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            Rosier

          

          ONE WEEK WITHOUT ELLEA

        

      

    

    
      “How do I get to her?” The question was a growl as he sank the blade further into the demon’s chest. Blood gushed from its mouth. “How do I save her?”

      Each stab became more desperate, more feral, as he slipped further and further into the depths of his dark soul. He would live in the pits of shadows and death if it meant he got the answers he needed. 

      “I can’t…” It was a pained groan as it tried to get the words out. Ros ripped the blade from him only to plunge it in again. “I told you⁠—”

      The demon’s words were cut off by his own sobs, tears mixing with the blood that coated his face. They always got to this point, losing all their vile pride, their disgusting comments turning into cries for mercy. Soon, he would beg for his life, but it didn’t matter. This one had nothing more to give; even if Ros got the answers he sought, it would end up dead in the end. 

      Slowly, Ros sunk his obsidian dagger into the commander’s chin, its sharp point breaking through bone and tissue with a sickening crunch. The sound mixed with the demon’s final rattling gurgles. Then there were only the heavy breaths that heaved through Ros’ chest as visions of Ellea’s frightened face flashed before his eyes. 
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        * * *

      

      An empty glass dangled from his hand as Ros glared out the window of Ellea’s library, the too-small chair biting into his tired muscles. Muscles that had hunted and killed for the past seven days. 

      Seven fucking days without her. 

      He brought the glass to his lips for another sip, but growled when no amber liquid was there to wash away the taste of rage that coated his mouth. He stood only to stumble a few shuffling steps before he caught the wall by the fireplace, the rough-cut stone grating on his hand. He steadied himself but couldn’t help the urge to throw something. The house intervened—probably tired of the messes he’d made in his countless fits of rage—and filled his glass. 

      “Good house.” He blinked slowly as he brought the glass to his lips. His mouth instantly watered. The drink had a light, earthy taste with a hint of citrus and lime. “A fucking margarita?”

      His lip curled, and the emptiness of the cabin washed over him. His powers answered with a splintering rage. Ellea was in Hel, alone, and only the Gods knew what she was going through. Shadows crept up the walls as he relived each of the last seven days and his failed attempts to save her. His shadows curled around him, trying to hide him as his eyes burned with shame and frustration. All of this power, and he couldn’t get to her. 

      He whirled and threw the drink into the fireplace. It was her favorite drink, and that was enough to set him on yet another spiral. The flames erupted as a roar came from deep in his chest, and the house shook around him. He forced a breath down; demolishing the house wouldn’t help. Another breath, and the lights stopped their shuddering. A tink sounded in the empty room as a glass appeared before him. 

      “This better be bourbon.” 

      Silence answered as he hesitantly brought the glass to his lips. A deep oak flavor exploded in his mouth and warmed his still heaving chest. “Better.” 

      Ros had been throwing things all week, more so since Felix and Jadis left two days ago. They’d been brought here as soon as Ellea was taken. Well, as soon as Ros had realized he couldn’t portal directly to Hel to save her from his father. Ros had gone straight to her family with help from Billy. He was able to portal to Halifax, but not to Hel. It should have been easy; that dark realm was a constant pull on his soul. With a single thought, he should have been able to step into his shadows and out into the castle he knew too well. The connection now felt severed, its edges frayed and impossible to piece back together. If his father wanted him home so desperately, he was making it hard. 

      Jadis and Felix surprisingly didn’t blame him. They were upset, beyond upset, and had stayed as long as possible while planning and learning all they could about Hel. Like most witches, they hadn’t been paying attention to the old ways or any other supernaturals. The council eventually called them back to meet about the situation, not that it would help. He was the only one who could do anything about it, or so he thought. Ros shifted his shoulders as more rage washed down his back. He finished his drink in an angry gulp, and the home instantly filled it before he could put it down. 

      Taking a smaller sip, he paced. There had to be another way, a spell or a demon he hadn’t thought about, one he hadn’t killed. Garm was no use either, his own abilities blocked. He internally cursed the hound even if it wasn’t his fault. 

      A door slammed open. “Speaking of the bastard.” Ros readied his glare as the sleek black body of his oldest friend crossed the threshold, his lover trotting close behind.

      Fucking Hel, Billy cursed inside his head. 

      Both beasts slowly walked into the library, matching Ros’ glare with their own as they sniffed the air. Garm grimaced, his large sharp teeth showing as his lips curled. 

      Who did you kill now? Garm asked. And when was the last time you showered?

      Ros looked down at himself, wondering why Garm sounded so judgmental. His hands were clean, but everywhere else was splattered with black blood. 

      “I summoned one of Beelzebub’s lower commanders.” He paused to shake his empty glass in the air. It slowly filled, and he gulped most of the contents before continuing on to explain what his uncle’s commander had had to say. “Questioned him for a bit, tortured him for a bit longer, and he finally spilled some minor details.”

      They watched him drink down the rest of his glass. He swayed where he stood, and Billy rushed to push a chair under him before he fell. 

      Enough! Garm commanded, and the house listened, refusing to fill his glass. Ros glared. Get on with it, boy. What did the bastard say?

      Ros rubbed his face. He had been drinking for the past hour to try and forget what the vile piece of shit had said. His laughter still rang in his head, along with the sound of his final moments. It was the only demon out of the twenty or more he’d hunted that had news or a whisper of Ellea. 

      “Ellea is still alive, but she won’t be able to evade them for much longer. The fucker said something about the demons in my father’s court keeping her preoccupied.” 

      Billy’s snarl shook the frames that lined the walls. Her wild anger answered his own.

      Did he say anything about our powers? Garm growled. 

      “No, he only laughed and said, ‘Good luck getting to the princess.’ Then I stabbed him so he couldn’t utter another word.”

