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  Foreword


This book intersects with two other series in my fantasy universe:  The Druid Detective Agency and The Fury of a Vampire Witch
If you haven't read the other series, you can pick them up at any time at theophilusmonroe.com.  
All three series share a common villain / story arc, and while I'm writing them so that you can pick up what was missed if you're aren't reading all three, there may be some spoilers if you read some of the installments between the three series out of chronological order.  
This book follows the events that occur in Bloody Rebels (The Fury of a Vampire Witch #10).  
If you are also reading the DDA or Fury of a Vampire Witch series, and hope to avoid spoilers, I suggest  you (at least) consider reading The Wild Hunt and The Curse and the Cradle, and Bloody Rebels before beginning this book, Devil's Due.
Here is the chronology of the three series after the "Lucifer" villain arc first appeared:
Death to All Monsters (Sebastian Winter #1)
Bloody Fortune (The Fury of a Vampire Witch #9)
Blood Pact (Sebastian Winter #2)
Game Over (Sebastian Winter #3)
Wild Hunt (Druid Detective Agency #6)
The Curse and the Cradle (Druid Detective Agency #7)
Deadly Dolls (Sebastian Winter #4)
Bloody Rebels (The Fury of a Vampire Witch #10)
Devil's Due (Sebastian Winter #5).  
You can find all of the above books at theophilusmonroe.com or by searching for them at your preferred retailer. 
Happy Reading
Theo 






  
  Chapter 1


My lungs burned with each breath of the Void’s impossible air. It pressed against me like static electricity—both thick and insubstantial, as if I were drowning in lightning. Around me, colors bled into one another, forming hues that shouldn’t exist, making my eyes water when I tried to focus on any single point. The Wild Hunt circled us—spectral hounds and armored riders answering to my will—for now.  
Because some of the riders weren’t real. They were manufactured creatures, made by a witch, who I gathered into the hunt to make it strong enough to claim Lucifer, so I can force him into this God forsaken void. 
But the “false” riders wouldn’t last. As each one faded away, my control over the hunt lessened. The less control I had, the more I risked Lucifer overpowering me for control. 
Lucifer rode a spectral steed beside me, his perfect face placid and patient. The prince of lies appeared content to wait for my inevitable failure.
The Hunt moved at my command, circling us both in a tightening spiral. Spectral hounds with ember eyes and smoke for breath snarled and snapped. Behind them rode the armored warriors, ancient beings of legend whose names had long been forgotten, their phantom steeds trailing mist like morning fog across a lake. Their armor rattled—a hollow, distant sound that echoed strangely in the Void.
I felt a tremor in my control as another one of the constructs began to dissolve.
“No,” I whispered, watching as one of the werewolf riders—not a true werewolf at all, but an illusion—began to flicker like a dying lightbulb before evaporating into nothingness.
The witch who’d created these temporary reinforcements warned me that this wasn’t the best idea, but when you’re trying to stop Lucifer from claiming a vampire baby as his new vessel—an indestructible vessel—with plans to usher in the apocalypse, you take any opportunity to force the devil off-world that you can get. 
I knew it wouldn’t last. When you’re fighting something as nasty as the devil, though, you have to take what victories you can and hope you’ll figure out something to use against him later. 
Sure, “hacking” the Wild Hunt probably wasn’t a great long-term plan, but what good is a long-term plan if your enemy’s short-term scheme destroys the world? 
I’d needed the extra strength to capture Lucifer, to drag him into the portal. I didn’t even know where it was taking us. I was pretty sure this “void” was the one I’d heard about, the place of non-existence, the realm between all realms. Worst-case scenario, I’d saved the world. I might have damned myself to an eternity in the Wild Hunt, but at least the world was saved.
But I still didn’t know if Angi was safe. While I still had some power, I needed to leverage it to get whatever information I could as to her whereabouts. Lucifer took her, intent to make her his bride, and knock her up with some kind of demon spawn… but where was she now? I might never escape the Void to save her, but I wasn’t about to give up either. 
The memory of Angi, lost for a decade, recently found, only to be lost again, still fueled me. I pushed harder, commanding the Hunt to tighten its circle. Another construct—this one a makeshift vampire—dissolved into sparks of dying light.
My gauntlet flickered ominously. The crystal embedded in its center—a celestial quartz that Wheatley said could channel divine energy even in unholy places—pulsed weakly. Tiny arcs of blue-white energy sputtered across the metal surface like dying fireflies. I clenched my fist, willing more power through the connection, but the crystal’s light only dimmed further.
