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  Delilah


My lighter flares in the room's darkness, flashing a glimpse of the dead man next to me in the bed. A sigh escapes me as I exhale the smoke from the freshly lit cigarette. When did my life become so mundane? Another night, another man. After several hundred years, I'm kind of over it. 
Flinging the blanket off my legs, I swing them over the edge of the bed, then reach for my pants and boots. Shimmying into my pants, I fasten them. The jostling of me putting on my boots causes ashes from the cigarette to fall onto the floor.
Without a backward glance, I make my way through the house in the dark. On the way to the front door, I grab my shirt off of the back of the couch and slip it over my head. Leaving the front door open behind me, I stroll out into the night - not even waiting around to revel in the screams when the guy's wife comes home and finds him dead.

      [image: image-placeholder]"Delilah! Are you listening to me?" Sheridan asks as she snaps her fingers in front of my face. She'd be wise to withdraw that hand or she might end up with fewer appendages.
"Yeah, I'm listening," I lie. I have no idea what she's been prattling on about. Not much holds my interest these days.
Sheridan pouts. "You liar. You haven't heard a word I've said."
"Can the wounded routine, Sher. It doesn't look good on you."
She grabs her glass off of the bar with a huff and then pushes through the crowd, leaving me blessedly alone with my thoughts.
Usually, I wouldn't mind being behind the bar, but I've been so restless lately. Even hunting cheating men isn't holding my interest - and that's what I'm built for, lust and vengeance. I must be losing my sanity. I can't even enjoy a good scream of terror from my prey anymore. Yep, I am definitely a sorry excuse for a demon right now.
Normally, by this hour, I'd already have a mark. I've always been able to pick out a cheater. Maybe it's because that's what got me to demon status in the first place - selling my soul to get revenge on an ex. A stupid, childish deal made by a much weaker, human version of myself.
There are plenty of potential targets here tonight, but they all bore me. Sighing, I lean down to get a fresh rag to wipe off the bar. Maybe I need a vacation.
Wiping down the bar mindlessly, I contemplate where I would even go if I took a vacation. The mountains? The beach? Nothing sounds good, but I definitely need to break myself out of this rut.
Glancing up, I see Sheridan across the room cozying up to her latest victim. She certainly hasn't lost her pizazz. Mine fizzled out somewhere along the way, and I didn't even realize it.
The man she's with looks ordinary, nothing special about him at all. But, no matter how mundane he looks, there must be something in him she's drawn to - some weakness she's out to exploit. Her being a hedonism demon, the possibilities are endless.
As I watch Sheridan interact with her target, I realize that maybe the ordinary experience is what I need. I haven't had a break from my murdering rampages for two hundred years. I'm likely experiencing burnout. Even demons need a break once in a while. I don't know why it's taken me so long to figure it out.
I finish out the night at the bar, leaving a note for Sheridan to take over while I'm gone. She'll hate it because it'll cut into her hunting time. But I could not care less. She'll get over it.
Locking up the door that leads from the main floor to the hallway that accesses my apartment above the bar, I bounce up the stairs to my loft. I'm going to take a break, get out of the city and see where I can relax for a bit. For the first time in a long time, I feel happy - or what passes for my version of it.






  
  Delilah


The trees fly by the window as I drive my newly acquired convertible past the edge of a large forested area. I wasn't sure if I'd remember how to drive, having not done it for quite some time, but it turns out I had nothing to worry about. My biggest challenge is remembering to obey the speed limit. I don't really want to start my vacation with having to kill an officer of the law. I'm trying to take a break from all of that. 
I have no idea where I'm headed - don't really care. I'll stop at any town that looks quiet and rent a place. Maybe I'll even take a part-time job just for the fun of it. I can pretend to be anyone and no one will even know the difference.