      The princess? Garm questioned. Why would he call her that?

      “He was probably trying to piss me off,” Ros growled. “Using my nickname for her.” 

      Billy gave Garm a look before walking closer to Ros. 

      We have an idea. She nudged him, forcing his hand away from his face. 

      “If it’s killing more demons”—he looked down into her amber eyes that glinted at his comment—“I’m in.” 

      She had hunted beside him a few times. Not only did her anger match his, but she was utterly bloodthirsty. He had come to realize that she could be ridiculous as much as she could be deadly. 

      No, she scolded. Well, we can always kill more demons. I’m talking about the road to Hel. 

      “The road to Hel is fucking blocked.” What did they think he’d been doing this whole time? “Garm and I cannot enter Hel.” 

      You can’t enter your usual way. I’m talking about a literal road to Hel, Billy said. 

      Ros stared down at the beautiful beast; she looked so serious. All he could do was laugh, a deep, hoarse laugh. “That’s a myth,” he choked out. “If there was a road to Hel, why wouldn’t people hop into their cars and try to visit those they lost?”

      “Try” being the key word. You couldn’t disturb a soul who had found peace. 

      You ignorant idiot, Billy snarled.

      She’s right. Garm stepped in before Billy could snap at him again. The road is as old as time and as old as the Gods. It’s a journey, one you can’t drive, and at the end there is a gate to Hel. 

      Ros stared at the two beasts. He had heard about the road but never thought it was real. Why would he? Until now, he hadn’t needed any other way to get into Hel.

      “How hard could it be?” Ros asked. 

      Hard, Garm answered. 

      “Why?” Ros shook his head. “We were born in Hel. We should be able to get in easily.” 

      This road doesn’t follow the same rules.

      I’ve taken it many times, Billy said with a distant look in her eyes. It won’t be fun, but we can do it. 

      “Let’s go!” Ros yelled, trying to stand. “What are we waiting for?”

      Garm rushed to him, but it was too late. As Ros stood, his long legs tripped over themselves, and his large body crashed to the ground. He groaned into the wooden floors and burped unceremoniously. 

      “How about you sober up first?” came a gruff voice from the door frame. Sam slowly walked up to Ros with his nose pinched between two fingers. His sharp features and angular eyes softened as he took him in. “And shower.”

      Devon leaned against the door frame; he and Sam had walked in with no one noticing. Devon looked as rough as Ros, cleaner, but he still had that hollowed look in his eyes. His usually bright blue eyes were cloudy, and his rich skin was pale. They were all looking and feeling rough since his father had walked out of the shadows and taken someone they cared about. Devon had been reading day and night, trying to find ways to get to Ellea. He’d even gone as far as contacting his family to see if they had any idea on what to do. They didn’t, and neither did the books he read. Ellea was in Hel, and it seemed the only way to get to her was this road Garm and Billy spoke of. 

      Devon cleared his throat and pushed off the wall. “Sam, take Ros up to shower.”

      Sam looked up at his boyfriend, appearing slightly shocked by the sternness his voice carried. “And what are you going to do?”

      “Billy, Garm, and I will talk about the plan to get to this road,” Devon said, walking toward the desk and crossing his arms. “And then to get to Ellea.”

      “How much did you overhear?” Ros mumbled into the floor. 

      “Enough,” Sam and Devon said together. 

      Billy seemed ready to protest, but Devon gave her a stern look. She returned it with a smirk. 

      Yes, Billy said. Take the princeling and hose him off. We will begin planning and talking when he’s more sober. 

      Sam easily gathered Ros under his arm and steered him toward the door. The sound of running water could be heard from the upstairs bathroom thanks to the magic of the house. 

      “Come on, Ros,” Sam said. “Let’s get you cleaned up, and then we can plan the snacks for the road trip.”

      The two men navigated through the lower level of the cabin. Their large bodies melded together, and Ros took up so much more room as he stumbled under his friend’s care. 

      “We need to get her, Sam,” Ros grumbled. 

      “I know, buddy.” He squeezed him a little tighter. “We’ll get her.”

      “We will,” he agreed and began carrying more of his own weight. “Then I’m going to burn my father’s kingdom to the ground.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            Ellea

          

          ONE DAY IN HEL

        

      

    

    
      Ellea trailed a finger over the smooth obsidian throne. It sloped elegantly from the sharp crest at its center to its furthest peak that ended in a jagged point. Each of the sharp crests could easily slice through skin. As she rounded the throne, Ros’ father, Asmodeus, a king of Hel, stood before her. She looked down at the floor where claw marks sat deep in the stone, and the vision flashed before her eyes again. The dream she’d had of someone she didn’t want to admit was Ros. It seemed her dreams were visions, ones that always led to him.

      Ellea stood where Ros had in that dream; she could still feel the pebbled skin and feathers of the demons she’d trudged through. Asmodeus cleared his throat, snapping Ellea out of her memory. 

      “I know this is a lot to take in.”

      He wasn’t wrong, but there was more going on than being dragged to Hel by her boyfriend’s father. 

      “You said Ros left his legacy,” Ellea said with a voice much calmer than she felt. “What makes you think he wants it, or that he will even come back?”

      He chuckled softly, his voice deep like Ros’. She’d expected him to be menacing, but it didn’t feel that way. “I’m not dumb, Ellea. I know Rosier doesn’t want this, but he has no choice.”

      “We all have choices.” 

      “No, we don’t; we all have responsibilities, and this is my son’s.” 

      Ros had never spoken of having to take over his father’s domain in Hel. She had never asked either, but why would she?

      Gods, she was ignorant.

      He was a prince, of course his father was a king. Why wouldn’t this be his legacy? He didn’t have any siblings (that she knew of). She scoffed loudly, and Asmodeus arched a brow at her. 

