
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Old grudges don’t always die.

	 

	 

	Harrison is fascinated by Salomon, the demon who helped save Ilyhas and Esi’s lives. He isn’t sure why, but it doesn’t matter since he’s never going to see him again—until he does.

	Sal is still trying to identify the demon who cast the spell that almost killed Jadon’s boyfriends, and he needs Harrison’s help. Sal hates not doing things by himself, but he can’t go into a human building to find the demon, not when he’s obviously not human. He’s not sure Harrison will find something, but he does, and much more than Sal expected. Sal’s ex is the demon involved, and she’s still angry with him for leaving Hell. When she locks his powers, he knows he has to follow her back to Hell, no matter how little he wants to.

	He hadn’t counted on Harrison coming with him, though.

	Harrison knows he should stay home, but there’s no way he’s letting Sal face this without him, even though he’s not going alone. Hell can be deadly for humans, but he’s more focused on getting Sal’s powers back—and on falling in love with him.

	But not only is Hell deadly, so is Shaila, Sal’s ex, and she’s still holding a grudge that’s going get all of them killed.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	S


	al loved the human realm. He wasn’t sure why—some parts of it were as bad as Hell had been, and he’d spent all his time in his house on the lake until recently—but there was an energy to it, something that told him people could be happy there. There was no way to be happy in Hell. That was kind of the point. Hell was hot and dirty and blood and pain in the best of times. That was why he’d left, and why he was never going back.

	He did want to go back to the lake eventually, though. He missed his little house and his books. But living in the city was fun, and Sal had been eating donuts. He loved donuts. What he didn’t like was the lack of privacy.

	He’d been staying at the League’s headquarters because he was trying to find the demon who’d almost killed Ilyhas and Esi, and that was easier to do if he was there. He hated not having privacy, though. There was always someone around, talking and making noise. Even though Sal had a bedroom and a bathroom, they were both tiny, and the walls weren’t enough to cut off the noise.

	Sal didn’t like noise. That was one of the reasons he lived alone in an isolated area.

	He grumbled and pushed his eggs around his plate as he tried to ignore the group of demons talking and laughing at the back of the dining hall. He could have gone somewhere else to eat, but he didn’t want to leave the place, and taking food to his bedroom was out. It had taken two days to clear out the smell the last time he’d done that.

	“What crawled up your ass and died there?” Cumar asked as he slid into the seat in front of Sal’s with a tray.

	Sal wrinkled his nose at the lasagna in Cumar’s plate. “How old is that thing?”

	“Don’t know, don’t care.” Cumar patted his stomach. “I can eat rocks and have no problem.”

	Sal didn’t have a problem believing that.

	“What’s up with you, then? Still nothing about that demon you’re looking for?” Cumar asked after shoveling a forkful of lasagna into his mouth.

	“Nothing. Whoever it is is very good at shielding themselves from me.”

	“But you’re better.”

	Sal grinned. “Damn right I’m better. I’ll find them, and I’ll make sure they can’t do the kind of shit they pulled again.”

	Sal fluttered his wings. He was excited about this. The work he usually did wasn’t this exciting—healing, finding people who weren’t trying to hide very hard, creating spells. He earned a lot of money because he was one of the best, so much so that even humans came to him, but it wasn’t exciting.

	This was, though. He almost felt like a League warrior, even though he probably wouldn’t be able to kick a fly’s ass. He looked badass, but he was anything but.

	Cumar grinned. “That’s what I’m talking about. You need help?”

	“Not really, but you can come with me once you’re done. I’ll try to locate the demon again.”

	“I don’t have anything else to do, so I’m in.”

	“Where’s your better half?” Cumar and Thailor were usually together, at least at HQ. Sal knew both of them had partners—romantic partners—but they were as close as brothers in a way that made Sal’s heart ache with jealousy and envy.

	His brother had tried to kill him. Twice.

	“Hanging out with Chase. I knew I was going to lose him when Chase agreed to come work here. And hey, I have you now.”

	“I’m not going to stay. As soon as I find that demon, I’m going home.”

	Cumar pouted. “Why? Don’t you like it here?”

