity in Hell isn’t
helping much with that goal.

But Farfarello, the devil who bought Logan’s
soul, isn’t ready to drag him down to Hell quite yet. He’s just
spent six years working his ass off to whip a bluesman into shape,
and he refuses to let that—or the opportunity for more sinful
pleasures with Logan—go to waste.


To my very own favorite bluesman,

who is, as always, my greatest
inspiration.
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Logan Hart never imagined death would find him this
way—alone in an old hotel room, a Marlboro in his mouth, his soul
heavy in his chest, waiting for the devil to come rip him to
shreds.

The room was quiet and dusty, its floorboards marred
by charred lines, telltale signs of cigarettes dropped by careless
sleepers. The smell of smoke saturated the heavy curtains, the worn
bedsheets, the faded wallpaper.

Logan sat on a moth-eaten, red velvet armchair. On
the small table beside him, among piles of old newspapers, rested a
bottle of whiskey—barely half of it left. He had every intention of
finishing it, and soon.

If what he feared was truly going to happen . . . he
would sure as hell need it.

For most of his life, he hadn’t thought about his
own death at all. Even during the last six years, he’d pushed it to
the back of his mind—buried it under bright lights and expensive
drugs, sweaty bodies and too-loud voices. In the last month,
though, he’d thought of little else. He had concocted an array of
scenarios, all involving alcohol and dangerous places. A tall
building in a gray city, an even grayer street down below, cold
tarmac ready to catch a falling body. A bottle shattered into an
infinity of fragments. A chair kicked to the floor under the
ceiling fan in a presidential suite, an empty minibar, and dangling
feet. A heavy car sinking in a lake, muddy water rising in the
locked cabin. Anything to get ahead, so to speak—just to avoid
finding out exactly what sort of death the devil had in mind for
him.

Somehow, he hadn’t gone through with any of his
plans. Maybe he lacked the exact measure of madness he needed to
believe that the devil would actually show up. Or maybe he just
lacked the knowledge of the exact measure of cruelty the devil
possessed and, if he knew—really knew—how creative the devil
could be . . . if he knew the exact measure of pain a human
body could withstand before succumbing to a merciful death, maybe
he’d swallow rusty nails with that whiskey and throw himself
through the window, smiling all the way down.

Maybe he just lacked imagination.

There was a chill in the air, a sibilant breeze that
filtered through the cracks in the walls, howled and hissed on the
tiled roof. It seeped into the room like a thin silver thread; it
sneaked under Logan’s clothes and brushed his skin with icy
fingers. The day had been stifling hot and damp, but, as darkness
came, with it had crept that slithering cold, like fractures
appearing in old bones. It had muted birds and crickets and
paralyzed the murmuring grass, moving forward until it had reached
the hotel. There, it had crawled up the creaking wooden steps and
spread, quiet and bone-chilling, to everyone’s fingertips.

The guests had looked at each other with watchful
eyes and had left Logan alone.

They could feel it. Logan was sure of it. He didn’t
know who they were or where they came from, and yet somehow they
were stranded there with him—in that silent, shadowy hotel,
somewhere on the brink of insanity. Maybe they were trapped, or
maybe in transit, just like him. But whoever they were, whatever
reason they had to be there—they could tell. They knew.

Logan had seen them as he’d staggered through the
corridor after purchasing the whiskey from the tall, solemn
bartender; he’d caught a glimpse of an ample ballroom, the notes of
a tango floating languorous in the air. A dark-skinned woman had
been sitting at a table, tapping her long red nails on the wood to
the music. She’d been wearing a crimson flower in her hair, and her
eyes had flashed like a cat’s when she’d looked at Logan. Behind
her, a short man in a striped suit had grinned, revealing gleaming
golden teeth.

Suddenly, all eyes in the room had turned to Logan.
And everyone had smiled that same smile, or maybe just bared their
teeth. Logan had thought he’d heard a chorus of low growls,
somewhere at the back of his mind.

He’d squeezed his eyes shut and stumbled to the
stairs.

The music had followed him, muffled until it was
just a low, guttural lament, floating up the wooden steps, twining
around the scraped banister. The hair on Logan’s arms had risen. It
was only when he’d slammed his room’s door behind himself that he’d
been able to stifle that sound.

Even now, he could hear the dull, rhythmic thumps of
dancing feet stomping on the wooden floor, mapping a tune he could
feel all the way into his ribcage. It seemed to grow louder and
louder, much like his own heartbeat. Logan passed a shaky hand over
his face. He wondered whether they were dancing for him—clapping a
noisy send-off from the world, a dancing funeral of tango and
blood-red nails and crooked, golden smiles. Or perhaps they danced
to drown the room in sound—music and clicking heels—and they’d
dance until the deep of the night, laughing raucous and loud to
cover Logan’s screams. Or maybe they danced for joy: he was
condemned while they still lived on, and that called for a
celebration.

Or maybe they just danced, and that’s all there was
to it.

Logan leaned back against the velvet headrest,
closed his eyes, and exhaled. He couldn’t shake the feeling that
everyone in that ballroom knew exactly what was going down tonight.
He could still feel their gazes on him, could still see their feral
smiles. They’d smelled blood. They knew his time was up.

Logan swallowed and reached with shaky hands for the
bottle resting on the table. He wished, not for the first time,
that there was something he could do. But it was late now, too late
to look for redemption or salvation, too late to ask for help. Six
years had passed quickly, and all he had to show for it was . . . a
dusty motel room, cheap whiskey in a chipped glass, and a crumpled
packet of Marlboros. And no one, no one to call on the antiquated
dial phone perched on the bedside table like a fat porcelain
toad.

He wiped his hand over his mouth as he once again
lifted his eyes to the clock.

Two minutes to midnight.

The panic that had been crawling around his body for
the past day gripped his chest so abruptly it left him unable to
breathe for a moment. He hadn’t realized he was so close already.
He’d thought there were still a few hours to go. And yet, somehow,
as he’d sat motionless in the dusty armchair, time had slipped
away, fast and smooth like a rug pulled out from under him by an
illusionist, so quiet he hadn’t noticed it go. And all of a sudden
he was left with two minutes—two minutes and nothing more—and the
thought grabbed him by the throat and clenched, choking
him.

He nearly toppled off the chair, the burst of
adrenaline screaming at him to run. But after three stuttering
steps, he stopped in the middle of the room, body tense and
vibrating. Because there was nowhere to run. Nowhere to escape
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