      Steps sounded from the far end of the room, but Asmodeus didn’t seem worried about the man who came out of the darkness. He walked with his hands clasped behind his back and gave Ellea a bored look before turning toward the king and bowing. 

      “Lord Dale, this is Ellea, my son’s…”

      He trailed off, glancing at her in question.

      “I’m a lot of things,” she answered with a smirk. 

      Dale. What a funny name for a demon.

      Dale was broad in a pressed black suit. His magnificent ginger beard glinted in the low light. It was such a stark contrast to the sparse hair on his head. 

      “Right.” His look was dismissive. He turned sharply to Asmodeus. “I have a message for you from Sonneillon.”

      “She can wait,” he answered harshly. 

      “I’m sure she can.” Dale’s eyes flickered to Ellea. “It’s about…her wards.” 

      Asmodeus surveyed the demon before him, but Dale didn’t balk under the king’s heavy gaze; if anything, he only looked more bored. 

      “Fine.” Asmodeus bowed shallowly toward Ellea. “Please excuse me; it will only be a moment.” 

      As their steps faded, the silence pressed in on her, and anxiety quickly crept up her chest. She was in Hel, a different realm, surrounded by the dead and demons. Ellea steadied herself and gripped the side of the throne. She inhaled deeply, held it, and released the breath before her powers could begin to crackle under her skin. Her spine stiffened as a pretentious voice came from the other side of the room. 

      “You look good here, Ellea,” Belias said, strolling toward her from the darkness.

      She forced her voice to be calm; it wanted to shake in the presence of the man who had broken her trust. “What are you doing here?” she asked. He had stood by while her parents tortured her and her friends. They had attacked those she cared about because they wanted her. Belias was working with them, and she had a funny feeling that he had been for a long time. He was still in the same black clothes she’d glimpsed in the field with her parents.

      My parents. Are they here?

      More panic pressed in on her. She had to move, and something was telling her she had to put distance between them. Ellea circled the throne, but he was quicker and pinned her against the hard obsidian backrest. He grasped her face with his icy hand, forcing her to look into his eyes that were so much darker. They matched the stone around them and seemed bottomless. No light and no happiness shone in them. She could kick herself for not seeing it sooner. “Where are my parents?” The pressure of his fingers gripping her made it hard to speak. 

      He chuckled softly and loosened his grip. “Busy, but not here, if that’s what you’re worried about.” 

      “This isn’t you,” she said, trying to make herself believe it more than him. 

      A finger traced the shape of her lips, and she pressed them together, fighting to not react, to not snap and bite him. 

      “There is a lot you still need to learn about me.” His breath washed over her face, and the battle to fight or curl in on herself raged. When he continued, bile rose up in her throat. “How often I found myself staring at these lips, wondering how they felt.”

      He seemed to be speaking to himself, but her powers didn’t know that. She begged them to calm down, to form a blade instead of bringing the castle down around them. She needed something, anything, to protect herself. He would bleed for what he had done and what he was planning to do. The heft of cool stone weighed in her hand, and she let out a shaking breath. 

      Belias caressed her again, trailing a finger along her jaw before grasping the back of her hair. She curled her lip as he tugged at it, and when he brought his lips to hers, she struck. Bringing her newly made obsidian dagger under his chin, she halted his lips that had barely brushed hers. He didn’t shy away from it, only pressed into her and the dagger.

      Ellea snarled and pressed the dagger harder into his chin. He smiled and grabbed the dagger by its blade, removing it from his chin. The smell of iron hit the air as blood ran from his hands down the hilt to where Ellea still grasped it.

      “Nice try, witch.” He smiled wider. “You can’t create obsidian with your tricky magic.” 

      In a flash, his smile faltered as the sound of sizzling blood sounded through the room. He hissed and let go of the blade, looking down at his hands. 

      “That’s not possible,” he whispered.

      His blood wasn’t enough; she would carve out his heart for siding with her parents, for using her and putting her friends and Ros in danger. She pictured it, the dagger ramming into his chest, but a booming voice interrupted her.

      “Step away from her, nephew.” 

      It was a king’s voice, and the pride and authority of it rattled her knees.

      Belias frowned at his uncle. Before he could utter a word, flames and shadows opened under his feet. He yelled as he fell, and the floor closed around him, shutting out his screams. 

      “Good luck crawling out of the pits by dinnertime,” Asmodeus snarled before turning back to Ellea, searching her from head to toe. “Did he hurt you?”

      Ellea shook her head and tried to shake the feeling that was always left behind when a boy thought he could get the upper hand. She swallowed hard and straightened her shoulders. “It’s his blood, not mine.” 

      “Good. You could have made him bleed more.” He pulled a green handkerchief from his suit pocket and placed it in her bloodied hand. “Let me show you to your room.” 
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        * * *

      

      As they left the throne room, Asmodeus turned left and brought her through a grand archway that was built of the same black rock. Power seemed to zing across her skin before they headed down a wide hallway. The sound of his powerful steps was muffled by the thick, dark carpet that ran along the passage. Ellea stopped, needing to take in the magnificent structure before her. It was vastly more decorated than the first hallway they’d taken. Those walls were endless obsidian, these were a black marble with veins of gold and some kind of crystal running through them. Her eyes traveled up the solid walls, taking in the ornate molding that connected the walls to the rounded ceiling. Solid gold chandeliers were spread along the high ceiling, and each held about fifty black candles. As her gaze came back down, she met the eyes of the king. She hadn’t realized he had also stopped; instead of gawking at the decor, he was staring at Ellea. 

      “It is hard sometimes to realize that not everyone will ever come here.”

      “To Hel?” she asked, confused with his unprovoked statement. Then she remembered that everyone comes here in the end. She had learned that for the first time after her conversation with Ros, Sam, and Devon. “I thought everyone comes here?”

