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I had just rung the doorbell and was
shifting from foot to foot, antsy, and pondering what kind of a
stupid name Sam Hanes was—for an underwear model, no less!—when I
heard a low growl behind me.

Not the growl of a dog. Not the growl of a
bobcat, which do live in the Hollywood Hills.

No, it was the growl of a demon.

Well, Hell. Literally.

I spun around. It wasn’t an upper-level
demon, but one of the minion-types. Kinda like a red-scaled hyena
with a froggish face and shark teeth, it could communicate and
understand basic commands, but didn’t really think for itself. I
avoided hurting them if I could; it wasn’t their fault or their
choice they’d been sent on some nasty mission.

I held out my hand, flashing a metal
headbanger’s evil eye symbol, and spoke in a language that sounded
like a cross between gargling and Welsh attempted by a
non-native.

The demon’s eyes widened and it nodded
frantically in understanding just before the banishment spell made
it go “poof,” and at the same time the front door opened behind
me.

“What’s that smell?” a
male voice asked.

“Brimstone,” I said,
turning. “I…” Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me. “You’re Sam Hanes?” Back in high
school, he’d been Sam Hryniewicz and he
hadn’t been quite so…chiseled.

“Delia Vance?” he said.
“What’re you doing here?”

“Demon hunter,” I said,
covering up my surprised discomfort with professionalism. “I’ve
been assigned to—”

A buzzing started behind
me, like an enormous swarm of really irritated bees. Hell had
responded by sending bigger guns. “Get inside!” I shouted, which
was probably unnecessary, because I tackled him at the same
time.

We fell inside, landing
with a thud that made me wince even though I was on top. With one
booted foot I kicked the door closed and shouted a basic warding
spell. It wasn’t a permanent solution, but it would do the trick
for now. I heard a loud whump
against the height-and-a-half mahogany door and
knew there’d be major scorch marks on the wood.

The bee-like noise receded, leaving behind
only the sound of two people’s heavy breathing.

I took a moment to apprise myself of the
situation. Hey, it’s what any demon hunter would do.

Lying flat out on top of
him, breast to chest, thigh to thigh, and most especially girl
parts to boy parts, I was now even more aware of how Sam had
changed since high school, and my, but it was delightful. Yep, he’d
filled out, all right, in all the right places, and his eyes were a
shade of denim satin I’d never noticed behind his former
glasses.

“You could’ve looked me up
on Facebook,” he said, “but I think like this face-to-face approach
to a reunion much better.”

Mmm, me too. My tingly girl parts were all
tingly, and if I wiggled just a little, I was pretty sure his happy
boy parts would be even happier than they already seemed to be
considering.

But brimstone still stank in my nostrils,
reminding me that I had a job to do, and I’d better start doing it
before Hell geared up for round three.

I needed to make sure the house was
relatively secure.

I needed to find out why they were after
him.

As much as I
wanted to do certain
other things, I clambered to my feet, held out my hand to Sam. His
grip was firm, somehow promising more than just accepting my help
up.

I shrugged out of my backpack and rummaged
in it, using it as an excuse to pull myself together. Discovering
my client was someone I knew rattled me far more than the demon
attack had.

Demon attacks I could handle. Unrequited
high school crushes were another matter altogether.

Sam had been thin almost to the point of
scrawny and bespectacled, but he’d had a quick wit and a talent for
acting, so while he hadn’t exactly run with the most popular crowd,
he’d been well known and liked. I, on the other hand, had been
bookish, awkward, and considered a little strange—and that was
before my magical heritage had surfed in on a wave of adolescent
hormones and my weeknights and weekend were taken up with
training.

We’d been friends in junior high, so Sam had
continued to be kind to me in a distant way, as in “wasn’t mean to
the weird kid.” I, of course, had pined for him from afar.

“You’re not Sam
Hryniewicz anymore,” I said finally.

He shoved his hands in his jeans pockets and
shrugged. “Too hard to pronounce in this business,” he said. “My
first job was for Hanes, so…”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/62910
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg
Underwear

scorchingly
sexy,
hellaciously
humorous
short story

“Legendary erotica
heavy-hitter”
(Violet Blue)






tmp_d8783dbc361f86d59d250b378bd3ad1b_zk0JVp_html_179584a9.jpg
LJRWWWT’

scorchingly
sexy,
hellaciously
humorous
short story

“Legendary erotica
heavy-hitter"
(Violet Blue)






