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  Hex Sells

Babylon Boy, Book 2


Jonah Carrow just wants a quiet, hex-free life. It’s harder than he’d thought. 

Despite his best efforts, though, magic trouble just keeps finding him. If it’s  not his dead relatives trying to turn breakfast into a ouija board, it’s a crow with bad tidings at his door.

Jonah doesn’t know what’s worse, that warlock biker Shiloh has decided to call in his marker…or that he only did it to get him to pass on a message. It turns out that Luke, Jonah’s not-exactly boyfriend, hasn’t been taking the Crossroad Crows calls. 
…
And when things go wrong, despite not being in the first draft, Jonah gets roped in to find answers. Now he’s knee-deep in secrets, curses, and the sort of temptation in lean, blond Shiloh that is definitely not going to help Jonah stay on the straight 
and mundane.

On top of all that? He’s getting sick. 
Without a hex to help put a thumb on the scales, Jonah really can’t catch a break.
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  My name is Jonah Carrow, and it’s been 320 days since I laid a hex. 
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Chapter One


It was the smell of burning hair that caught Jonah’s attention, acrid and familiar in the sticky night air. 
He looked down and got to watch his skin fry against the side of the generator before his brain caught up. The instinctive jerk away as he registered the sharp pain left a charring layer of skin the size of a child’s palm on the hot metal of the generator.
“Fuck!” he spat out.
He clenched his hand into a fist and stamped his foot on the ground as if he could shake the pain out like that. There had been a time he probably could have. Now it just dug hot teeth deeper into the meat of his arm as it made itself at home.
“Pro-tip. Don’t lean on hot metal,” Ned—the big, red-haired Irishman who’d not gotten over his distrust of Jonah after last month’s brush with the unnatural—snorted as he pushed by Jonah. “Fuckin’ dumbass.”
Jonah glared after him and gave the big man’s broad back the finger. 
One of the other men on the crew rolled his eyes and tossed Jonah a bottle of water. “Here,” he said. “Cool it down and get back to work. We’ve not got much time left.”
The plastic of the bottle was cool in Jonah’s fingers. He pinned it under his elbow and twisted the top off so he could douse his blistered forearm. The sting of it made him hiss, breath sucked in between clenched teeth, as the distilled water splashed onto his boots. 
It didn’t help that much.
Jonah drank the last of the water in the bottle, tossed it over into the trash barrel at the side of the truck, and grabbed the bucket of cold patch he’d been warming to get back to work. It was 4 a.m., but the stretch of bridge they were working on was lit up with floodlights like it was noon. The light was harsh and shadowless as the crew worked to patch the charred chunks of asphalt left from a recent crash.
Two hours left until rush hour.
The biggest damage was in the middle of the span, the asphalt cracked and crumbly from the mixture of spilled gas and heat. Most of the damaged road had been jackhammered out, leaving Ned and the others to brush the chips and splinters out of the hole. 
There were, a little voice nudged hopefully at Jonah, easier ways to make a living.
It was true. There were. Jonah just had his reasons to leave that life behind. Good reasons, although they were more convincing over breakfast with his boyfriend than when he was bone-tired and scalded from honest work. 
The little voice wasn’t convinced that was true. Jonah stifled it and shoved it to the back of his brain, where it got lost in the clutter of unfiled thoughts and intentions. He waited for Ned to step back and tipped the cold patch into the irregular gap cracked into the asphalt. On the other side of the hole, Walt, a wiry man in his sixties who wore an insulin pump under his Hi-Vis vest, pushed the sticky stuff into the gaps before he tamped it down.
Jonah had just tipped the bucket upside down to slap the base when he heard Grahams’s shout. The foreman had been down at the trucks to load the paint machine. He was the only one allowed to use it. Apparently the rest of them couldn’t be trusted not to write rude things on the road.
That was… fair, to be honest.
“Hey!” Grahams shouted. “Hey! GO BACK!”
Jonah turned to look, one hand raised to shade his eyes as he squinted into the dark beyond the glare of the floodlights. The road to the bridge was long and straight, bracketed by gray clapboard houses and their handkerchief squares of gardens behind white picket fences. A dark shadow raced along it on a beeline toward the bridge.