      “They do,” he said. “But not here. These are our—I mean my—living quarters. This hallway, along with the one I’m bringing you to, are mine alone. Well, they used to be Ros’ too.” He paused, seeming to catch himself. Clearing his throat, he continued, “No one comes to these quarters without my knowledge.”

      Ellea slowly closed the distance between herself and the king, someone she had never really thought of, and the few times she did, it was nothing like this. Her eyes continued to take in the intricate details that surrounded them as she tried to figure out what she was feeling. It felt dark, but warm, with glints of light. It was marvelous and magical, but there wasn’t time to drool over the prettiness that Hel was presenting to her. There were so many questions raging in her head, along with fear, anxiety, and defiance. She was brought here against her will, so why wasn’t she putting up more of a fight? Not once had she felt threatened by Asmodeus. Her magic wasn’t even reacting to him, not like it had in the presence of Belias. That didn’t mean she shouldn’t take a little revenge for being plucked out of what was turning out to be a decent day, especially after the shit show she’d endured. She met Asmodeus’ eyes under lowered brows, but before she could try to scare him, before she could try to conjure a whisper of her magic, he let out a soft chuckle. 

      “I will not hurt you,” he said kindly. “Even if you attempt to fight, I will do you no harm. But know this, it will be a waste of your brilliant magic.”

      “Why would it be a waste?” 

      “You’re going to need your strength,” he said. “I will do my best to protect you, but seeing you, and realizing what you are down to your core, I can only do so much.”

      “What does that mean?” How he could even gauge an ounce of who or what she was? “You don’t know me. I’ve been here for less than an hour.”

      “Oh, darling…” He stood taller. “I am no mere king, holed up in a castle, blind to the comings and goings. You are a troublemaker, a powerful trickster, and I fear more for my subjects than your safety.” 

      Ellea didn’t know how to respond. She wasn’t truly a troublemaker. The occasional trick or scare couldn’t cause such a permanent label on her soul, especially from someone she had never met. She rolled her eyes, knowing she would cause trouble anyway. Defiance was quickly overtaking anxiety and fear, but not the sadness that clung to her throat. It couldn’t stop the crumpling in her chest as she remembered the look on Ros’ face before she’d disappeared. What would he think? What was he doing right now?

      “Don’t worry.” Stepping closer, Asmodeus grasped her still bloodied hand in his warm one. He turned it over, quickly cleaning it before a small cloud of shadows shimmered between their palms, the bloodied cloth disappearing. He gave her a small smile before continuing, “He will be here in no time. I’m planning on it.”

      “You seem too intuitive. Are you a seer and a demon king?” It was barely audible, but she needed to know. Maybe that was why she felt so comforted by him. 

      “Not a seer, but I can feel your emotions, know your lies and fears. Most demons would use it to be vicious and cruel. I find it to be more useful in other ways besides torture.” 

      “So you really aren’t going to harm me?”

      Asmodeus gave her a searching look before shaking his head. She believed him. It didn’t make her any less angry, but he squeezed her hands and turned gracefully, heading back down the hall. Ellea glanced down at her clean hand as another pain splintered quietly in her heart. She hoped Ros would hurry the fuck up. She continued walking down the hall after Asmodeus, her heels snagging the thick carpet. It had been a month since she last wore heels; it had always been boots or running shoes while she was in Glenover. 

      The vast ceilings and dark marble with glints of gold continued, and she wondered if there were no windows in this part of the castle. The only one she’d seen so far was in the room she’d arrived in. Maybe it was good there weren’t many windows, hiding the horrors that would be Hel. She picked up her pace to match the long strides of the king as he rounded the corner. She was about to ask him one of the many questions whirling around her head, but she was blinded by radiating light. As her eyes adjusted, she found Asmodeus standing in front of massive windows that were like the ones in a library or office. Whatever this room was, it added to her questions. Ellea also wondered if she could call him something else. Asmodeus was so long, and referring to him as the king seemed like too much, especially with how he looked at this moment. 

      The gold light made him look so much younger, chasing away the harsh lines and angles the shadows and darkness gave him. She was able to fully take in his features and realized he wasn’t graying as much as she’d originally thought. His thick black hair had neater curls than Ros’, but he probably didn’t run his hand angrily through it like his son constantly did. He looked so composed, a king looking over his land. A king, not the king, she remembered. There were multiple rulers of Hel. She had so much to learn. She also noted a tattoo poking out from his crisp collar, one she couldn’t identify. It was all intricate lines and swirls. He turned his head slightly toward her, and the light glinted in his hazel eyes. They were more green than gold, she realized. He jerked his head lightly to the left, beckoning her to join him. 

      She passed two large, ornate doors before standing next to him and tearing her gaze away from his features that reminded her so much of Ros. His nose, the heavy brow, the coloring of his skin…Holding her breath, she readied herself to look upon Hel, a place she never dreamed of existing or going to. She closed her eyes and tried to calm her breath as she turned her face toward the warm light. A gasp escaped her as her eyes opened and she glimpsed scenery she would have never expected. The sprawling landscape was full of light and colors.

      “Not what you expected?” Asmodeus asked.

      Where flames and shadow should be, there were vast mountains and valleys. Green, blue, and gold shimmered all around the landscape. A clear blue river flowed down the middle of the deep valley, two massive peaks framing it. Her eyes widened as she took in the larger than normal sun that was setting to her right. Its rays sparkled off the jagged, snow-capped peaks that glittered with frost. The snow descended in rivulets that met with the greenest grass Ellea had ever seen. 

      “No, Asmond.” The nickname felt funny, and she decided she hated it. “This is not what I expected.” 

      “Asmond?” His nose wrinkled, and she rolled her eyes at her own mistake.

