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      I sat on the front of my car. The engine was still warm beneath me and I drummed my fingers on the hood. Every minute spent waiting put my target one step further ahead and me one step behind the rest of the bounty hunters.

      I stared at the graffiti scrawled across the back of Golden Touch Auto, trying to bore through the concrete wall by pure force of will. That’s not one of my powers, though. Maybe some other hunter has a spell for seeing through foot-thick reinforced concrete, but not me. Still, I had my own sort of magic. Being the half-demon daugh­ter of a succubus meant that sex gave me inhuman strength, speed, healing and senses. A good fuck might make your day, but it turns me into a damned superhero.

      Lily Quinn, at your service.

      It felt like I was stuck there forever, each second creeping by like waiting for porn to buffer over a bad internet connection. But my phone assured me that only six minutes had passed before Max came jogging out through the back door of the garage and waved.

      I’ve known Maxwell Ferguson since I was five years old. He lived two doors down from one of my foster families and was my first real friend. When that round of parents decided I was too much of a pain in the ass to keep – that sounds bitter, I know, but I honestly don’t blame them – Max begged his own mother and father to adopt me. But they already had three sons and too many bills, so I moved on through the foster system.

      Max and I remained close, though, and even after all these years, he’s still my best friend in the whole world. He’s always been there for me, no matter what I need. It’s just a bonus that what I need is usually fun.

      I stretched out across the warm hood of my i10 and tried not to look impatient. As Max came closer, wiping damp hands off on a paper towel, I spread my legs beneath my skirt. His stride became more like a stagger as he stared.

      “Wow, Lil,” Max said. “Are those even underwear? I’ve seen tea bags with more cloth.”

      “Cute. And true. Do you have time to come back to my place?” I asked.

      Max’s big heart hasn’t changed since we were kids, but the rest of him has grown up quite a bit. He’s never been a small guy, but now Max is over six feet of muscle, with sandy blond hair and dark blue eyes.

      “My place is closer,” he said.

      “Even better.” I sat up and hooked my fingers through Max’s belt, pulling him in close to me. The front of his well-worn jeans were already impressively tented. “Ready to go?”

      Max gulped and looked back over his shoulder toward the auto shop. “Uh, sure.”

      “Is it okay with your boss?” I asked.

      “Sam won’t even notice. Just let me grab some seat covers so I don’t ruin your upholstery.”

      I slid my hand down to caress the growing hardness between Max’s legs.

      “Forget that,” I whispered into his ear. “I can have the seats cleaned later. I want you now.”

      Grease-smudged is a good look on Max and the insistent heat inside me was turning swiftly into something deeper, wetter and in desperate need of being filled. If Max didn’t get in the car pretty damned fast, he was going to end up getting fucked in the GTA parking lot. Again.

      “You know that I’m going to be the one cleaning your upholstery,” Max pointed out with a dimpled smile. “I’m the only guy you let work on your cars.”

      I winked. “Your hands are the only ones I want on my engine.”

      The same wasn’t quite true of my body, but Max was my go-to guy when I needed a lot of power for a job. He knows what I like and always makes time to do it right. Plus, he puts out an unbelievable amount of sexual energy for me. If Merlin’s seal wasn’t keeping all of the full-blooded demons locked up in their own world, Max would have been a gold mine for succubae. A gold mine of cock. A cock mine…?

      Obviously, I wasn’t really thinking with my head anymore. I slid down off of the i10’s gleaming hood and then towed Max by his belt. I led him to the passenger-side door and Max obediently climbed into my car.

      “You’re in a hurry,” he said.

      “A bit,” I admitted.

      “Let’s go, then.”

      He buckled up as I slid behind the wheel, slammed the i10 into gear and peeled out of the GTA parking lot. We roared out onto Bayfront Boulevard and west toward Carver Street.

      “You’ve got a new bounty, right?” asked Max. He glanced at my dashboard. “And to judge by how fast you’re driving, it must be big. Or dangerous?”

      “Both,” I said. I threw the car into overdrive and shot past a line of trucks laboring their way up a steep hill.

      “What are you after? Is this about that… shadow thing you saw at the Hotel Marquis last month?”

      There was concern in Max’s voice. Remember what I told you about his family? Max grew up helping his overworked parents raise his two younger brothers, and he did a good job of it. Living down in Southport, that often meant being protective, and even though Max never ended up my legal brother – which would have been pretty awkward about now – he’s always included me in that protection. Which is cute… As big and strong as Max is, when I’m all charged up, I can bench press not only him but the cars that he works on, too. I don’t need protection.

      “No,” I said. “The College still doesn’t know anything about the guy who hired Kalen. Or if they do, they’re not telling me. This job is something else.”

      “What then?”

      “There’s a werewolf in the city.”

      “And that’s… bad?”

      I nodded. “Werewolf hunts in high-density urban places get messy and complicated real fast. Most of the time, they attack rural areas, but here in the city, there are a lot more potential victims and witnesses.”

      “Shit,” said Max.

      “Yeah,” I agreed. “So the College is offering a ton of gold to get this thing done. The bounty is big, but so is the competition. Esp­ecially now. The werewolf killed one of the College hunters.”

