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I was late for my very first meeting with the Devil.
“I’d highly advise you to be punctual in the future, Miss 

Skully.” The Devil presented his words firmly and with so 
much direct eye contact that I picked at the strap of my pink 
sequined purse. “My time’s important.”

“Terribly sorry, sir.” I kept my voice light and apologetic, 
despite being only three minutes late. Hardly a big deal, but 
the last thing I wanted to do was make him mad. I mean, he 
was the Devil, after all. “I tried to get here on time. Honestly, 
I did, but I can’t move very fast in these heels.”

He glanced at my pink open-toed sandals; the ones 
encrusted with jewels that totally sparkled beneath the dim 
basement lighting. “Efficient spies don’t wear heels.”

Okay, now that could be an issue. Last I checked, you 
don’t come between a demon girl and her shoes. “Is that 
written down anywhere? Because I don’t remember reading 
it.”

“Three minutes can mean the difference between life 
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and death.” Despite the weird conversation, his tone was 
alarmingly sexy. How did he do that? “Spying on unhumans 
is a serious business.”

“Point taken.” I guess. I gawked at his amber hair that 
twisted in dreamy, loose waves against his head and at the 
beautiful bronze color that cloaked his skin.

Who would have thought the Devil would be so hot? 
And who would have thought he would have the best tan 
ever? It was the perfect shade. Not psychotically dark like 
those old geezers in Florida. They still gave me nightmares. 
My gaze dipped to his black suit. Very stylish, and I liked 
his aquamarine shirt. But I loved his tie adorned with all the 
happy, colorful surfboards.

I would have totally pegged him as a surfer dude if it 
hadn’t been for his lazer red eyes. Yeah, those kind of gave 
him away.

“You smiling about something?” he asked. “You look 
suddenly chipper.”

“It’s, um, pretty cool to meet you.” How mortifying! Now 
he knew I was checking him out. But it was more than his 
good looks making me giddy. I mean, imagine me, Morgan 
Skully, having a secret rendezvous with the Devil? There 
wasn’t anything special about me, well, other than my blonde 
hair. And my impeccable fashion sense, of course. But why 
would he want to meet? Did he want to find out where I got 
my highlights?

“Likewise.” He pulled out his red phone, sent a quick 
text, and dropped it back into his pocket. “Next time we 
meet, I’ll give you more notice so you won’t be late.”
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That got my attention. “Next time?”
“We’ll be meeting on a regular basis because you’ll be 

working for me now.”
I glanced at my pink bejeweled watch to buy me a 

moment to think. “I have a job? You mean, like, an after 
school job?”

“Precisely. Could be some weekends, though. Depending 
on the case load.”

What? Um, hell-o, that would take up all my TV-watching 
time. No way was I going to miss Rumors at Underworld 
High. I needed to talk my way out of this one pronto.

“But I have oodles of homework because I’m still a 
student.” And not the best one, either.

“I know.” He focused his fiery red eyes on me with 
measured purpose. “But I have a mission for you, Morgan. A 
very important, top-secret one.”

“You mean, like a spy mission?”
“Exactly.”
“That sounds awfully serious.” If I had to label myself 

the polar-opposite of anything, it would be serious. “No 
disrespect, but I’m not sure you realize who you’re talking 
to, sir. I routinely avoid anything too sad, depressing, or 
fattening. I love shoes, Diablo Phat purses, Abyss makeup, 
shrimp tacos, honey almond lattes, and cute demon guys. I 
have a lifetime subscription to Urban Hellion magazine, and, 
if you must know, my secret dream is to be a soap opera star. 
Tears are easy for me. Even without waterproof mascara.”

“I chose you because of that, Morgan.”
I so didn’t want this job. I had way too many fun things 
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to do. Not to mention a spy mission sounded scary. “I’m 
going to be pretty busy this semester.”

“You know how many demon girls would line up to 
work part time for me?” He leaned one foot against the wall 
and slid his hands into his pants pockets with a suaveness I’d 
only seen in Hollywood action flicks.

I glanced around the creepy corridor, wondering if I’d 
somehow morphed onto a movie set. The Devil, the secret 
meeting, the new part-time job. All that was missing was 
an over-caffeinated director yelling cut. Plus, why were we 
chatting in the basement of Pitchfork Prep School, with its 
low ceilings, entrails of damp moss, and funkified smell? 
Why not meet somewhere like Dante’s, my favorite store? At 
least I could get some shopping in.