“Come on,” I muttered, striking the gauntlet against my thigh. The power surged briefly before settling back into its death throes.
The Hunt responded to my faltering concentration with growing restlessness. The riders shifted in their spectral saddles, their hollow eye sockets turning from Lucifer to me with increasing frequency. The hounds’ growls took on a questioning tone, as if testing the boundaries of my authority.
Cold sweat beaded on my forehead despite the bone-deep chill of the Void. I struggled to maintain my focus, to keep my will wrapped around the Hunt like iron chains. Another construct dissolved—a phantom beast with too many eyes and limbs that bent in impossible directions. Each loss weakened my grip further, like trying to hold water with splayed fingers.
“Problem, Sebastian?” Lucifer’s voice was smooth as honey—but laced with venom. 
I refused to answer, pouring all my concentration into the Hunt. The remaining riders responded, their weapons leveled at Lucifer’s heart. But their movements had become sluggish, reluctant, like children being forced to complete chores they resented.
“They can feel it, you know,” Lucifer continued, his steed galloping silently behind mine through nothingness. “Your control slipping away. The Hunt is ancient, Sebastian. Far older than your brief human existence. You don’t know half of what you’re doing. Once I’m stronger, claiming the hunt will be like taking candy from a baby. And almost as fun.”
The nearest hound growled at him, but the sound lacked conviction.
“Stay back,” I warned, the words scraping my throat like gravel.
I didn’t bother looking at him, but somehow, I knew he was smiling. That sick, close-lipped and deadly grin I’d seen on his face nearly every time I encountered him. 
“The Hunt has always served power, Sebastian.” His was an intimate murmur. “True power. Not borrowed strength. Not temporary alliances with witches and vampires who barely understand the forces they manipulate.”
I tried to tune him out, as if ignoring him might continue to keep his strength suppressed by the hunt. 
Lucifer circled around me, something he wouldn’t have been able to do just minutes before—if minutes passed at all in this place, this void of non-existence. The air—or whatever passed for air in this place—seemed to bend toward him, drawn by some fundamental gravity of evil.
“Tell me where she is!” I held my voice steady, despite losing confidence in my position by the second. 
Another construct dissolved, this one a chimeric thing that had once been three separate beings fused into one grotesque whole. The loss sent a shudder through the remaining Hunt members. A rider at the far edge of the circle halted its steed, its empty helmet turning slowly toward Lucifer, as if awaiting new orders.
Lucifer’s smile widened as he continued circling me, like a shark scenting blood in the water. His horse’s gallop made no sound.
“Where is she?” I demanded again. The question hung between us, as substantial in this insubstantial place as the spectral forms of the Hunt that still circled at my command. I gestured sharply, and the nearest riders pressed closer to Lucifer. “Tell me where Angi is, or I swear I’ll have them tear you apart, piece by piece.”
It was a threat, but I wasn’t sure it had teeth. I didn’t know if destroying him was even possible—but this was the Void. Did he know any better than I did what was or wasn’t possible in this realm? 
“Such passion,” he murmured. “Such devotion. It’s almost... human.”
He spoke the last word like it was a curious specimen he’d found beneath a microscope. I was still human. Just because I was leading the Wild Hunt didn’t mean I’d become anything different. Or did it? In this place, this non-existence, it was hard to say anything was what it was for sure, when everything was nothing at all, and nothingness was everything. 
“Closer,” I commanded, and the Hunt responded. The armored riders pressed forward, their phantom steeds pawing at nothing with hooves that made no sound yet somehow disturbed the fabric of the Void itself. The metal of their armor rattled—a hollow, distant sound that arrived a heartbeat before the actual movement.
The nearest rider, a towering figure in ancient plate that gleamed with an inner light that had nothing to do with reflection, lowered its lance until the tip rested against Lucifer’s impeccable suit, directly over where a human heart would be.
“I won’t ask again.” I emphasized each word with precision. 
Lucifer sighed. “Hell is where your heart is, Sebastian. That’s where she is. That’s where she’s always been.”
My fist tightened around the grip of my gauntlet. Was he saying she was in hell, or in my heart? I didn’t know how he could send her back to hell. The hellgates were sealed. And if he was saying she was in my heart, well it wasn’t what I was asking. Of course she was in my heart, but platitudes wouldn’t save her. 
“Stop speaking in riddles,” I growled. “I know she’s alive. You wouldn’t have gone to such lengths to take her from me again if you didn’t have a plan for her.”