	“I hate it. There’s too much noise, too many people. I can’t think with all that mess around me.”

	“What about Harrison?” Cumar asked, pointing his fork at Sal.

	Sal blinked. “Harrison?”

	“You know, the cute human guy.”

	“I know who Harrison is.” How could Sal not know him? He’d been the only one who’d taken care of Sal when Sal had managed to find out where Esi had been kidnapped to. Of course, that was because all the others had run to get Esi back, and Sal was used to taking care of himself after doing spells. He always did. It wasn’t like his clients were going to hang around to nurse him back to health once they had what they needed from him.

	The fact that Harrison was an adorable little human also helped, of course. He was one of the few who wasn’t in the least intimidated by Sal and who didn’t treat him differently than he did everyone else, including his human friend Jordan. And of course, he was beautiful—and he didn’t seem to know it. Sal had been attracted to his messy brown hair, his hazel eyes, and his big heart since first meeting him, but he’d been too busy to try to lure him into his bed. Besides, his neighbors would probably have heard whatever they got up to, and that was the last thing Sal wanted.

	“How are you two going to get it on if you leave?”

	“We won’t.” Harrison was cute, but Sal wasn’t sticking around for anyone. He wanted his life back.

	“I bet he’s going to be disappointed. He has a puppy crush on you.”

	“Isn’t he too old to have puppy crushes?”

	“Not in his case. He’s a bit like a puppy all the time. Eager, jumping around, you know. He’s slobbering all over you whenever he’s next to you.”

	Sal rolled his eyes. “Are you done eating? I have to go try that spell again.”

	Cumar pushed a few more forkfuls of lasagna into his mouth, until he looked like a squirrel with puffed-up cheeks, and got up. Sal followed him to drop off their trays, grinning at how Cumar was trying to chew without spitting lasagna all over.

	“What’s that spell like?” he asked when he finally managed.

	Jadon had given Sal free run of the facility, and Sal had found a small, mostly unused conference room. It was more isolated than his guest bedroom was, which was good. He didn’t need curious demons stumbling on him while he was working. “It’s a location spell, like the one I did to find Esi. I’m using the materials the demon used against Ilyhas to find them, but so far, they’ve been shielding themselves.”

	“Aren’t they going to continue doing that? It’s what I would do if I knew you were coming after me.”

	“You’re right, but they have to renew the spell they’re using every so often. The ingredients tend to lose efficacy, especially when I’m battering against them with my own spell. I just need to catch the exact moment the demon is doing it, and I’ll be able to tell where they are.” It was a bit more complicated than that, but Sal doubted Cumar would understand. He was great at his job—fighting and saving people—but he knew nothing about Sal, and that was okay. Sal knew nothing of Cumar’s job, either.

	Sal liked having someone watching over him as he did the spell, though. That way, Cumar would be able to help him if he needed it.

	He spread the map he’d been using on the floor in front of where he was sitting cross-legged. He kept the ingredients he needed in one bowl and the ones this demon had used against Ilyhas in another. He grabbed the black candle and lit it, putting it onto the map. Then he took the bowl of ingredients and sprinkled them in the other bowl.

	“Smells good,” Cumar murmured.

	Sal smiled. “Salt, garlic, and cayenne pepper.”

	“And you can use that to do the spell?”

	“Yes. It’s not really about the ingredients, although picking the right ones helps. It’s more about having something to channel my powers. Now shut up. You’ll distract me.”

	Sal closed his eyes. He’d put the bowl with the stuff that had been used against Ilyhas in the crook of his legs so it wouldn’t move. He hovered his hands over it and focused on the traces the demon had left on their ingredients, channeling his power through the salt, garlic, and pepper.

	He hadn’t been lucky yet, but he was now. He might have to keep Cumar around as a good-luck talisman.

	The demon’s spell had lost enough power that Sal was able to get to them. He knew the demon would redo the spell again as soon as possible, so he needed an address.

	He heard the burst of heat on the map and knew he’d gotten one. He let go of his focus. He was tired, but not overly so, thank Satan. And there was only a little blood dripping from his nose, which was an improvement.