We were in Washington DC, so it’s not like there weren’t 
options, but I was just a demon, and he was the Devil. He was 
the emperor, the king, the master of all supremeness of my 
world. He said stab, and I responded, How many times?

That last part was a joke. I haven’t killed anyone…yet.
“I should probably talk to my mom first,” I said, to set 

the record straight. “I’m not sure she’ll want me working.” 
That was the truth. My mom was all about me doing well in 
school.

“Your mom will be okay with it.” Lines on his tan 
forehead crinkled into existence. “Trust me.”

“But isn’t it a little early for something as major as a spy 
mission?” Note the emphasis on the last two words. Was he 
crazy? “I’m only a semester-one junior. I don’t even know 
how to scale down a building with a rope yet.”
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“It doesn’t matter. You’re a smart demon, Morgan,” he 
said. “Plus your father and I made a pact.”

My heart pounded like a vampire had pinned my arms 
behind my back, his fangs centimeters away from my jugular. 
“I thought that was only a rumor? You know, how supposedly 
you’ve got huge-ola horns and a tail, and you so obviously 
don’t.”

“It’s true, Miss Skully,” he said. “And a deal’s a deal.”
“My mom never confirmed anything about a pact.” But 

she hadn’t exactly denied it either. I whipped my pale pink 
phone out of my purse, ready to question my destiny.

“Don’t worry. It’s nothing bad.” He flashed me a total 
California smile. White teeth and all. “You were granted 
admittance to Pitchfork Prep, and in exchange you have to 
work for me. That’s not so terrible is it?”

My fingers hovered above the keypads. “But why me?”
“The pact is a huge part of it, obviously. But aside from 

your blondness and obsession with beauty being the perfect 
cover, I like my spies to be on the cutting edge of fashion.”

What? Had I accidentally stepped into an audition for 
The Spy Who Out-Shopped Me? “I’m not sure I understand, 
sir.”

“I’ve watched how quickly you select things when you 
can only afford one item, not three, four, or ten. And the way 
you elbow through a crowd during a sale is most impressive. 
And your determination to find a bargain no matter what 
shows strong resolve. These are all traits that will serve you 
well as a spy.”

Hmm. “So shopping and spying are kind of the same?”
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He nodded. “Both require a target, persistence, and an 
ability to get the job done.”

“Let me make sure I get this. Target, a pair of shoes I 
can’t afford. Persistence, hiding them at Dante’s until the sale 
starts. And ability to finish things, maneuvering to be first in 
line when the store opens and pummeling my way through 
the crowd to snag the shoes?”

“Exactly.”
Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. Sounded like I could 

write the manual. “I can’t believe my love of shopping is all it 
takes to be an awesome spy.”

“That’s not all. I have other reasons for wanting you, 
but nothing you need to be concerned with right now.” His 
expression darkened for a moment. “I thought highly of your 
father. There was nothing he loved more than his little blonde 
demon girl.”

That did it. Determined blonde façade crumbling.
Tiny pitchforks of sadness needled me as I snapped 

my phone shut. Thinking about my dad usually sent me 
into PMS-like fits. Crying, irritability. Never any bloating, 
though. And sometimes, when I got really upset, I actually 
felt his presence. Sounds crazy, I know. But it happened. The 
last thing I needed was to have a ghostly sighting in front of 
the Devil.

He’d probably have me stuffed into a straightjacket faster 
than I could ask for a second to fix my lipstick.

So I launched into survival mode…comparing my pain 
to fashion.

“I loved my dad way more than I love Dante’s, and that’s 
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saying something.” I breathed through my nose like my yoga 
teacher had instructed. There. Composed and better. Well, 
as composed as I could be thinking about Dad and this 
situation. “Why the pact?”

“Spies operate on a need-to-know basis, Morgan.”
“I know we do but, honestly, I’m kind of thinking the 

whole pact-with-the-Devil thing seems a bit extreme.”
“Sometimes extremity is the only thing that will breed 

change,” he said. “You’re on the assassin track?”
“Yep, sure am. My dad made sure about that before 

he died, but I’m not sure I really want to do it. I mean, not 
to be shallow, but killing someone could totally ruin a fab 
manicure.” That was a total showstopper right there.

He smirked. “There’s nothing like being a demon 
assassin, Morgan. It’s a chance to revolutionize the course of 
unhuman history. The demons must survive, and any threat 
must be wiped out. You’ll see.”