“Playing chicken,” Ned said, his distrust of Jonah set aside for a moment so he could play the part of old hand. He looked down and onto the cold patch. “Assholes.”
Down at the entrance to the bridge, Grahams stalked forward into the flickering red pulse of the hazard lights. He held both arms up in front of him.
“Bridge is out!” he yelled at the top of his lungs. “Go back! Turn around.”
It was a van. Jonah could make it out now, matte black and gray with one dull match-yellow headlight on the left. The right was dull and dead. Someone cut off the compressor, and in the sudden silence, over the ringing in his ears, Jonah could hear the thin, stuttered snarl of an overclocked engine.
Exhaust smoke trailed out behind the car, pale threads like a rope.
“He’s not going to stop,” Jonah said.
Ned snorted. “Of course he’ll stop,” he said contemptuously. “What’s he going to do, drive over us?”
He laughed. A couple of the other men who’d gathered to watch joined in. Jonah didn’t. The rider wasn’t going to stop. Jonah knew that the same way he knew water was wet and Carrow blood was sour.
Grahams seemed to agree with Ned, though. He grabbed one of the flaggers and held it up like the white STOP on the red background would slap the point home into the rider.
“ROAD’S CLOSED!” he roared. “Fucking—!”
“He’ll turn now,” Ned said, full of confidence. 
The rider could. There was an alley just before the bridge. If he pulled a hard right, he’d probably lose some paint from the sides, but he’d make it. 
He could. 
But he wasn’t going to. 
Jonah broke into a run. Heavy boots and a night’s work dragged like an anchor as he bolted down the bridge. The lights from the hazards caught on the car’s paintwork and splashed it with red. Grahams dropped the flagger. It clattered on the ground at his feet, but he didn’t move. Jonah tackled him and sent both of them crashing into the side of the trailer. 
The van smashed through the barriers, broken wood and plastic strewn in its wake, and into the pool of light cast by the floodlights. Jonah got a glimpse of the driver, just for a second, through the windscreen. He was a middle-aged man with a battered face and a bruise that ran from his temple down to his jaw.
The man glanced briefly over his shoulder, mouth twisted, and then gunned the engine. The van left greasy streaks of rubber on the asphalt as it roared up the bridge. Caught in its path, the rest of the crew stared, frozen for a moment, and then scattered. Only Ned didn’t.
At the last second, the van veered violently. It smashed into the barriers at the side of the bridge and tore through them. The raw metal ripped holes in the side of the van, sparks flying as it pitched over the edge.
There was a moment of stark, breathless silence that dragged out longer than seemed possible. Then, the van smashed into the road below with a crunch of broken glass and crumpled metal. Dark, oily fingers of smoke eddied up and over the edge of the bridge.
“Fuck,” Ned said, the curse coming out respectfully. 
Jonah scrambled to his feet and brushed his jeans down. The rest of the crew had run to the edge of the bridge to look over. He looked back the way the van had come.
The ribbon of smoke that had trailed behind the van was still there. It lay limp on the asphalt, one end frayed and split where it had snapped off the car. Then, as Jonah watched, it twitched and then slowly retreated down the street. Like something at the far, far end of it was reeling it in.
Well. That wasn’t natural.
And that meant it wasn’t Jonah’s business. Not these days. Not in Jerusalem.

      [image: image-placeholder]He’d been stood up. 
Jonah stared at the text message from Luke begging off their breakfast date. He’d had to pick up a shift from someone else in the lab. It could be the truth or an excuse… or both.
Usually, Jonah was pretty good at working that out, but the more you cared about someone the easier it was for them to lie to you. That’s why his granny had always preached to her grandsons about not letting their hearts rule their cocks.
Jonah had waited too long to reply because three dots fluttered at the bottom of the phone screen. They hung there long enough for a couple of sentences to be written and deleted.
In the end, Luke went with saying nothing and left the screen blank.
That, Jonah supposed, answered that for him.