      [image: image-placeholder]Three days into my impromptu trip, I pass a worn out sign saying I've entered the town of Juniper Lake. I turn off the main road onto a side road that looks like it hasn't seen a maintenance crew for twenty years.
Slowly, I trundle down the road, grimacing every time the bottom of the car bumps the ground. Maybe this wasn't such a good idea. Surely, there are other small towns around here with better roads. Unfortunately, there's no room to turn around. There's barely enough room for two cars to pass each other. I'm committed to this jaunt whether I like it or not.
Slowing down even further, I creep along until the small center of town comes into view. The heart of Juniper Lake is quaint. There are a few store fronts, post office, a tiny gas station - pretty much all the things you'd expect in a town that looks like time forgot about it.
Pulling up in front of the antiquated gas pump, I turn off the car and head into the small convenience store. The older man at the register drops the newspaper when he sees me enter. For a second, I panic, thinking I forgot to hide my horns. Quickly I check my reflection in the glass - long, dark brown hair in loose curls, brown eyes, pale skin, and no horns. The illusion around my horns is holding. Must just be me then. My presence draws attention, even when I don't mean for it to.
To his credit, the man recovers fairly quickly. "Don't get many visitors around these parts. What can I do for you? You lost?"
I smile my best human-like smile, hoping to put him at ease. Wouldn't do to scare the locals my first day here. "I'm not lost, just taking a break from life for a bit. Are there any places around here for rent?"
He contemplates for a minute while scratching his graying beard. "Well, there's a cabin out by the lake. Owner passed on a few months ago. It's for sale, but the realtor might rent it out to you. You can find her over at the General Store. Ask for Shirley."
Nodding in acknowledgment, I hand him a twenty. "Thanks for the info. I'm going to fill up before I head over. Keep the change." He takes the money, then goes back to his newspaper.
As I pump gas into my car, I look around to locate the General Store. It's fairly close, so I leave my car at the pump after it's full and walk over. It's not like there's a line of people waiting for gas.
My combat boots thud heavily on the wooden walkway as I walk up to the General Store entry. I probably could be more subtle. After all, I'm trying to lie low and blend in. Drawing too much attention will have the locals on my doorstep trying to satisfy their curiosity. I already draw enough attention just being me.
The bell rings as I open the door and a voice calls out, "I'll be there in a minute!"
I peruse the aisles while I wait, keeping an eye on the counter. It'd probably be a good idea to stock up on food and supplies while I'm here once I know if the cabin is available.
A few minutes later, an older woman with her gray hair in a bun comes bustling up to the counter and I walk over.
"What can I do for you, honey?"
"Looking for Shirley. You her?"
She eyes me suspiciously. "I might be. Who's asking?"
"Guy at the gas station told me there's a cabin out by the lake that's for sale. Thought I might see if I could rent it for a bit."
As she eyes me up and down, I do my best to appear non-threatening. She must decide I'm okay because she pulls a key out from under the counter. "How long are you planning on staying?"
"Not sure yet. Couple of weeks at least."
Shirley eyes me again. "You runnin' from somethin'?"
I look down at my clothes - black leather pants, black leather jacket, and combat boots. To people in this town, I probably look like trouble follows me. "Just life ma'am. Just running from life."
"Rent is $250 a week, and I'll need a $250 deposit. You get the deposit back if you leave the place in good condition."
Pulling out a roll of cash, I count out $750 and hand it to the wide-eyed woman. Inwardly, I face palm. I'm really not good at this lying low thing. I bet no one in this tiny town walks around with a roll of cash just waiting to be spent.
I've been spoiled by city life. Sure, I have to blend in with humans, but there are so many people around that you sort of get lost in the crowd. These small towns are a hotbed of gossip and nosiness. I'd forgotten that in my desire to seek out a slower-paced environment. My arrival will probably be all over town within the hour.
No matter, I guess. I'll be out to the cabin by then. If I load up on supplies now, I won't have to come back into town for at least a week.
Turning from the counter, after I sign the rental agreement, I pick up a basket and toss random things into it. I'm not much of a cook, so I'm all for things that I can eat straight out of the container, or microwave.
In the corner, I see a clothing section. It's basic stuff. I grab a few generic t-shirts and a few pairs of jeans. I probably need to dress a little less rebel and a little more small town if I want to lie low.
Once I'm satisfied with my supplies, I pay for everything and haul it all across the street to the gas station where I left my car. Pulling the directions to the cabin out of my pocket where I'd crammed them after Shirley handed them to me so I could carry the bags, I spin around in a circle looking for the dirt road indicated on the first line. When I don't see it right away, I shrug and figure I'll just drive in the general direction and figure it out as I go.
Opening the car door, I take one last look around and release a contented sigh. My well deserved break officially starts now.