	“Is doing this hurting you?” Cumar asked. He crouched next to Sal and handed him a tissue.

	Sal took it with a smile and pressed it against his nose. “It takes energy, more than I usually use, because this demon is so powerful. I’ll be okay, though. Nothing a little rest can’t heal.”

	Cumar was still frowning, but he didn’t push. “You know where the demon is?”

	Sal and Cumar looked at the map. Sal had no idea if the location was a good thing or a bad one, but from Cumar’s expression, he thought it was probably bad. “What?”

	“That’s a human area. A business one. No apartments or houses. People go there to work and go back home at the end of the day.”

	“You think the demon is hiding in plain sight?”

	“Yes. That means they can pass for human.”

	And that Sal wouldn’t be able to get to them. There was no way he could pass as a human, even in his wildest dreams.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	“You busy?”

	Harrison looked up from his computer. “Nope.”

	Jordan arched a brow. “Aren’t you doing paperwork?”

	“That’s what I said. Not busy.”

	“Someone has to do that paperwork.”

	“I will. Just not now, since you seem to be needing me.”

	Jordan chuckled and sat on the other side of Harrison’s desk. They shared an office—they’d just started their PI business, and they didn’t have much money to spend on rent yet, even with Jordan’s second job as a liaison between the League and the city’s police force—but Jordan was barely there usually, so it really was more Harrison’s office.

	“What do you have for me?” Harrison asked. Anything to get away from paperwork. He hadn’t liked it when he was a detective, and he didn’t like now that he was his own boss. Well, kind of. Jordan was his boss, really, but it felt more like they were partners, even though the business was technically Jordan’s.

	Jordan tapped his fingertips onto the desk. “I got a call from Jadon.”

	That made Harrison sit straighter in his chair. He might routinely work with demons now, even though they were wary of him and Jordan since they were humans, but the warriors fascinated him. The fact that Salomon, the demon he kind of had a crush on, was still staying at the League’s HQ, didn’t have anything to do with his interest.

	Maybe.

	Okay, it had a lot to do with it, but Harrison just wanted to do his job and help people and demons alike. The fact that he might get to ogle Sal in the process was just a nice bonus.

	“What does he need?” Harrison asked.

	“Sal finally managed to locate the demon who tried to kill Ilyhas and Esi. It’s hiding in a human-only side of town, possibly working alongside humans. When he got the reading, the demon was in an office building, although Sal wasn’t able to find out who it was. He was able to pinpoint the floor, though, and it’s a law firm.”

	Harrison frowned. “Why would a demon work in a human law firm?”

	“To hide? They have to know the League is looking for them, and we can’t get to them there.”

	“But we can.”

	Jordan nodded. “We can. Well, you can, in this case. I don’t have the time to do this. The chief of police wants to see me about something or other.”

	“About demons?”

	“No doubt. That’s the only reason I have contact with the police nowadays.”

	“So I’m in charge of this? I get to find the demon?”

	“Yes. You’re going to need to work with Sal and a few League warriors, no doubt. Jadon is expecting you tomorrow morning for a meeting. You’ll get all the info. I took the liberty of looking up the law firm when he called me. There’s a mailman job available. I know a few people there, and I managed to get you hired for the length of the investigation. They weren’t happy about finding out that they have a demon in their midst.”

	Harrison had no trouble believing that. “So I’m a mail boy now?”

	“As well as my partner, yeah. Jadon will tell you more, but don’t put yourself in danger. Find the demon and report to him and whoever he puts in charge of this. They’ll take it from there. They just need to be able to identify the demon.”

	“Got it. I could go now.” It was getting late, but Harrison wasn’t looking forward to going home to his empty apartment and eating dinner alone in front of the TV.

	“Nah. Jadon thinks the demon is going to stay where it is, since so far, it hasn’t been found. Take the night off, take care of whatever you need to take care of tomorrow so you don’t have to come back here until the job is over, and go to HQ.”

	Damn. “Okay. You’re going home to Caelan?”

	Jordan’s usual grim expression lightened, and he smiled the smile that was reserved only for Caelan and any thoughts of him. “Yeah. He’s off tonight, so we’re going to take advantage of it.”