      “I was trying something.” 

      He shrugged and turned his attention back to the window. “What did you expect?” 

      Ros hadn’t told her much about it, only mentioning a dark castle, brats running about, and how he hated the place. 

      “Fire, pits, demons running about,” she said with a wave of her hand. 

      “Ah.” He nodded in agreement. “I’ll show you that part another day. This is where the Gods sleep. It’s where I mainly rule over.”

      “Mainly?” Ellea asked. 

      “Yes, mainly,” he said coyly, not giving anything else away. 

      “Where are we exactly? Besides in Hel. Are we someplace else or under something? I’m very confused about the logistics of all of this…amongst other things.”

      He chuckled softly and turned toward her. 

      “We are just here.” Ellea huffed a breath at his flat answer. “Our universe isn’t up or down, east or west. It has vast layers, pockets, and worlds. We are simply here.” 

      He raised a hand, and a small hole of shadow formed above him. Reaching in, his hand disappeared as if it was behind an invisible door. He plucked out the dark green handkerchief Ellea had used to clean the blood off her hand. 

      “Things don’t disappear in my shadows.” The handkerchief disappeared again. “They go someplace else.”

      Ellea’s ears began to buzz as endless possibilities ran through her head. 

      “And Belias? Is he floating around with your discarded items?”

      He gave her a wicked smile. “I like the way you think.” He shook his head. “That was a pocket between places. I simply opened a door for him to fall through.”

      “Simply!” Ellea scoffed. “Easy for you to say. It took every ounce of willpower just to form a dagger.”

      “I doubt you were in a state of mind to conjure something made of an element you aren’t familiar with. It will get better—easier, actually. The longer you’re here, we will work on things; and you might find your magic will like its surroundings.”

      Why would her magic like its surroundings? And why had it conjured obsidian? She’d only asked for something pointy to stab out Belias’ stupid eyes. Maybe it did because they were surrounded by it? So many questions whirled around her head. Why wasn’t she angry? Asmodeus’ kind words and his hopeful expression put her more at ease than they should.

      He kidnapped you, don’t let Stockholm syndrome set in this soon.

      “Well, hopefully, I won’t be here that long,” she said, making her tone harsh. 

      “Yes, well…” He paused as if searching for the words. “Regardless, we will work on it.”

      “We? You took me from my home. Why would I ask for your help?”

      “Why wouldn’t you ask the King of Gods for help with your godly gifts?” Asmodeus said in his stern king’s voice. 

      “Gifts? Gods?” She shook her head. “I’m a witch, that is all.”

      He stepped toward her and grasped both her shoulders. She didn’t shy away from the embrace and looked up into his eyes. “You are so much more.”
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            Ellea

          

          SECOND DAY IN HEL

        

      

    

    
      Ellea felt languid in a soft bed, its silken sheets caressing her body, so different from Ros’ rough bites against her skin and the harsh snap of his hips. Each desperate thrust pushed her up the pillowy bed. He was desperate in his fucking, chasing her release as much as his own.

      Everything became fuzzy before she was able to beg for more. Anxiety overtook the bliss that was crashing against her. She blinked in the darkness, trying to remember why she was scared, what she should be worried about. The answer was so close she could taste it, but it slipped away as her stomach fluttered and her legs clamped around Ros’ strong body. She searched for his mouth, needing it on hers to swallow the pain and her cries of pleasure. Yanking him by the hair, she pried him from her breast that he was so focused on. He moaned into her kiss as her fingers raked up his strong back. 

      “More, I need more.” She broke from his mouth, lifting her hips so he could go harder, deeper. 

       He growled against her throat and became more erratic with his movements. “I need you.”

      “You have me.” 

      She could barely get the words out as she clamped around his hardness, so close to oblivion, then there was nothing. Her body felt hollow, and sadness replaced the euphoria that was Ros and his cock. 

      “Fuck,” she grumbled into the soft pillow. 

      Ellea closed her eyes tighter, trying to get rid of the sliver of light dragging her from her dream. She searched for Ros’ large arm to hold her tighter and bring her back to it or wake him and demand he finish what his fake self started. The comforter under her hand was ornate and silky, nothing like the comforter they shared. Opening her eyes, she groaned, realizing the spot behind her was empty—and then it hit her. She was in Hel, in Ros’ room, and very alone. 

      She didn’t remember falling asleep, only that she’d fought it off as she waited for Ros to step out of the shadows and bring her home. Boredom eventually took hold, and she’d busied herself with searching through every drawer, every cabinet, and the closets despite Asmodeus giving her the grand tour before he left her for the night. He’d even shown her how to work the bathroom, worried that her realm wasn’t as advanced with their plumbing. It was strange for a king to do such a thing, at least she thought it was. She had even voiced her opinion on the matter, and he’d answered with, “I didn’t want the staff or subjects to overwhelm you on your first day.” Someone cleared their throat behind the closed double doors.

      “She might not be awake yet,” a female voice said in a failed whisper.

      Ellea’s heart began to race as she froze in bed. There were people outside of her doors. Were these the staff Asmodeus had worried about overwhelming her? What did they look like? The only demons she knew of were Ros, Belias, and the one she’d killed. Oh, and Dale. 

      “Florence,” came a familiar, harsh voice. “It’s almost eleven; she has to wake up.”

      “She doesn’t have to do anything,” Florence shot back.