That seemed like a major stretch. As far as I was concerned 
if you wanted to change history, change the fashions. I wasn’t 
so sure killing double-crossing unhumans could transform 
anything. “You don’t want me to kill someone, do you?”

“Not today.”
“Tomorrow?” I managed to squeak out. “I mean, I know 

I’m on track to do that eventually, but I was kind of thinking 
a few years from now. Like after graduation.”

The Devil chuckled. “You really are a demon diva, aren’t 
you?”

Diva? What clued him in on that? Then it hit me. Duh. 
My totally-to-perish-for shoes. “Aren’t these gorgeous? I just 
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got them on sale at Dante’s.” I angled my right foot so he 
could fully appreciate the cuteness of my pink sandals. They 
matched my purse, my sequined top, and the jewels that ran 
down each leg of my jeans. “I never liked black much. I know 
most demons do, but not me.”

“That’s because you’re different, Morgan” he said. “It’s a 
calling.”

“Being a demon?” There wasn’t anything I could do 
about that. I’d been born one, and I’d die one…eventually. It 
was a matter of demon DNA. How was that a calling?

“No,” he said. “Being a demon assassin.”
“Oh.”
“Think of me as your mentor.”
“Does that mean I’ll get a discount at Dante’s?” How 

sweet would that be? My allowance was never enough to get 
everything I wanted at my favorite department store. Like 
the latest Diablo Phat purse (so cute!) and Demonilla jeans 
that made my butt look a whole size smaller. That was worth 
every penny right there.

He grinned at me. Wow. He was so cute. Not nearly as 
cute as my total dating aspiration, Derek Caldwell, however. 
Derek was the captain of the junior flame-throwing team, the 
most hottie-licious guy at school and came from a family that 
could probably afford to buy a new mansion every year—just 
for fun. I loved how his luscious arms rippled with muscles 
when he threw the flames, but the Devil definitely had it 
going on. Rumor had it he could seduce (and did) any female 
demon he wanted. I could definitely see why.

“No discount, I’m afraid,” he said. “But you might get to 
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go undercover.”
“That’s not going to require me to change my hair color, 

is it?” Panic bolted through me like lightning. “Because I 
just had these highlights done, and if I try to go from this 
platinum blonde to a darker color, my hair will turn pond-
algae green. No lie. Plus I’ll have to get a color correction, 
and those are big bucks.” Trust me on that one. I’ve had fried 
hair before, and it was a total code-red situation.

“Your demon diva persona is your best defense, you 
know that?” The Devil laughed. “No one will ever suspect 
you. How brilliant.”

“Being a blonde’s a good thing, then?” I asked as I tossed 
my golden locks over my shoulder.

“It’s the perfect cover. In more ways than one.”
I executed a quick inner chant of thanks. Demons aren’t 

exactly allowed to pray—I mean, who in heaven wants to hear 
from us—but that didn’t mean we couldn’t be grateful for 
victories. And keeping my hair blonde was a major victory. 
Derek wouldn’t want to go out with some funky-hair-colored 
demon chick. No way.

“Take this.” He handed me a golf-ball-sized rose quartz 
crystal with the letters D and N etched into one side in shiny 
gold lettering. My hand tingled with warmth the second I 
touched the stone. “I want you to keep that with you at all 
times.”

“What is it?”
“It’s your Devil Now stone. I only give it out on serious 

missions.”
“What do I do with it?”
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“Anytime you kiss it, I’ll appear.”
Okay, that was pretty cool. “Really?”
“Really.”
I was quiet for a moment. “You said you only use this for 

serious missions. What’s so serious that I need a Devil Now 
stone?”

“We have a mole and potential defector on the faculty 
at Pitchfork Prep.” He pulled a blue silk hanky from his 
pocket and dabbed his forehead. Funny that he was hot. I was 
wishing I had a sweater. “Someone here’s been transmitting 
intelligence to the Siberian Werewolf Council about an 
assassination attempt. We’re not sure who the target is, but 
it’s definitely a prominent American demon. The pack that 
wants the target dead is Vlkodlak.”

“Um, Vluh-what?”
“It’s pronounced ‘vluh-kod-lak.’ It’s a kind of werewolf 

turned by black magic.” He spoke like this was an every day 
occurrence. “There’s a huge pack in Siberia, so I’m thinking 
one of them wants revenge on the demon that used magic to 
turn him.”