	“That’s great. Have fun, then. I’ll lock up, so go ahead and leave.”

	“You’re sure?”

	“Yeah.” It wasn’t like Harrison had anything better to do anyway.

	He smiled when he heard Jordan whistle as he left the office. Jordan hadn’t always been so happy. He still wasn’t most of the time, but Caelan had a way of making him smile and softening him that Harrison hadn’t thought he’d ever see. Jordan was different when he was with his boyfriend, as it should be. Harrison wanted what Jordan had with Caelan eventually, but so far, he hadn’t had luck in that department.

	Of course, if someone asked his dad, he’d say Harrison hadn’t had luck in the job department either. He didn’t like that Harrison wasn’t a cop anymore, and he didn’t waste a chance to tell Harrison how disappointed he was about that.

	But Harrison didn’t want to think about that right now. No, the only things he wanted to think about was his couch, a cold beer, a warm microwave meal, and a TV series—just not one about cops.

	Harrison turned off his computer and left the office, making sure he locked the door. He dragged his ass home after briefly wondering if he should go to a bar. Underworld, maybe? He was human, but they were as welcome as demons at Underworld, even though the place was owned by a half-demon. Harrison wasn’t sure he was up for the noise, though, and he certainly wasn’t up for the vigilance he’d need to hang out at Underworld. He might be friends with the owner, and humans might be welcome there, but that didn’t mean no one was going to try to start something with him. Demons tended to be confrontational even on their best days, and they weren’t usually happy to find a human encroaching on what they viewed as their territory.

	Home it was, then.

	Harrison trudged to his apartment. He had to take the bus, which he hated, but it was nearly impossible to find a parking spot at the office, and the few there were reserved for clients.

	The bus stank, though, and it was slow going. When Harrison finally got off, the only thing he wanted to do was take a shower and burrow in bed, so of course, he found Icha waiting for the elevator.

	Harrison almost groaned. He liked the oni demon, but Icha was always trying to get into Harrison’s pants, and Harrison wasn’t sure he had the energy to fend him off tonight. It looked like he was going to have to try, though, because Icha had noticed him.

	“Harry!” he crowed.

	Harrison glared. “My name’s Harrison, not Harry. You know that.”

	Icha touched Harrison’s arm. “I know, but Harry rolls off the tongue better, don’t you think? I could demonstrate it to you. It would be perfect for screaming while you’re fucking me.”

	Harrison didn’t like the fact that he blushed every time Icha tried anything with him—which was every time their paths crossed. They lived on the same floor, and Icha frequently came around to borrow sugar or whatnot, usually wearing little to nothing. Harrison was perpetually blushing in his presence, and Icha seemed to find it hilarious and possibly arousing. Harrison couldn’t stop it, so he tried to avoid Icha as much as he could.

	He didn’t always succeed.

	Icha ran his hand up Harrison’s arm. “You know it would be good.”

	Harrison barked out a laugh. “I don’t doubt that.”

	“Then why don’t you give in?”

	Harrison had been tempted more times than he remembered. He could give in and have sex with Icha. It would be fun and light-hearted because that was how Icha was. And it would be good.

	But Harrison wasn’t a one-night stand kind of guy, and that was all Icha was offering. Even if he wanted more, Harrison doubted that would work between them. He didn’t like Icha that way, the way he liked Sal, no matter how ridiculous that sounded. There was no changing it, though.

	Harrison was relieved when the elevator doors opened. He was going to have to ride up with Icha, but he knew how to keep the demon at bay by now.

	Icha squeezed Harrison’s ass only twice before the elevator stopped at their floor, and Harrison rushed out. Icha followed him at a more sedate pace, pouting. “When are you going to make me happy?” he asked.

	“When are you going to be ready for a relationship?”

	Icha grimaced. “Never, I hope. It’s just not me.”

	“And fucking around is just not me.”

	Icha grinned. “Maybe, but I sure as hell am having fun trying to convince you it is.”

	 

	 

	
Chapter Two

	 

	 

	S


	al was surprised to see Harrison was at the meeting. Surprised, but pleased. He liked the human, and he liked to see him blush.