      The sound of their voices faded as they seemed to move away from the doors. Ellea scrambled out of bed and crossed the room on silent feet. She cracked the door open and caught a glimpse of a young female shooing Dale out of the entryway. The door closed behind them, and Ellea was left alone. She closed her door and pressed her back against it, taking in the dark room and steadying her heart. She moved to the window and slowly pulled back the curtains. A large, bright sun hung above the mountain tops outside her window. If there were creatures or people out there, it didn’t show. Even this room held no life, no smell of Ros, only a familiarity in small details. A few posters hung around his room in addition to small and ancient artwork. They weren’t posters like the ones she’d grown up with; they were stitched on faded cloth. One read: 

      
        
        Farquhar - The Demonic Troubadour

      

      

      The landscape in the poster was faded, and she wondered if the troubadour was from Hel since the drawing depicted a bat playing some sort of fiddle. Or had Ros traveled to another realm as a young lad to listen to music? The idea made her laugh as she moved on to the next poster. 

      
        
        The Living Banshees - A Magical Trio

      

      

      Ellea wished she had her phone to look these names up and learn their history—or call Ros and see where the fuck he was. She paused for a moment, steadying her breath, and tried reaching for him with her magic, to feel any inkling that they had some sort of supernatural connection. Her powers always seemed to find him, pull her toward him, but now she felt only emptiness. She fought the burn in her eyes and headed to the attached bathroom. After relieving herself, brushing her teeth, and glaring at herself in the mirror, she walked back to the empty room. She turned in a circle, taking in the room, and sighed.

      Where was Ros?

      She missed him, and this room wasn’t helping. There was no comfort in the many books and trinkets or the massive suit of armor in an alcove. The shirt she’d found in the chest didn’t even help. It wasn’t his, only meant for him; it didn’t smell like him. Asmodeus had said that everything had been refreshed and brought in recently, “Ready for their arrival.” It was as if he had been planning this for a while. When she’d explored the night before, she only gave the clothes meant for her a quick glance before moving on—it was all too much. She also preferred sleeping naked, but it didn’t seem right, considering where she was. Gods knew who might barge in. She’d settled for a shirt meant for Ros. If only she could figure out how to pluck the shirt she’d swapped for the dress when she arrived, like Asmodeus did with his handkerchief. 

      Ellea walked up to the armor that was once Ros’. Asmodeus had avoided it yesterday when she’d asked about it. It was massive, and stood as tall as Ros on its stand. She ran her palm across the breastplate to the teeth of a snarling wolf that decorated the middle. Two swords crossed behind the well-detailed head, and some phrase was embossed in a circle around it. It was in a language she couldn’t understand. A large greatsword was sheathed at the armor’s side. Its black handle swallowed up the light as if it was made from night, and a glint of gold sparkled when she removed it partially from its sheath.

      Sheath? Scabbard? Ew, no, that can’t be right.

      She thought about hunting down a book on the anatomy of a sword as she pulled the handle. It hissed as she freed it fully from its holder, then the loudest and most embarrassing clunk sounded through the silent room as she dropped it to the floor. It was so much heavier than she’d thought it would be.

      Her heart beat aggressively and her ears rang as she looked around the room. She expected Dale or the king to barge in and scold her for being a silly girl. Ellea chuckled softly at the thought before turning back to the gold sword that glinted from the dark carpet. She took a steadying breath as she crouched closer to it. It wasn’t just gold, it had black veins of rock swirling through the blade. 

      “Obsidian,” she whispered to herself as she traced the veins with her finger. 

      It was beautiful, sharp, and very heavy. She tried her best to lift it without slicing her foot off. Carefully, she used two hands to guide it back into its sheath. 

      “Fucking Hel,” she cursed, wiping her sweaty hands against her shirt. 

      How could she ever wield such a weapon?

      Why would I need to wield such a weapon?

      She shook her head, ridding herself of the thought. She was in Hel in nothing but a t-shirt—proof that anything was possible. At least she wasn’t in the presence of a king. Her stomach growled, interrupting her thoughts. 

      “Pants, then coffee,” she said to herself. 

      Ellea could conjure leggings, the dress wasn’t that hard yesterday. She would need to since the only thing in the chest and closet were dresses and clothing she wouldn’t want to wear while trying to figure out what to do next. Stilling her thoughts, she went to work. Snug, soft fabric hugged her curvy legs and formed around her lower stomach. She smiled at the familiar feeling of stretch and support. Now a sweater; it wasn’t cold here, but she missed the comfort of her favorite sweaters from the cabin. 

      After a few minutes of summoning, she was in a thin gray sweater, leggings, and a replica of her favorite boots. Now food. It had always been hard for her to summon, and she didn’t usually work on cooked food. She’d never tried to summon coffee; she actually loved the steps it took to make her favorite lattes. Grinding specific beans and the smell surrounding her in the kitchen was all part of the magic, so to speak. She didn’t have much of a choice now; she could either summon coffee or leave her room and walk through a castle that held demons and people she didn’t know. 

      Ellea looked around the room and found two glass cups on a tray near one of the windows. She brought one over and sat back on the couch. She planted her feet firmly on the ground and held the cup between her hands. She took a shuddering breath and envisioned her favorite coffee: espresso, milk, and she could go without the sugar if she had to. 

      Closing her eyes, she thought of the smells she loved so much, their richness and earthiness. The warmth of a cup in her hand surprised her. When she opened her eyes, she cursed, “Fuck.”

      It looked like warm mud water. Sniffing it, she scrunched her face and brought it to the bathroom to dump out. It seemed she would have to leave the room after all. She could wait for Dale or the woman, Florence, to come back, but her stomach groaned at the thought of waiting any longer. She crept out of the bedroom and headed toward the ornate double doors. Holding her breath, she slowly opened the door and peeked through the opening. 

      Looking to her left and right, there wasn’t a soul in sight. She stepped into the hallway and released a sigh, unsure if she was happy or worried about the lack of people. She retraced her steps, heading the same way she and Asmodeus had come from the night before, past the large windows with their beautiful landscape, around the corner, and to the doors. She cracked them open and crept in. She was once again greeted with no sound, so she continued into the throne room. 