  
  Delilah


Twenty minutes later, I pull up to a cozy cabin that looks like it's been kept up pretty well. The lake sparkles behind it in the setting sun, and I notice it has a private dock. 
Getting out of the car, I take a deep breath of fresh mountain air and absorb the quiet. No city noises. No neighbors for miles. The only other cabin I can see is across the other side of the lake, which is not close enough to bother me.
Taking my supplies out of the car, I haul them up to the porch and then unlock the door. Once I'm inside, I can see there's not much to the place - a living room, a kitchen/dining area, two bedrooms, and a bathroom.
Pulling the supplies inside, I get them stashed in the kitchen cabinets and then plop down onto the couch, putting my feet up on the coffee table, intending to deal with the clothes I purchased later. I look at the small clod of dirt my boots dropped on the table and wince. Probably should have taken them off first. Oh well, too late now.
Taking out the pack of cigarettes I'd stashed in the pocket of my jacket, I pull one out and go for my lighter. As the flame sparks up, I realize I don't smell any residual smoke in the cabin and sigh. Looks like it's back outside for me. I'd hate to lose the deposit I put down for leaving smoke smell in the place. Not that I can't afford it, it's just the principle.
Stepping out onto the back deck of the cabin, I light up the cigarette and pocket my lighter. As I lean onto the porch railing, I wonder what I'm going to do now that I'm here. Maybe I'll go hiking or catch up on some reading. When I'm not out slaughtering adulterers, I like to curl up with a good book. Not that I'd tell the other demons that. I have a reputation to uphold.
Blowing out a last ring of smoke, I put the cigarette out in the dirt of one of the potted plants, then make my way down the steps to the trail that leads to the dock. Once I get closer, I see that there's a canoe tied up beside it. When was the last time I was in a water craft of any kind? I can't even remember. Maybe I'll teach myself to use the canoe while I'm here. That's mundane, right? It's something a normal person would do on a vacation.
Since it's getting dark, I figure I'll go in and amuse myself with a book and mess with the canoe in the morning. So far, my vacation is exactly what I wanted - uneventful.






  
  Delilah


My eyes fly open at the impact of something hitting my face. I sit up in the bed, ready to fight when I realize it was just the book I was reading. It must have fallen forward when I dozed off. Thankfully, no one is around to witness my clumsiness. 
Smooth, Delilah. Real smooth.
Shaking my head, I set the book on the bedside table and reach for the light switch, intending to turn it off. That's when I feel it, the subtle tug of a summoning spell. Flopping down onto my back, I put the pillow over my face and groan.
"I'm on fucking vacation. Can't some other demon take care of it?" I whine out to the empty room.
I would have to pick the one small town in the middle of nowhere where someone needs a demon who deals in lust with a side of vengeance. I couldn't even make it twenty-four hours in this town before duty called.
Nope. No. Not going to do it. Whoever is casting the spell is going to have to find another demon. This girl is out of service for the foreseeable future.
Ignoring the tug of the spell, I reach over and feel around for the lamp switch without taking the pillow off of my face. Maybe if I keep it there, it'll shield me from the call. Stupid, I know. But a girl can dream.
Once the light is out, I toss and turn, trying to block out the pull of the spell. To keep myself distracted, I start going through memories of my most entertaining kills. Somewhere during my version of counting sheep, the magic stops calling to me. A sigh of relief escapes me. Too much longer and I wouldn't have been able to resist it. Although, now that I think about it, that means some other demon is likely in the area and I may run into them at some point. Ugh! Well, I'll worry about that if it happens. Right now, I intend to get some sleep.