	He reclined in his seat and looked Harrison up and down. “That’s a nice pair of jeans.” And an even nicer ass in it, but Jadon was there, and Sal didn’t think he’d appreciate where Sal’s mind was going.

	Sal’s words were enough to make Harrison’s cheeks blaze. “Thank you. Uh, I like your t-shirt.”

	Sal beamed. “Thank you. I like it too.” It was blue, with a drawing of a fox on it. The phrase said, Look at all the fox I give, and Sal found it hilarious.

	“Are you two done talking about clothes?” Jadon groused.

	Harrison paled a bit, and Sal didn’t like that. He understood that they had better things to do, of course, but he wanted time to tease Harrison and see how hard he could make the man blush.

	Later. He was going to make sure they had time later.

	Harrison sat in the other chair in front of Jadon’s desk. “Jordan told me you need a human.”

	“Did he tell you why?” Jadon asked.

	“Something about Sal having found the demon who tried to hurt Esi and Ilyhas?”

	“Exactly. Sal will explain things to you in more detail than I can, but he found out the demon is hiding in a human law firm. We have no idea who the demon is or what they look like, and we can’t send Sal in there.”

	Sal scowled and rubbed one of his horns. This was why he spent most of his time in his house. He didn’t want to deal with humans who were afraid of him just because he had wings and horns, and okay, the claws were probably scary, but he hadn’t killed anyone in decades, and never humans.

	Harrison looked at him with wide eyes. “I see, yes.” He didn’t seem afraid, but Sal didn’t have the time to try to read his expression, because he looked right back at Jadon. “Jordan found me a job at the firm, as a mail boy. That means I’ll be able to walk around and see a lot. I don’t know if it’s going to be enough, but it’s certainly going to be more than what we have right now. It would be great if you guys had more details about this demon, though.”

	Jadon looked at Sal. “Sal?”

	Sal linked his fingers and leaned back in his chair, laying his hands on his stomach. He didn’t miss the way Harrison’s gaze lingered on them—or his stomach—but he knew this wasn’t the right moment to do something about it. He cleared his throat, smiling at the way Harrison’s head jerked up. Harrison was blushing again. “I can’t do more. The cloaking spell the demon has been using is in place again. I was lucky they let the cloaking weaken as much as they did. Whoever this is, they’re a powerful demon, and they already put up the cloaking spell again.”

	“So there’s nothing at all you can tell me that would help me? I need to have at least a vague idea of what I’m looking for. Is it a male or a female? Do they look entirely human, or have any signs that might expose them as a demon?” Harrison asked.

	“I can’t tell you anything more. I’m sorry. I haven’t been close to this demon, so I can’t even use their energy signature to recognize them.”

	“That means you’ll go in blind,” Jadon said. “You can’t take risks. The last thing we want is for you to get hurt. This is just an exploratory job. Once you locate the demon—if you manage to—you call us, and we’ll take it from there.”

	“You do remember I was a cop, right?” Harrison asked.

	His expression was pinched, and unless Sal was wrong, he thought he’d detected a hint of sarcasm in his voice.

	“I do, but this isn’t a human you’re going up against. It’s a demon, and from what Sal told me, it’s a powerful one. You’re also not going to be able to tell who the demon is, so it could take you by surprise. You were a cop, but you’re still only human, and that doesn’t help you against most demons, let alone a powerful one.”

	Harrison scowled. “Maybe, but I know what I’m doing, and I have had to face demons when I was a cop. I’m not helpless, and while I do understand why I need to let you know as soon as I find out who the demon is, you need to understand that I’m not going to back down if this demon attacks me. It’s your jurisdiction, so I’ll call you in. But don’t ask me to turn a blind eye if you’re not there and there’s something I can do.”

	Jadon raised his hands. “Of course. I do realize you have training. What I meant is that no one here wants to see you hurt. You’re one of the few human allies we have, and we value that. But even if you weren’t, the League was created to support and help both demons and humans. We don’t want anyone to be hurt if at all possible.” He smiled. “And you’re a friend, so it’s even more important that you make it out of there safe.”