      Ellea paused for a few breaths after the door gave an ominous click behind her, waiting to see if anyone was there. The room was massive and she couldn’t see into any of the shadows, but she didn’t hear anything. It was deathly quiet and dark, the only light coming from above the main throne. She wondered why there was one separate from the other three, a question she filed away for later as she quickly walked past it. She didn’t let the thought of Belias cross her mind, trying to not wonder if he made it back from wherever his uncle had sent him. 

      Ellea went through the door, leaving the foreboding room that held too much history behind. Only one more door until she was in the room Asmodeus had originally brought her to. Ellea crept down the obsidian hallway and paused outside the doors. She thought about knocking, but instead she barged through and stepped inside. She turned toward the desk, ready to greet the king. 

      But no one was there. She frowned. How had she made it all this way without running into anyone? Placing her hands on her hips, she walked the perimeter of the room. She peeked curiously at the books crammed into their shelves and stopped at his massive desk. She turned toward the windows where similar scenery of valleys and hills greeted her. To the left, the mountains and valleys transitioned into a coastal landscape. She could see a hint of what could be a beach or a large body of water. She pressed her forehead against the glass, trying to get a better look, but it wasn’t easy to see. 

      Ellea headed toward the unknown door to her left. It was shrouded in shadows. Beyond it lay rooms and halls she hadn’t visited yet. Holding her breath, she reached out a hand and grasped the wolf-shaped doorknob. 

      “What are you doing?” came a whisper in her ear.
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          EIGHT DAYS WITHOUT ELLEA

        

      

    

    
      Ros’ nose twitched as Ellea’s hair tickled his face. He held her tighter. Waking up to someone was a feeling he never knew he needed. It was as though the world was where it needed to be. There was no one to hunt, nothing to avoid, and no fears, only the comfort of lying with someone whose heart beat with his. He didn’t mind her worse-than-usual morning breath, only thought of what they would do today. 

      Yesss, a voice hissed in his head. 

      His eyes popped open, and all he could see was a blurry version of Billy’s blazing amber irises and the smirk on her wide muzzle. Ros’ heart dropped as he looked down to see Garm’s large head on his chest. He groaned and rolled away. His heart continued dropping, but he pushed the anger away and reminded himself that he would get to her soon. 

      No! Billy protested. I was about to join you two. 

      “Gross, Billy.” He got out of bed and headed toward the bathroom. 

      Their mumbling was barely audible as he splashed cold water on his face. A shower was tempting even though he’d already showered the night before with help from Sam. The shower and his rage had quickly sobered him up, but they hadn’t been able to stop the twinge of a headache behind his eyes. 

      Last night, Devon had quickly briefed them as Ros dried off and batted Sam away from drying his hair. 

      “You’ll catch a cold if you go to bed with your hair wet,” Sam had said. 

      Ros had ignored him and crawled into Ellea’s bed, laying his wet head on the pillow. He’d grabbed the one she usually used and hugged it to his chest.

      How did Garm slide into bed without me knowing?

      He shook his head and thought about what the day would bring. They would portal to where Billy said the last known entrance to the road to Hel was. It had been a few thousand years since she had been there, and no one was sure how different the area would be since life had changed vastly since then. That was the easy part. Next, they would begin the journey. Based on Billy’s calculations, it would take about five days on foot if they traveled by day and only rested at night.

      Sam would be here soon with supplies from the farm—tents, food, water canteens—and Ros would pack a few weapons. They would have to try and reserve as much of their magic and strength as they could for when they crossed into his father’s kingdom. No one knew what type of battle would ensue once they got to the castle, but Ros was more concerned about what would happen on the road. Billy had said that the last leg of their trip would be the hardest. Leftover powers from the Gods would do their best to stop them from reaching the end.

      Ros wasn’t sure how she’d done it by herself so many times or why she, a familiar, would go to Hel at all. Apparently, she and Garm were keeping a big secret about Billy’s past, but he would worry about that later. Right now, he just wanted to get to Ellea. 

      He still hated that Sam and Devon were coming along, but lucky for them, he had been a little too drunk to argue. They loved Ellea and wanted to help in any way they could, so he understood—still hated it, but he got it. In Sam’s absence, three of his betas were going to oversee the pack and town while they were gone. He’d even given a heads-up to a couple packs on the west coast that he trusted. They were going to travel closer to be on standby if something happened while they were out of reach. 

      Billy had visited Felix and Jadis at some point in the night and let them know some of the plan, but not all of it. She only wanted to make sure the council was aware that Glenover would be left without its strongest. Unsurprisingly, they hadn’t been concerned. 

      Ros ran his fingers through his hair, pushing it away from his face. It quickly fell forward, and he growled, pushing it back again. He didn’t have time or patience for his hair to be uncooperative. There was enough to deal with, like tight-lipped demons and beasts encouraging a threesome. Looking to the right of the vanity, he saw one of Ellea’s hair ties. There were a few of them scattered across his cabin, and about a hundred scattered across this one. The thought of her thick hair wrapped around his hand caused such a pang in his chest. Swallowing past the lump in his throat, he roughly grabbed the black band and rolled it between his fingers. It had been a few decades since he pulled his hair back regularly.

      Ros placed the hair tie between his lips and teeth, careful not to tear it with his sharp canines. Gathering his hair the best he could, he grabbed the band and tied his locks up into a rough knot. One strand fell forward, and some hair still fell on the back of his neck, but it was better than nothing. A small cough came from behind him, and Ros looked into the mirror to see Sam leaning against the doorframe. 

      “I can cut it if you want.” 

      “It took three months to grow it out of that horrendous haircut you gave me last time,” Ros grumbled. 

      “Yea, well, I tried my best.” 