Jonah shoved the phone into his back pocket and scrubbed his hand through his hair as he looked at the bacon already sizzling on his stove. He supposed he should be grateful since he’d forgotten they had a date.
He wasn’t. 
You could take the boy out of Babylon, but good luck getting the contrary out of a Carrow.
It was past dawn. The fingers of light that peeked through the gaps around Jonah’s front door had banished Ram back to the grave hours ago. That was the problem with being haunted by your brother, though. Even when he wasn’t there, Jonah could provide the acrid commentary himself.
This is why even Gran never loved you.
“Liar,” Jonah muttered out loud as he went to the fridge. “That wasn’t even in her top ten of reasons not to love me.”
He grabbed the carton of eggs and turned back to check on the pan. The bacon sizzled and spat, the edges curled up as they crisped.
Hell, the fact he’d killed Ram hadn’t made the top three.
Jonah reached for the knife he’d used on the bread. The buttery handle slipped through his fingers. He grabbed at it as it fell—out of some counterproductive instinct—and it sliced through his skin. The knife hit the cheap lino point first and stuck, Jonah’s blood running down the blade until it dripped onto the floor.
“Shit,” Jonah muttered. He lifted his hand to his mouth to suck on the wound, the taste of his own blood salty and charged on his tongue. It stung. That was probably a good sign. Papercuts stung, stab wounds didn’t. Not right away.
There was a roll of paper towels on the side of the sink. It had been there a while, long enough that it felt gritty when Jonah grabbed it. He pulled off a square of paper and took his hand out of his mouth to take a look.
Spit made it look worse, watered-down blood smeared over the creased skin, but the cut itself wasn’t that bad. It was just a thin slit right through the web of skin between his thumb and forefinger. The paper towel would do. Jonah wrapped it roughly around his thumb and bent down to grab the knife.
Before he could, someone knocked on the door, and the bacon started to burn. 
“Hold on,” Jonah said. He grabbed the handle of the pan and moved it to the back of the stove. The heat from the ring he’d been using caught the raw burn on his forearm and made it hurt. “I’m coming.”
He stepped over the knife and loped through the living room to the front door. 
And maybe you could take some of the Carrow out of the boy because Jonah didn’t even check to see who it was before he opened the door.
Not that it would have made much difference. Jonah owed the Crossroad Crows a debt—a couple of them—and the lean, almost-too-pretty man in worn leather and old denim on Jonah’s doorstep was here to collect.
Or maybe, the crafty voice of his old, bad-idea self murmured to the back of his brain, he missed your company.
Jonah mentally gagged that voice and shoved it back into the Carrow clutter of things he shouldn’t think about… or do. 
Or dwell on for too long at night when he couldn’t sleep.
“You look like shit,” Shiloh, the joint heir-apparent to the local warlock gang, said as he cocked his head to the side. Honey blond hair fell over his forehead as he lifted an eyebrow. “Bad time?”
“Does it matter?” Jonah asked.
A smile with no real humor in it tucked the corner of Shiloh’s mouth. He pushed himself up off the door frame.
“No.” He glanced over Jonah’s shoulder. “Do you have company?”
“No.” Jonah stepped forward, his bare feet on the doorstep. “I don’t want any either.”
Shiloh didn’t give ground. That left the two of them uncomfortably close. Close enough that it would be easier to touch than not, and Jonah could smell the faint tang of old blood from the other man. The faded stains on Shiloh’s cotton T-shirt, creased and damp from what had obviously been a quick side-of-the-road drench and scrub, probably weren’t ketchup.
“We’ve business,” Shiloh said. He leaned forward slightly so his breath tickled Jonah’s jaw as he added, “And I’m hungry. That’s what I call two crows with one stone.”
He pushed past Jonah and let himself into the house.
Jonah balled his hand into a fist and pressed it against his leg. The sharp pinch of the cut on his palm almost distracted him from the brief, sharp urge to grab Shiloh. He wasn’t entirely sure what he’d do after that, but none of the options seemed like a good idea.
Besides—Jonah glanced around at the gently dilapidated houses and gardens turned parking bays of his street—even if this wasn’t the sort of place to have a neighborhood watch, this sort of business was best done indoors. Home ground advantage didn’t just apply to sports.