	Sal loved how fierce Harrison could become. Seeing the fire in his gaze sent a shiver down Sal’s spine, and he couldn’t help but think about what it would be like to have that fire focused on him, possibly while they were both naked and in bed. Now wasn’t the right moment to think about Harrison naked, though. This was a serious situation, more so than anything Sal had been through recently.

	He could all too easily imagine what this demon could do. They were in a human environment, hiding because of what they’d done. They had to know that the League would find them eventually, and this could end badly.

	Sending Harrison right in the thick of things was a gamble. He could find the demon, but the demon could just as well attack him, and Sal didn’t like that thought. He couldn’t go with Harrison, but he could do everything he could to make sure Harrison was as safe as possible, considering the circumstances.

	“I’ll prepare a few spells and amulets for you,” he said. He hadn’t talked to Jadon about this, but he knew Jadon would agree.

	Harrison blinked at him. “Amulets?”

	“I know you humans don’t have a lot of faith in what demons can do, but—”

	“I have complete faith in what you can do, Sal.” Harrison’s cheeks flushed. “I’ve seen what you can do, remember? And I’m not like other humans.” He bit his lower lip. “Okay, that sounded awkward. But I’m not afraid of you or demons in general. I know you guys are dangerous, much more so than humans, but I’ve met enough of you to be aware of the fact that just like with humans, the majority of you are good. You are good, and you know what you’re doing. So yes, I’ll take whatever amulet you want me to carry. Thank you.”

	Sal had been grinning for most of Harrison’s little speech. “I am dangerous.”

	“I know. I also know you don’t hurt people, though. You help them.”

	“Because they pay me to.”

	Harrison arched a brow. “Does that mean you expect me to pay you?”

	Sal could think of a few ways he’d like Harrison to pay him, and none of them involved money. Jadon was there, though, watching them and probably wondering what the fuck Sal was doing. “No. Jadon is already paying me for my time.”

	Harrison’s little smile fell. “Right. Of course he is.” He turned back to Jadon. “How are Ilyhas and Esi?”

	Jadon smiled. It was weird to see him smile that way. He and Sal went way back, and Sal couldn’t remember a time when he’d seen him as happy as he was when he was with his boyfriends. It was weird, but a good weird. Jadon deserved to be happy.

	But watching him talk about his boyfriends, Sal wondered if he would ever have something like that again. He had, several times, but he’d stopped allowing himself to fall in love. He couldn’t, not when it hurt so much to have to watch his loved ones age and die while he stayed the same.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Harrison closed Jadon’s office’s door behind him. He was trying very hard not to look at Sal. He wasn’t sure what had happened in the office—he thought Sal had been flirting with him, but that couldn’t be right, could it? Why would Sal flirt with him? He was just a human, and Sal, well, he very much wasn’t, and Harrison wasn’t thinking about his horns and his wings.

	There was just something about Sal. He was bigger than life, and it had nothing to do with him being a demon.

	“When will you start working at that law firm?” Sal asked.

	“Tomorrow morning. I have to be there at seven.” Harrison wasn’t looking forward to the early wake-up call, but he was used to them, or rather, he’d been used to them when he’d worked as a detective. He didn’t have to wake up early nowadays, not unless he wanted to go to the gym before heading into work.

	Sal nodded. “I see. Come with me.”

	Harrison expected Sal to lead him downstairs to Jadon’s apartment, where he was staying, but instead, he went to one of the rooms the warriors used when they needed to spend the night—or the day—at HQ. “You’re not staying with Jadon anymore?” Harrison asked.

	Sal grimaced. “No. He and his boyfriends are very... handsy. I’ve walked in on them one too many times, so even though I hate staying here, it’s better. The noises are different, at least. More fighting and less fucking. Isn’t as frustrating.”

	Harrison’s cheeks were on fire, but he was determined to ignore it. He stepped into the bedroom after Sal and blinked at the mess. “How long have you been staying here?”

	“Huh? About a week, I think.”

	Harrison blinked. The room was a mess, so he’d expected Sal to say he’d move out of Jadon’s place the day after Esi had been recovered almost three weeks ago.

