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      I knew where the auto shop was, of course, but that didn’t stop me from smiling at the big red sign set up out front: Max’s Garage.

      I turned into the parking lot. Since the garage wasn’t open for business yet, the sign was dark and there weren’t many cars outside: just me in my Alfa Romeo, Max’s old truck… and a little domestic sedan that I didn’t recognize. Did Max already have a customer?

      It was still early in the morning and a family of pigeons squabbled with the seagull roosting on a corner of the old firehouse roof. A night’s worth of sea-scented dew dripped along the brown brick edifice and trickled through the gutters. It would evaporate to join the dawn fog when the sun rose a bit higher, but for now, the water wound in wandering pewter lines across the face of Max’s Garage like curious quicksilver snakes.

      I made my way across the parking lot toward the front door, but it swung open before I got there and someone came out. It was a woman, maybe a year or two older than me, with smooth olive skin and long, straight black hair. She pushed a pair of glasses up her nose and when she could see through them, she blinked at me in surprise.

      My smile became a huge grin. I know the walk of shame when I see it. The other woman’s clothes were rumpled, her hair still wild, and the remains of makeup was smudged around her wide eyes. Her high cheeks colored darkly as I approached.

      “Hi,” I said, waving. “Is Max in yet? I just wanted to check on my car.”

      “Oh um… hi,” the other woman answered, ducking her head to hide her flaming face. “Yeah. I’m sure he’ll be down soon.”

      “Thanks.”

      She turned away and hurried to her car. Despite being absolutely afire with curiosity, I let her go. I didn’t want to interrogate the poor girl. I was saving that for Max.

      I went into the old firehouse. The renovations were going well. Max had finished ripping out the outdated wiring and fixtures. The garage that long ago used to house fire engines was now full of Max’s tools and even a second-hand hydraulic lift. My little i10 was parked on it, but the lift wasn’t raised into position and all of the lights in the garage were still dark.

      I poked my head into the office. One of the few things Max hadn’t thrown out was the old fire chief’s big wooden desk. It was pretty beat up, but after Max thoroughly cleaned the walnut and applied several new layers of varnish, the desk just looked well-used and well-loved.

      There was a neat stack of invoices on top of the desk that mo­mentarily arrested my attention. I flipped through the pages and my lips turned down into a contemplative frown. Invoices. Max would never forgive me if I stole the bills and paid them off behind his back, but I was seriously tempted to do it anyway. Opening this garage was expensive and I wondered how long it would take Max to pay it all off.

      But with a monumental effort of will, I returned the invoices to Max’s desk and went upstairs. What used to be a row of firefighters’ bunkrooms, Max was now converting into a spacious apartment. Construction was nearly complete and I had helped Max move in a couple weeks ago so he could stop paying rent on the old place. After a quick blowjob, I had been strong enough to make short work of even Max’s heaviest furniture. I have no idea why more moving companies don’t employ half-succubae like me.

      Oh, right. Because I’m the first cambion since Merlin and my existence is a secret from most of the world. Pesky details.

      I heard running water and went to the bathroom. It had been designed for several firefighters to use at once and Max had kept it more or less the same. The bathroom was a long, open concrete room with a line of shower heads lining the rear wall. My best friend stood naked beneath one of them, head bowed and his body bathed in steam. Max faced away from the door and hot water cas­caded down his muscular back. His blond hair was slicked and darkened a few shades by the shower. Max didn’t hear me yet, so I paused in the doorway to admire his firm, wet backside.

      But I was curious, so I crept across the bathroom and found the wastebasket under one white porcelain sink. I peeked inside. Three used condoms lay tangled at the bottom. Magnums, of course. That was my boy.

      “Good morning, Max,” I chirruped brightly as I replaced the trash can.

      “Holy shit!”

      Max jumped and spun to face me, nearly slipping on the wet floor. I laughed and he pressed the heel of one hand to his chest, struggling to catch his breath.

      “Oh, god. It’s you,” Max said after a moment. He turned back into the spray of water to finish rinsing away the soap. “Sorry, Lil. I didn’t hear you come in. Do you want breakfast? Coffee?”

      “Well, I brought some donuts,” I said. “But I kind of forgot them in my car when I saw that surprise.”

      “Surprise?” Max’s voice echoed a little in the bathroom.

      “The woman I saw leaving. Who is she?”