      [image: image-placeholder]Despite my interrupted sleep, I'm up early. Something about the mountain air seems to invigorate me. After taking care of my morning routine, I wander into the kitchen, grab a bowl out of the cabinet and fill it with cereal. Upon opening the refrigerator, I realize I forgot to get milk when I came into town. Fucking figures. Dry cereal it is!
Munching on the frosted oat and marshmallow cereal, I stare out of the window over the kitchen sink at the lake, contemplating whether I should go out in the canoe or go back into town and get milk. I'd really hoped not to have to go back so soon, but do I really want dry cereal all week?
My internal debate makes me laugh. Imagine, a sexy, yet often terrifying, lust and vengeance demon having a dilemma about cereal and milk.
After finishing up as much dry cereal as I can stomach, I pour the rest back into the box then grab the keys off of the counter where I'd dropped them the day before.
I take my time on the way into town, enjoying the scenery and the cool breeze ruffling my hair. About halfway there, I slow to a crawl. I sense residual magic - probably from whoever was doing the summoning last night.
Slowly, I roll to a stop, looking in front and behind me. Seeing no other cars on the road, I get out to investigate. Maybe I can figure out if another demon answered the summons. If they did, at least I'll be prepared if I run into them.
Picking my way down the slope, careful not to trip myself on tree roots, I follow the trail of magic. Once I get to where it is the strongest, I notice I'm in a little clearing where the ground has leveled off.
Someone has laid out a summoning circle, but after inspecting it I can't determine any specific demon signature. Maybe it was a low-level demon that showed up. There are tons of those that I don't even pay attention to.
I raise my foot to scrape it along the edge of the circle to cover it up when I'm startled by a throat clearing behind me.
"I wouldn't do that if I were you."
Whirling around, I take in the man standing at the tree line. Early thirties, maybe. Blond hair, green eyes and a body built with lean muscle - eye candy. The sun glints off of a badge on his shirt that identifies him as the Sheriff. Fucking fantastic.
Only I would go on vacation to get a break from demoning and to lie low, just to experience a summons and then run into the Sheriff while trying to cover up magic.
I put on my most innocent face. "Do what, sir?"
He shakes his head and tsks at me. "Don't play innocent. It looks like someone has been up to no good out here from what I can see." He nods his head toward the summoning circle. "Wouldn't happen to have been you, would it?"
Looking at him with wide eyes, I say, "Of course not, Sheriff. I was just driving by and thought I saw something in the woods. When I got out to investigate, I found this." I wave my hand in the general direction of the circle.
"You thought you saw something in the woods, so you thought it would be a good idea to go after it. Alone," he says skeptically.
See, this is the trouble when you pretend to be an average human. You can't do things a normal human wouldn't do. And, I'm sure your average human female wouldn't go traipsing into the woods to chase a thing of unknown origin.
Twirling my hair around my finger, I put a shocked look on my face. "Oh, my goodness! You're right. I can't believe I didn't think about how dangerous it could be. I don't know what I was thinking." Gag. I feel like I need to take a shower to wash off the slime. I hate putting on the dumb routine. It's an insult to women everywhere, human, demon, or otherwise.
He sizes me up for another minute before he waves his hand toward the road where I parked my car. "You best be getting back to your vehicle. Can't leave it parked in the middle of the road."
I can tell he still has his doubts about me, but he doesn't have any proof of wrongdoing so he can't arrest me. And he's kind of hot, so I'm glad I don't have to kill him.
While I pick my way back up the embankment, I feel his eyes on me. Suddenly, I'm glad I wore the plainer clothing I bought from the General Store, and not my red or black leather. I'm much less conspicuous this way.
Getting into my car, I take one last look at the woods, wondering if I can make it through the rest of my vacation without any more magic or run-ins with the law. Is it really too much to ask?






  
  Malakhi


I watch as the woman I'd tracked into the woods makes her way back up the hill to her car. Delilah Hawthorne. I may have run her license plate. I know she's hiding something; I just don't know what - yet. 
Once she's out of sight, I snap a picture of the summoning circle, double check to make sure it's deactivated, then destroy it. I don't need any demons unexpectedly coming through and running around my town.
As I trudge back up the hill, I wonder about who is summoning demons, and why. Even though I've only been in Juniper Lake for five years, I know everyone who lives here. To my knowledge, no one here dabbles with demon related things. I have seen no signs of it until now, anyway.
I'd like to throw my suspicion on the new arrival in town, but most people who summon demons don't do it in the daylight first thing in the morning. Not that they can't, it's just not common. Plus, she left her car in the road, blocking it. If she'd been summoning a demon, she most likely wouldn't have left such an obvious marker of her presence. Working a summoning circle takes time.
Either there's a local dabbling in things they shouldn't be, or we've got another stranger in town that hasn't shown themselves yet. Even though I don't suspect her of this particular summoning, I still want to know what Delilah is hiding. She could be involved in some
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