	There were clothes—colorful clothes from the entire rainbow spectrum, including several combinations that hurt to look at—everywhere, including hanging from the nightstand lamp. That wasn’t the only thing that seemed to have exploded in the bedroom, though. There were also books, maybe even more than there were clothes, and what Harrison thought were ingredients for spells, including a ton of spices, feathers, rocks, and colored candles.

	“You can sit down,” Sal said.

	Harrison didn’t think there was an empty spot for him to sit. He could probably clear one, but he wasn’t sure he wanted to find out what else was thrown around in the room. “I’ll stand.”

	“Suit yourself. I’m not sure where the amulets are, though, so this might take a while.”

	“You don’t know where you put the amulets you want me to use so I stay safe?”

	“Well, I didn’t know they were for you, or I’d have been more careful with them. I thought I was going to be the one going after the demon until Jadon informed me that the demon is hiding in a human building.”

	“But you’re not a warrior.”

	“So? I’ve been around for a while, way longer than you have. I might not be a warrior, but I could be one if I wanted to.” He straightened and poked at his cheek with a green claw. “I don’t like that tattoo on their face, though. It would mare my beauty.”

	“I doubt anything could do that.” Harrison realized what he’d said only once the words were out of his mouth. He snapped his lips shut, but it was too late. Sal looked at him from above the mountain of stuff he was digging in on the dresser. “Really? So you think I’m beautiful?”

	Harrison rolled his eyes. “Are you fishing for compliments? You know you are.”

	Sal turned to face Harrison fully. “I don’t know. I mean, demons usually like the way I look, yes, but you’re not a demon. Even though the wings and the horns don’t intimidate you, I wouldn’t have thought you’d view me as beautiful.”

	Harrison wasn’t going to start waxing poetic about the way Sal looked, especially not in front of him, but he was gorgeous. His leathery wings and his deer-like horns only added to it. His long white hair, blue eyes, and pointed ears gave him an otherworldly appearance that Harrison found more than a little appealing. He’d wanted to stroke Sal’s wings ever since the first time he’d met him. “You’re gorgeous,” he said, looking away.

	“Even with the claws?” When Harrison looked back, Sal was wiggling his fingers at him.

	“Even with the claws.” Although Harrison couldn’t help but wonder how that worked when Sal was having sex. Not that he thought about Sal having sex. Well, not often, anyway. “They’re painted green.”

	Sal beamed and looked at his claws. “They are. I like this color.”

	“It’s... pretty, and it makes them look less dangerous.” But no less appealing. Harrison could too easily imagine Sal running his claws down his back—and nope, he couldn’t think about that now. “The amulets?”

	“Oh, right.” Sal turned to the pile again. “I thought I put them here, dammit.”

	“I could help you look.”

	Sal grinned at him. “Please. Just start wherever.”

	Harrison wasn’t sure what spot to pick, but since Sal was working on the dresser, he sat on the bed and focused on the chair next to it. Clothes were piled high on it, and he folded them as he removed them. Sal loved colorful rude shirts, and most of them made Harrison smile.

	He stuttered when the next article of clothing he pulled from the pile was a pair of lace boxer-briefs. He licked his lips and looked at Sal, who was still working on his pile. He was wearing jeans that showcased his ass, and Harrison couldn’t help but wonder if he was wearing a pair of underwear similar to the ones he was holding.

	He wasn’t sure if he wanted the answer to be yes or no.

	He folded the underwear and put it on the pile of clothes next to him. There were a few more, and each of them made his dick harder in his jeans—especially the jockstrap. Dammit.

	There was a black box at the bottom of the pile. Harrison grabbed it and shook it. Something rattled inside of it. “Sal? Are the amulets in a black box?” he asked.

	Sal looked at him. He’d moved on to a pile that was on the floor. Shoes poked out of it, as well as books and what looked like a bundle of cables. “Oh, no. Those are my sex toys.”

	Harrison dropped the box. “Sex toys?”

	“Yes. You can leave the box on the nightstand.”