      “Her name’s Taya,” Max said. “She’s the lumber department manager over at the hardware store and I’ve been going there a lot.”

      “I thought you told me that you didn’t have time to date. She must be something pretty special.”

      “Taya uh… gave me a few ideas to save some money on the remodel and we started talking. I invited her over when she said she wanted to see where all the wood was going in.”

      “Yeah, I bet you showed her,” I said, smirking.

      Max turned off the shower and then rewarded my joke with a dimpled smile. I tossed him a towel from the wire rack beside the sinks and he began scrubbing water off his big, muscular body. I was willing to bet all the donuts in the city that Taya was impressed. And if she wasn’t, then the girl obviously needed glasses.

      Oh wait, she already had glasses.

      Well, I’m sure she was impressed.

      “So is it serious?” I asked. “You haven’t dated much since high school. The only woman besides me you’ve slept with in the last year was Evaine when she was in the city for Finn and Muir’s trial.”

      “Hey! You were there, too,” Max protested. He blushed.

      “Exactly my point,” I said triumphantly. “So what about Taya?”

      “Uh, we’ve only been going out for a week. I really don’t know our relationship status right now,” Max said. The towel muffled his voice as he dried his face. “So what are you doing over here, Lil? I’ve been working on the i10 when I’ve got time, but it’s not ready yet. Sorry, I hope you don’t need it for a job.”

      I waved dismissively. “I’m not working. Actually, I came to see if I could help out with the garage. I mentioned the donuts, right?”

      Max finished drying his hair, turning it into a wild thatch of pale gold, and draped the towel around his broad shoulders. “I can make some coffee to go with them…”

      “That sounds great.” I poked him in the ribs. “But you’re not escaping me that easily, Max. I want to know every detail about you and Taya. Who asked who out? Which one of you made the first move? Did she let you cum on her glasses?”

      “I don’t know if she’s ready to get kinky, Lil.”

      “Oh, come on! That’s what glasses are for!”

      “No,” Max objected mildly. “They’re so she can see.”

      “Yeah? And did Taya see your cum splashing all over her cute little face? Details, Max!” I demanded.

      Just to spite me, my phone rang. I gave Max a mock-stern glare and shook one finger at him.

      “You’re not off the hook,” I told him. “Not by a long shot.”

      Max held up his hands in surrender and eased past me through the door to his bedroom. I pulled my phone out of my jacket pocket and followed. My finger hovered over the red decline button, but the caller ID displayed Vincent Myrdon’s name. After everything that happened last month with Ben and Rick Sung, I had finally man­aged to get the High Magus’ number and programmed it into my new phone in case of another emergency.

      Why would Vincent be calling me, though? I really wanted to grill Max about his new girlfriend, but I accepted the call.

      “Hello?” I said.

      Vincent skipped right past any kind of greeting. “Lilith, I need to see you at the College today.”

      Even on the phone, the High Magus’ voice rang with deep gravitas. I watched Max bend over next to the bed to retrieve a pair of jeans and barely resisted the urge to smack his tight ass. Taya was a lucky girl.

      “When?” I asked. “What’s going on?”

      “Immediately,” Vincent answered. “A situation has arisen. The Castle and the College need it resolved as soon as possible.”

      I didn’t know if this situation was serious or if it was just because the High Magus always sounded like that, but pretty much all I heard was doom, doom, doom, doom.

      Max pulled on his jeans and frowned as he buttoned them. I gave a slightly uncertain thumbs-up to reassure him.

      “Uh… alright,” I said into the phone. “I can be there in about an hour.”

      “Very well. Goodbye, Lilith.”

      Vincent hung up and I pocketed my phone. Max led me out to the kitchen and arched his pale eyebrows.

      “Is everything okay?” he asked.

      “I’m not sure. That was High Magus Myrdon. What the hell? He never talks to me unless he absolutely has to.”

      “I doubt there’s a man on Earth that doesn’t like seeing you, Lil.” Max stepped behind the kitchen counter and looked at me. “No time for breakfast, then?”

      “I’ll go grab those donuts from my car, but then I need to drive out to the College.”

      Max nodded and got to work filling his coffee pot from the kit­chen faucet. “I can at least make you a cup for the road.”

      “Thanks,” I said. “I’ll be back to hear all about Taya as soon as I can. She better know how lucky she is.”

      Max smiled at me and blushed again. “We’ll see, Lil.”
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