“Make yourself at home,” Jonah said dryly as he stepped back inside and closed the door behind him. 
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Chapter Two


Shiloh took the off-hand offer at face value. He shrugged his leather jacket off and hung it over the back of the couch. His T-shirt was worn enough that Jonah could see the shadows of ink on his skin through the bleached, thin cotton.  
It was a crow, Jonah told himself impatiently. He didn’t need to stare. He could just assume that from context.
“The floor piss you off?” Shiloh asked.
Jonah drew a blank at first. Then Shiloh nodded at the knife still stuck in the lino.
“That, no,” Jonah said. “Just… next time you want to stop by unannounced? Call first. Save my fingers.”
He stepped around Shiloh and bent down to grab the knife. For the second time, something intervened before he could grab the plastic handle. This time it was Shiloh’s hand on his arm, fingers curled around the bend of Jonah’s elbow.
“Bad luck,” Shiloh said. He grabbed the knife with his free hand and pulled it out of the lino. “Never pick up a knife if you’re the one who dropped it.”
He flipped the knife casually in his hand and then casually wiped the blade clean on his T-shirt. The smear of blood and grease on the white cotton made Jonah’s throat tighten with a sticky mix of arousal and paranoia.
Carrow blood was a precious resource, not to be spent lightly or left lying around. That had been drummed into him since he was a kid.
Shiloh wearing his blood like a fucking favor from Game of Thrones felt intimate and dangerous at the same time. Neither feeling was welcome. Or useful.
“What do you want, Shiloh?” he asked shortly as he held his hand out for the knife.
Shiloh shrugged and placed the blade down across Jonah’s palm.
“Dippy eggs,” he said as he propped his hip against the counter, arms crossed. “And I take my coffee black.”
Jonah snorted.
“I’m not a short-order cook,” he said. “Why are you here?”
Shiloh idly rubbed his thumb over the bloody stain on his T-shirt. It made the back of Jonah’s neck itch and tweaked at the threads of the last hex Shiloh had cast with his blood. Hours in the sun on the work crew had bleached the power out of the bond, but there was enough left to prickle goose bumps on Jonah’s skin.
“We could be friends, you know,” he said. “It would make your life easier.” 
Jonah grabbed the pan to fork the bacon out onto a baking sheet.
“I’ve enough friends,” he said.
Shiloh reached over and stole a bit of bacon. “Who?” he asked. “Because we’ve had our eye on you and… I’ve not seen any.”
“And like I said, I’ve enough.”
The bacon splintered as Shiloh bit into it. He sucked the crumbs of salty fat off his fingers and looked amused.
“You’re not an easy man to like.” 
That—unexpectedly—stung. Jonah had never aspired to “likable,” but…
“I can be,” he said awkwardly. It didn’t sound entirely convincing, even to him. “If you make the cut. Plenty of people like me.”
Or at least would say they did to his face… whatever they muttered behind the Carrow’s back. Of course, this wasn’t Babylon. It was Jerusalem, and even if he loosened the definition of “friend,” he had one lightly traumatized forensic tech who may or may not have ghosted him.
Shiloh smirked. “Don’t take it personally,” he said. “The Crows don’t have much use for likable.”
Jonah plucked an egg from the carton and picked the knife up again. He gestured at Shiloh with it. 
“You finally going to get to the—”
Shiloh grabbed his wrist. He squeezed down with long fingers that could have been elegant if it wasn’t for the scars and heavy calluses. Jonah clenched his teeth and hung onto the knife as he felt his bones creak, but then his hand went numb and the handle dropped from suddenly lax fingers. It clattered onto the counter.
”Don’t fucking point that at me,” Shiloh said, his voice low and dangerously steady, “or I’ll make you eat it.”
Jonah’s temper rose thick and ashy in the back of his throat; the power caught like breath as it waited for him to spit out a hex. Nothing too extreme, nothing he couldn’t kiss better…
It would be so easy. Easier than not. It was the company he was keeping. Shiloh and his world brought old habits to the surface.