	Harrison obeyed and put it there, pushing to the side several bottles of nail polish, lipsticks, and a palette of reddish eye shadows.

	Harrison got up. He needed to get away from Sal’s bed before he started imaging what kind of toys were in that box and what Sal did with them. He decided to try the bathroom, although he regretted it as soon as he peeked inside. If the bedroom was a mess, the bathroom was worse. There were what had to be two dozen products on the sink, five hairbrushes, and several nail files. Hair ties were peppered around, most of them dotted with long white hair.

	“Found them!” Harrison heard behind him. He was relieved he wouldn’t have to search the bathroom.

	Until he turned around and found Sal’s ass poking out from under the bed. Sal’s upper body was half under it, and he held his ass high, in the perfect position to fuck him—or spank him.

	Heat flowed in Harrison’s body, and he forced himself to look away and stare at the wall. “That’s great.”

	He saw Sal wiggle his way out from under the bed from the corner of his eye and looked at him only once he was standing and brushing invisible dust from his t-shirt.

	“I remembered I put them under the bed so I could find them when I needed them.”

	“I see.”

	Sal grinned and opened the red box he was holding. “Yep, there they are. Now, I need to rework this one, because it would look weird on you.” He held up a leather necklace that displayed what looked like something’s—or someone’s—claw. “But you can wear the other two right away.” He put the claw down and held out a silver chain with a small pouch attached to it. “Want me to explain what’s in this and how it works?”

	Harrison took the pouch. “No. I wouldn’t understand anything anyway. But thank you.”

	Sal’s face was serious when he answered. “I don’t want you to get hurt. Jadon is right, you’re one of the few humans who’s not afraid of us, or at the very least, who doesn’t hate us. I don’t want the world to lose that. And of course, you’re kind of cute.”

	Harrison groaned. He was never going to make it out of this alive, and not because of the demon he was hunting.

	 

	 

	
Chapter Three

	 

	 

	H


	arrison had no idea what he was looking for. He’d only been on the job a few days, and he’d kept his eyes and his ears open, but he had no more idea of who the demon was than before he’d started.

	Everyone looked human. Even the assholes who treated him like shit because he was a lowly mail boy looked human, and they probably all were. Harrison doubted the demon would try to draw attention in any way, and that included yelling at the mail boy.

	Harrison rubbed his face. God, he hated this job. He was lucky it wasn’t his real one and that he’d be able to quit as soon as he had what he needed, but damn. Someone else would take his place, and they wouldn’t be able to quit when they wanted.

	“Are you okay?” a woman asked.

	Harrison blinked at her. “Yes. It’s just, well, I didn’t expect to be yelled at for something I have no power over when I signed up for this job.”

	“Who was it?”

	“Uh, Jensen. He wasn’t happy that the documents he’s expecting haven’t arrived yet.”

	She grimaced. “He’s an ass. I’d tell you to ignore him, but that’s not exactly practical, with your job.”

	Harrison smiled at her and rubbed the back of his neck. “You’re right, it’s not. I guess I’ll have to get used to it.” He looked around. “Maybe you can give me pointers on who to avoid as much as possible?” He was pretty sure this lady liked him, at least physically. Or maybe she was just nice. He’d never been good at understanding that kind of thing.

	She smiled. “I can. I’m Daphne.”

	Harrison smiled back. “Harrison. So, Daphne. Who should I steer clear of?”

	She looked around. “Well, Jensen is one of them, of course. And Sawyer, too. She doesn’t like to be disturbed, ever, so if you have mail for her, try to leave it on her desk when she’s not there.”

	Harrison made a mental note of that. He’d already determined that the demon couldn’t be any of the people who’d worked there for long. From what Jadon had found out, this demon worked for other demons, making spells and whatnot. That just wouldn’t fit with a job in a law firm, no matter how unimportant it might be. No, the demon had to be one of the people who’d just been hired, and Harrison had to find out who those people were.

	The easiest way would be to get into HR and find a list of the people they’d hired, but Harrison was only a mail boy. There was no way he’d be allowed to do that, not without a warrant, and he couldn’t exactly get one, since he wasn’t a cop anymore. Besides, even if he
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