      Fortunately for everyone who wanted to keep their pants on, I was the only half-succubus in the city. Or in the entire world, as far as I knew. But I wasn’t the only monster hunter. The College was a secret magical club – though they prefer the term order – of wizards. I freelance for the College, but they had their own bounty hunters. The mages are a pretty close-knit lot, and with one of their number dead, things were getting personal.

      “What are werewolves?” asked Max.

      “Seriously? You need to watch more horror movies, Max,” I said. “Half man, half wolf. All monster. You know, like Teen Wolf.”

      “Ha ha. You haven’t had me so tied up in bed sheets that I’ve never turned on the television. But what are werewolves really?”

      Poor Max. Poor, lucky Max. He had just one toe in the world of magic and knew only enough to realize how little he knew. But I was grateful to have someone to talk to about the crazy supernatural fuck-fest that is my life. The wizards and I maintain a sort of truce, but we’re not exactly close.

      And that’s why my friendship with Max is risky. If the College ever found out how much he knew, how much I told him, they would wipe Max’s me­mory to preserve their secrets. Life is stressful enough without the general public panicking over monsters.

      “Remember what I told you after all of the Gates of Avalon stuff?” I asked. “About demons?”

      Max nodded. “They can’t enter our world without being sum­moned, right? That’s the point of the seal Merlin made.”

      “Right. Well, that doesn’t stop the bastards from trying to mess with us.”

      “Like giving their blood to a human to create a vampire,” Max said. He really did pay attention, and my boy was a lot smarter than most people gave him credit for. “Is lycanthropy anything like that?”

      “A little. Vampires are willing and deliberate servants to de­mons, but werewolves are just agents of chaos,” I explained. “Their change is a demonic curse.”

      “Do they transform during the full moon?”

      I shook my head. “Not really. See, demons are lords of certain passions, like fear, envy, rage and so on. Things can get crazy during the full moon, which sometimes leads to the transformation.”

      “Okay,” said Max. “So what’s the truth behind the myth?”

      “The werewolf curse hits whenever any of those dark passions are stirred. The cursed human changes and then they rampage. It’s bloody and people die. And if anyone actually manages to survive being mauled by a werewolf, then they contract the curse. That much the movies get right.”

      “And you are going to hunt this thing down,” Max said with a frown.

      “That’s what they pay me the big bucks for.”

      I signaled – hey, I’m not a completely reckless and shitty driver – as I turned onto Carver Street. The neighborhood was cheap and run-down, full of cramped apartment buildings and outdated dup­lexes with weedy yards. The sidewalks were cracked and patches of colorless lichen grew up through the damp concrete.

      “Are you in any danger of catching the curse, Lil?” Max asked.

      “Me? No,” I answered. “I’m already half demon. Demon blood and curses can’t infect me. But werewolves have some really nasty teeth and claws. They’re sharp and they can still kill me.”

      “Silver bullets?”

      I nodded. “They work… more or less. Usually less.”

      There was a nine-millimeter automatic pistol in my bag in the back seat, already loaded with a full magazine of silver rounds. Silver could hurt a werewolf, but I had to hit a vital target with it. Your average werewolf was six hundred pounds of solid muscle, fur and pure demon-cursed death. Putting enough silver slugs into the right spot wasn’t easy.

      “But the College is paying even more if I can capture this werewolf alive,” I told Max. “His condition is a curse. The guy probably doesn’t even realize what he’s doing.”

      “Do you know his name?”

      “Not yet,” I said.

      “So what happens if you manage to catch this werewolf?”

      “That’s a big if,” I said. “But if I pull it off, curses can be lifted. I gather that it’s a long and complicated spell. They do it back at the College, in some sort of special lab or tower or something that I’ve never been allowed to visit.”

      “Neat. That there’s a cure, I mean.”

      “Any other questions?” I asked.

      “None that I can think of,” said Max.

      “Good.”

      I yanked the steering wheel into a sharp turn and my car screeched through a broken gate, into the parking lot of Max’s apartment building. The complex was small and paint peeled from the siding – being a mechanic at a crappy chain garage didn’t pay terribly well and rents in the city were criminal. I had offered to buy Max a better place more times than I could count, but he never took me up on it.

      I parked the i10 and climbed out. It was probably worth more than all of the other cars in the lot combined and there was an even chance that my hubcaps would be gone by the time I was done with Max. So I grabbed the bag that contained my gun from the back seat. There was no way I wanted to risk some stupid kid walking off with that.

      Enjoying the sight of Max’s jeans hugging his firm ass, I fol­lowed him up a set of mossy concrete steps to the third story. When we reached his apartment, Max unlocked the door and held it open for me. Inside was a small studio, with a kitchenette about the size of a closet instead of a real kitchen.

      Which I supposed made the tiny room across from it a bathroomette.

      The same couch that Max had bought after moving out of his parent’s house still sat against the wall, with a battered coffee table in front of it. There was a nice big queen-sized bed, too, that had been a half-selfish gift from me the previous Christmas. It didn’t leave room for much else in the apartment, though.

      “It’s a little late for lunch and early for dinner, but do you want me to make you something to eat?” Max asked. “You’re pretty much always hungry, Lil.”

      Max had taken home economics twice in high school. He made a mean casserole and no one teased him for it because he took auto shop, too. Well, that and he had the body of a Viking warlord. All three
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