Jonah swallowed it down. The taste of it lingered on the back of his tongue, like burnt grease. 
“Why are you here?” he asked again. Shiloh let go of his wrist, and Jonah rubbed the numb ache out of his hand. “Since, obviously, it’s not for the company.”
Shiloh grimaced. It might have been regret. Jonah tried very hard not to read that into it. It wasn’t exactly a good move to be at odds with the man holding a debt over Jonah’s head, but better than his awkward crush on a rival warlock. 
“Actually, it is,” Shiloh said. He withdrew back to his position by the wall, one hand tucked into the pocket of his jeans this time. “The company you keep, at least.”
The egg was uncracked. Jonah bounced it absently in his palm as he leaned his hip against the counter.
“I thought we’d just agreed I don’t have any friends,” he said.
“You’ve one,” Shiloh corrected him. “More or less.”
“Luke’s not exactly a friend,” he said.
“Not exactly a lover either,” Shiloh said. “Not from what I’ve seen.”
Jonah clenched his teeth on his angry retort. It would only make Shiloh’s point for him. Whatever Jonah and Luke had might be hanging by an undefined thread, but that was their business.
“What about him?” 
“You’re not the only one he’s ghosting,” Shiloh said. “He’s not picking up when the Crow calls.”
Shit.
Jonah set the egg down and straightened up. “He’s not part of this world—”
“Shut up,” Shiloh told him. He waited to make sure that Jonah would and then went on. “Maybe he wasn’t part of our world—and the hag’s interest in him was just bad luck—but he is now, and he better learn what that means. Most importantly, that he comes when his leash is yanked. Got it?”
Jonah hesitated for a moment as he worked out exactly why Shiloh was here.
“Are you… calling in my marker,” Jonah said. “To get Luke to answer your call?”
Shiloh cocked his head to the side and smirked. “Don’t tell me your pride’s hurt, Babylon boy,” he said. “You’re cute, but we have wannabe warlocks coming out of our ears. Someone on our payroll in the forensic lab is a much more valuable asset.”
It was the second time in the conversation that Jonah had to bite his tongue on what he wanted to say. At this rate, he wouldn’t have any room for breakfast. The Crows had the fucking Carrow on a string, and they were wasting that on errands?
The fact that it was to his advantage did not make the pill any easier to swallow.
“I’ll talk to him,” Jonah finally spat out with poor grace. “Was that it?”
“I’m still waiting on my eggs,” Shiloh pointed out.
Jonah grumbled under his breath as he grabbed the egg back up and broke it against the side of the pan. He cracked it open one-handed into the hot oil, but instead of yolk or white, it was blood that spilled out. Dark red and clotted, thick and stinking of meat. It sizzled as it hit the hot metal, the edges charred and dark as they curled up.
A startled “ech” escaped Jonah as he stepped back. 
“Looks like someone wants to get in touch,” Shiloh said as he craned his neck to look into the pan. “Which of your dead have you pissed off?”
“All of them.” 
Jonah crushed the eggshell in his hand and threw the crumpled bits into the sink. He grabbed the pan off the heat and tipped the egg, grease and all, in after it. It sizzled and spat as it hit the shallow puddle of water lying in the bottom.
“The eggs are off,” he said as he turned to scowl at Shiloh. “Kitchen’s closed.”
Shiloh thought about it and then stole another rasher of bacon from the plate.
“Next time.” He pushed himself off the wall and sauntered over to the door. Before he let himself out, he turned to look at Jonah. “Whoever is trying to contact you… the dead don’t speak unless it’s important.”
Jonah wiped the bloody yolk off his hand onto his leg. “If it’s that important, they can send a postcard. I’m sure they sell stamps in hell.”

      [image: image-placeholder]The crabfries at the Salty Dog lunch truck were Luke’s favorite indulgence… well, they were since he’d sworn off whiskey. 
From the expression on Luke’s face, though, he wasn’t as keen on seeing Jonah there waiting for him. It hadn’t been a great day so far for Jonah’s self-esteem. He shrugged the sting off, took his order from the yawning girl behind the counter, and headed over toward Luke.