Whoa. That sounded way too serious. All I wanted to do 
this semester was have fun chasing Derek, not some crazed 
Siberian werewolves. No thanks on that one. But I didn’t have 
a choice. My beloved dad and that stupid pact had sealed my 
fate before I was even born.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked.
“Gather intel on the faculty for starters.”
“Um, no disrespect, but why do you need me to spy for 

you?”
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He paused for a moment. Then he clenched his jaw as a 
flicker of impatience passed across his face.

Uh-oh. Was that too much? I mean, we had just met and 
all, but I wanted to know. He was the Devil. Couldn’t he, like, 
see everything or something? Seriously.

“No, I can’t unfortunately. That’s a very common 
misunderstanding among demons,” he said. “The vibrations 
of the solar system send waves into the atmosphere and 
things get fuzzy. So I need eyes and ears up here. I have other 
operatives around the world, but you’re it here at school.”

Fair enough. It would be cool to be part of an international 
group. Wonder what other spy girls wore? Maybe I’d even be 
able to get some information about this pact that my dad had 
made. “So is that all I need to do then? Just spy?”

He shook his head. “You’ll also need to assassinate the 
traitor once he or she has been identified. Think you can do 
that?”

What? Even my thoughts were high-pitched and nasally 
now. “Um, I guess.”

“I’m afraid you’ll have to do better than that,” he said. 
“The stakes are high, Morgan.”

“Like how high?”
“If you succeed, you’ll be greatly rewarded by the 

International Demon Council. You’ll be their biggest star.”
That sounded awesome. I’d always wanted to be a 

celebrity. A soap opera star really, but an IDC megastar 
would do.

The Devil’s golden face clouded.
Uh-oh. I had a feeling I might not want to know the 
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flipside, but a good spy needed all the intel. Right?
“And if I don’t?” Hellish heat flooded my cheeks while I 

waited for my certain-to-be-hideous fate.
“If you fail, you’ll be immediately expelled from Pitchfork 

Prep before the Brimstone Ball.”
“What?” My tone was so piercing that I made myself 

cringe.
I couldn’t miss the Brimstone Ball. No way! That would 

ruin my entire school year for sure. Maybe even my entire 
life. For starters, it would mean no potential date with Derek. 
No gorgeous pink satin gown with matching shoes and purse. 
No blowout and Abyss makeover. And certainly no kissing at 
the after-dance party.

That was so not going to happen.
“You can’t do this to me.” Panic clawed at my heart and 

my soul simultaneously. “It’s not fair. I have to go to the ball.”
“You’ll only go if you do what I say, when I say it, and 

how I say it.” He leveled his gaze on me. “And you have two 
weeks.”

“Two weeks to what? Try out the Devil Now stone?”
“No, to identify the traitor. We need to act fast on this 

because we have no idea who the pack plans to assassinate. 
So you better figure out how much this ball means to you.”

You evil, evil man. No wonder the art world portrays you 
as a hideous monster.

“That dance is like the most awesome part of junior 
year. The biggest event in a demon chick’s life. There has to 
be something else we can bet my performance on.” Seriously. 
Wasn’t life all about compromise? “How about I’m banned 
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from shopping the sales at Dante’s for the rest of the semester? 
I’ll even cancel my Urban Hellion subscription.”

“I told you the stakes were high.” He narrowed his red 
eyes. “But the reality is you’ve got a lot more to lose than 
that.”

I tasted acid in my throat. Missing the big Brimstone Ball 
would totally suck. Not to mention completely foil my plan 
of going with Derek, becoming his girlfriend, and having 
us fall eternally in love with each other amidst the swirling 
lights and red balloons.

What in the world could be worse than that?
“Would I be banned from Dante’s forever?” Yes, my 

voice was still high-pitched and annoying.
“Interesting choice of words,” he said. “If you fail, 

Morgan, you’ll be stripped of your Pitchfork Prep status 
and forced to go to a regular demon school. Plus I’ll enforce 
something even worse.”

I shuddered as I imagined ditty-bopping my way, in 
heels, through the rough halls of some of the other schools in 
the DC area. “There’s something actually worse than going to 
a ghetto demon school?”

His smug-mug told me there was. “Certainly. I’m talking 
a citywide ban on all salon services. No more shopping, 
manicures, pedicures, or facials. And no highlights.”

Terror snaked up the back of my neck and made my skin 
prickle. Now he had gone too far. Way too far. He was trying 
to ruin my entire demon chick existence.

No way was I going to let that happen.