      Sam assessed Ros, his gaze drifting from his hair to his bare ass. It took too much strength to not turn around and throw a hairbrush at his friend’s head. 

      “Stop ogling me.” He felt self-conscious enough as it was, failing at every turn, drinking like he was a young demon who had just lost his mother. 

      “The tattoo came out good.” 

      “I would hope so, you picked it out.” 

      He had. When Ros was drunk (again) on the third or fourth night without Ellea, Sam had convinced Ros and Devon to go to a local tattoo parlor. The whole night was a blur, and the next morning, Ros had woken up with a snarling wolf on his left butt cheek. Thankfully, it was right under his waistline and his pants hid it. 

      “I meant the one you got while you were sober.”

      Sam walked into the bathroom and gripped Ros by the shoulder. He studied the intricate design that started at the base of his neck, a crescent moon whose tips pointed and flowed like his shadows up into his hairline. Flowing from there, down his spine, was the design that matched his mother’s sword, the sister sword to his own. Each sword forged by the Gods had its own look and none were the same. They were similar, but the veins of power that ran through the chosen metal created a path on its own. He had gone back to the tattoo artist after the drunken night, and every night that came after another day of failing Ellea.

      Sam slapped Ros on his bare ass, jerking him from his thoughts. He suppressed his yelp with an angry growl. 

      “Put your pants on. We can’t have Billy distracted.” 

      “You’re the one that put me to bed naked,” Ros snapped. 

      “You always sleep naked.” Sam shook his head as he walked away. 

      Ros was sure Billy had glimpsed plenty over their time together as a weird, mismatched group that didn’t understand boundaries. Devon was the only one who hadn’t seen Ros fully naked—yet. 

      Ros headed to the bedroom and grabbed his favorite jeans from the chair in the corner. The house had worked through the night cleaning clothes, weapons, and for some reason, stacking about ten romance novels next to his daggers. Nine daggers in total lined up neatly in a row, all silver except for one. The black obsidian dagger was his favorite and oldest weapon. Spinning it once in his hand, it disappeared with a whisper of his shadows. He did the same with four more and then packed one in each boot. The last two would go downstairs for Devon and Sam to use. Grabbing his bag, he shoved his clothes, a few hair ties, and toiletries in the dark canvas sack. The sound of his friends bickering was quickly becoming louder, and he mumbled a prayer for strength. 

      Soon, they would be back, and the cabin would no longer feel so empty. Even with his friends circling around him, it had never felt right. A warm breeze tickled his neck, and he turned before crossing the threshold. The stack of books caught his eye, and something tugged at his chest, causing his shadows to shudder around his

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/tp-ebook-pages-02.jpg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Playlist
      


      		
        Glossary
      


      		
        Glenover
      


      		
        Halifax
      


      		
        Southern Hel
      


      		
        Northern Hel
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Content and Trigger Warning
      


      		
        Part I
        
          		
            1. Rosier
          


          		
            2. Ellea
          


          		
            3. Ellea
          


          		
            4. Rosier
          


          		
            5. Ellea
          


          		
            6. Ellea
          


          		
            7. Rosier
          


          		
            8. Ellea
          


          		
            9. Ellea
          


          		
            10. Rosier
          


          		
            11. Ellea
          


          		
            12. Rosier
          


          		
            13. Ellea
          


          		
            14. Ellea
          


          		
            15. Ellea
          


          		
            16. Ellea
          


          		
            17. Rosier
          


          		
            18. Ellea
          


        


      


      		
        Part II
        
          		
            19. Ellea
          


          		
            20. Rosier
          


          		
            21. Ellea
          


          		
            22. Rosier
          


          		
            23. Ellea
          


          		
            24. Rosier
          


          		
            25. Ellea
          


          		
            26. Ellea
          


          		
            27. Rosier
          


          		
            28. Ellea
          


          		
            29. Ellea
          


          		
            30. Rosier
          


          		
            31. Rosier
          


          		
            32. Rosier
          


        


      


      		
        Part III
        
          		
            33. Ellea
          


          		
            34. Rosier
          


          		
            35. Ellea
          


          		
            36. Rosier
          


          		
            37. Ellea
          


          		
            38. Ellea
          


          		
            39. Rosier
          


          		
            40. Ellea
          


          		
            41. Ellea
          


          		
            42. Rosier
          


          		
            43. Rosier
          


          		
            44. Ellea
          


          		
            45. Rosier
          


          		
            46. Ellea
          


          		
            Epilogue
          


          		
            Epilogue
          


          		
            Bonus Chapter
          


          		
            More Please?
          


        


      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        Want More?
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/tp-ebook-pages-03.jpg
ruler: elizbub
Owellers: the malevolent
description: enless waste,

o
the pifs, fire, and pain m
S

11}4':/.iwinﬂ)m\- N

el lers: supernatumlg only
Q ' ¥ Nl
-~ Ny
% A






OEBPS/images/tp-ebook-pages-01.jpg
q&eﬁODer i".‘ 4
M -l Be ]
S ’ .‘?’ba : + °
\

€ P %
¥

r" 5
e l‘ ]
= N\
4,
-






OEBPS/images/tp-ebook-pages-06.jpg
Dne
tC
SPar

Hfndy
soulb wr
My






OEBPS/images/tp-ebook-pages-05.jpg
YOU WILL TURN
WORLDS UPSIDE DOWN

TRICKY

RINCESS

L.L. CAMPBELL

TRICKY NIAGIC SERIES
BOOK TWO






OEBPS/images/tricky-princess-ebook.jpg





OEBPS/images/tp-scene.jpg





OEBPS/images/tp-ebook-pages-04.jpg
A ruler: Sonmetllon

A7 dwellers: mortals only

ruler: Asmodeus
dmwellers: the qods and
those who 1o longer
wanted to dwell with the
{iving or dead.