“Here,” he said as he handed over the cardboard tray of drinks. “I owed you a meal.”
Luke hesitated, too many emotions running over his face to make out, and then accepted the offer. Water dripped off the cups and over his fingers.
“I thought you were still on the night shift,” he said. “Shouldn’t you be asleep?”
“I should be a lot of things,” Jonah said. “Ask anyone. Come on. Let’s go find somewhere to sit.”
Luke weighed up the drinks already in his hands and then checked out the queue at the food truck—already fifteen deep—and gave in.
“Yeah,” he said. “That sounds good.”
He could have told his face that, but Jonah wasn’t going to argue.

      [image: image-placeholder]They ended up at a rickety metal table and chairs under a tree in the corner of the plaza. Despite the ripped-up bits of cardboard Jonah had stuffed under one leg, the table rocked precariously on the cobbles every time one of them moved. A fat squirrel loitered pointedly nearby. 
“I did have to work overtime,” Luke said. He picked a crisp crinkle-cut fry from the carton and dunked it in the cheese sauce. “We’ve got two techs in court, and the new guy we just hired was a no-show…”
He trailed off and gave an “out of my hands” apologetic shrug over the table.
It was a solid excuse. All of them had been. At least, they had so far. That probably wasn’t going to last.
Shiloh had been right, even if it bugged Jonah to admit it. There had been more cancellations than kept dates the last few weeks, and no sleepovers. Jonah idly snagged a fry for himself and popped it naked into his mouth. Who would have thought a relationship between a trying-to-go-straight warlock and an alcoholic who’d had their worldview fucked over by a hag wouldn’t be plain sailing?
“Frank?” Luke said. He reached over the table to touch Jonah’s hand. His fingers lingered on the Band-Aid folded over the web of his thumb. “Frank, what did you do to your hand?”
The lies probably didn’t help either.
“Just a cut,” Jonah said. He took his hand back. “It’s not why I’m here. We’re not why I’m here.”
As clueless about the unnatural world as Luke was, no one could say he was slow on the uptake. He put the soda he’d been about to drink from down and sat back, the distance between them chilly. 
“You’re here about the Crows?” he said.
Jonah slurped on his Sprite and then wiped his mouth on his arm. “That’s right,” he said. “I got a visit from them this morning. You’ve been dodging their calls.”
“So?”
That translated to “yes,” Jonah guessed. He sighed and rubbed a rough, callused finger up the bridge of his nose, as if he could squeeze out the tension like toothpaste. It didn’t work.
“It’s a bad idea,” he said.
“What are they going to do? Sue me for breach of contract?”
“No,” Jonah said slowly. He filtered what he knew—what any of the Carrows or their associates would do to someone who tried to break a contract—with the bits and pieces he’d told Luke about himself. “You’ll wish they did. That hag wasn’t the worst thing out there, Luke.”
The reminder made Luke shiver and look away. He stared intently at the other people on the plaza as they walked by with their coffees or on their phones. Maybe he thought if he tried hard enough could force himself back into the world they lived in.
“I just… I can’t,” Luke said after a pause. He didn’t look back at Jonah. “What happened… that thing… I don’t want any part of it. I can’t do… I can’t, that’s all.”
Jonah ate a couple of fries while he waited. Finally, Luke broke his fixed stare at the normal world and looked back at Jonah. His mouth twitched into a smile, and he said tiredly, “No one cares what I want, right?”
“I care,” Jonah said. “The Crows? Not so much. When they call, you answer. Work off the debt, and once it’s done, you can walk away.”
Luke grimaced. “It’s not fair.”
“Life’s unfair,” Jonah said. “So is death. You just have to make the best of it.”
“Fuck that.” Luke picked at his fries with no real enthusiasm before finally giving up on them. He grabbed a napkin to wipe the grease and orange seasoning off his hands, almost compulsively thorough. “How bad is it? That I didn’t answer?”
“It could be worse. The Crows don’t want to make an example of you if they don’t have to, not when they know you don’t know the stakes. That’s why I’m here.”
A wistful ghost of a smile tugged at Luke’s mouth. “The only reason?”
Jonah reached over and put his hand on Luke’s. He tangled their fingers together, fry grease and warm skin.
“Whatever it is they want you to do, you won’t be alone. I’ll help you,” Jonah promised. And—despite what the Crows apparently thought—a Carrow’s help wasn’t nothing, even without a hex to their name. “So next time they call, you answer.”
Luke pulled his hand away. 
Jonah had enough sense to think “shit” and start scrabbling for an idea on how to talk Luke around—without a hex or a con. He was coming up blank.
“I don’t need to.” Luke pulled his phone out and slid it over the table. “They texted me. Fuck. You know that could put my job in jeopardy? Just that, never mind what they want me to do.”
He gave a hopeless little laugh and scrubbed his hand roughly over his face.
The text message sat on the screen in an innocuous bubble.
We want the body.
“What body?” Jonah asked as he looked up.
Luke made an exasperated noise. “I don’t know. One of them, I guess. Does that matter?”
It mattered. Jonah could have told him why. Most people who dabbled in the unnatural world could have given him a list. There was a reason it was important to be very specific when you dealt with warlocks and hex doctors, and why most practitioners preferred not to be.
That might just freak Luke out more, and he was already on the raw edge of doing something stupid.
“You’d be surprised,” Jonah said. He gave the phone back. “Tell them to meet you here. Tonight.”
Luke looked dubious but did as he was told.
When he finished, Jonah nudged the fries toward him. 
“I’m not hungry,” Luke demurred with a grimace.
“Trust me,” Jonah said as he took his own advice with his lunch. “Eat now. You probably won’t want to later.”
For some reason, that didn’t seem to revive Luke’s appetite. At least the fat squirrel would have a field day with the leftovers.
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Chapter Three


Five black bikes pulled up to the back of the police lab. The growl of the engines bounced off the walls of the alley, the rumble cut through with something older and nastier that made the hairs on the back of Jonah’s neck stand on end. 
It was the sound of something that Jonah’s blood had known to fear for generations.
When those bikes needed a tune-up, Jonah would bet they had to find a garage on the crossroads. 
Levi Crow took his sunglasses off and hooked one hand into his jacket pocket. He’d had a haircut since their last meeting, his dark hair cropped close at the temples and the back of his skull. His mouth quirked up at the corner briefly as he looked at Jonah. Then he turned his head to the right.
“Now maybe my memory is going,” he drawled as he pointed at Jonah, his finger weighted with a heavy silver ring. “I don’t recall asking for the smart-ass.”
Shiloh sat back in the saddle, long legs braced against the ground, and his hands hung loose over the handlebars of the bike. His blond hair was messy from the wind.
“I guess they’re a matched set,” he said.
That made his sister, on Levi’s left side, laugh. It was a short, unkind sound.
“That’s gotta sting, bro,” Witch said. She swung one long leg off the bike and stood up. Short-cut silver-painted nails tapped against the belt on her jeans as she put her hand on her hip. Her eyes glittered meanly as she looked Jonah up and down. Once she had the full effect, she dismissed him with a snort. “When you lower your standards and still strike out.”
A slow, confident smirk tugged on the corner of Shiloh’s mouth.
“Don’t worry about me,” he said. “I haven’t taken my shot yet.”
The back of Jonah’s neck felt hot with embarrassment. He ignored it as he looked at Levi.
“This isn’t Luke’s world,” he said. “He doesn’t know the rules. Or the penalties.”
Witch opened her mouth to say something. Before she could get it out, Levi held up his hand to hush her.
“And you think you do?” Levi asked. “Why, just because you’re from Babylon? In the real world, kid, you’ll find out how little that matters… to the people who matter.”
Jonah absently checked the Band-Aid on his thumb was still glued down. 
“Yeah, fingers crossed,” he said. “Any day now.”
Levi narrowed his eyes. The decision of how this conversation was going to go hung by the thread of the dark man’s mood. He finally decided to laugh, kicked the stand on his bike down, and dismounted.
He wore an old gray T-shirt under his jacket—a bar logo faded out to obscurity screen printed on the front—with the neck stretched down low enough the crow inked on his chest was barely
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