Another construct—this one another vampire rider—dissolved at the edges, its form unraveling like a sweater caught on a nail. The loss sent a tremor through my connection to the Hunt, a hairline fracture in an already cracking foundation.
I pressed harder, mentally seizing control of the Hunt’s former lead rider—the one who commanded the hunt before I had the helm, a figure whose armor was darker than the others, decorated with antlers that spiraled up from its helmet like a crown of bones. At my silent command, it pressed its lance harder against Lucifer’s chest.
“Where. Is. She.” Each word fell from my lips like a stone into a well.
Lucifer glanced down at the spectral weapon pressing against him, then back to my face. His expression remained placid, but something flickered in those ancient eyes—not fear, but a calculating assessment.
“There’s no place like hell, Sebastian,” he said, his voice taking on a mocking, sing-song quality. 
The Wizard of Oz reference only pissed me off more. I wasn’t playing games. I wasn’t asking the devil where he’d taken Angi because I wanted to amuse him. I needed to save her. 
“You’re lying.” The words scraped my throat like sandpaper. “She’s not in hell. She can’t be.”
But even as I spoke, doubt crept in like a thief. What if Lucifer was telling the truth? Just because he was the father of lies didn’t mean he couldn’t selectively tell the truth if it worked to his benefit. 
The thought made my stomach lurch, as if the ground beneath my feet had suddenly dropped away. Which, in this place, was entirely possible, since there’d never been real ground beneath us, anyway. Everything I thought I saw, probably an illusion, a construct of my own imagination. 
“You know what I find fascinating about humans?” Lucifer asked conversationally, as if we were discussing the weather over coffee. “Your capacity for hope in the face of overwhelming evidence to the contrary. I had your wife for a decade, Sebastian. You got her back for a hot minute, I allowed you to have your fun, and then I took her back. You brought us into a realm where nothing exists at all, and yet here you are, still believing you can save her.”
“She’s alive,” I insisted, as much to myself as to him. “And I will find her.”
“You want answers,” Lucifer said, his voice dropping to a whisper that somehow carried perfectly through the impossible acoustics of the Void. “But are you prepared for the truth, Sebastian? Are you prepared to know what became of your precious Angi after l took her from you? Do you really want to know about all the fun we had together? The ways she screamed, not in agony, but in pleasure. Absence made the libido grow fonder, I should say. After all that time, she was so eager to jump into bed with me—“
“You’re lying!” I shouted, my voice cracking on the last syllable. 
“Am I?” Lucifer’s form grew more solid, more defined. I could see the texture of his skin now, the subtle glow behind his eyes. “Shall I tell you how she screamed at first? How she called your name? Sebastian, Sebastian, Sebastian—until your name meant nothing to her. Shall I tell you how that changed? How eventually she came to me willingly? How she begged for my touch?”
“Shut up,” I growled, feeling sweat bead on my forehead beneath the Helm. Its weight seemed to double, triple.
“By the end, she wasn’t calling your name anymore. She was calling mine.”
The rage burst through me like wildfire. I lunged forward, my tactical gauntlet extending its blade as I swung at Lucifer’s throat. The metal passed through him like he was smoke, but my momentum carried me forward, stumbling through his form and into the cold beyond.
“There it is,” Lucifer said, his voice triumphant. “There’s the rage I’ve been waiting for. Feed it to me, Sebastian. Let it consume you.”
I whirled, slashing again, my vision blurred with fury. Each wild swing sent waves of energy from me into the Void—energy I needed to control the Hunt. More constructs vanished, the spectral hounds yelping as they dispersed into nothing. My riders, one by one, lost cohesion and scattered like dust in a windstorm.
“I’m going to kill you,” I snarled, stabbing forward with my blade. “I’m going to end you for what you did to her.”
“What I did to her?” Lucifer laughed. “What makes you think she didn’t enjoy it? What makes you think she doesn’t miss it?”
His form solidified further with each word, with each surge of my anger. The translucency was gone now, replaced by the terrible solidity of what looked like flesh. He was feeding on my rage, on the power I was expending in my futile attacks.
“She loves me,” I said, but the words felt hollow even as they left my lips. Had Angi changed? Had she told me the truth about what she’d gone through in hell? It had been a long time. What if Lucifer took her back, and old habits came back, old patterns she’d used to try to cope with her hellish existence returned.
“She endured me,” Lucifer corrected, circling me as more of my Hunt dissolved. “And in enduring, she became mine in ways you’ll never understand. Do you think the woman who shares your bed now is the same innocent you lost? Do you think she hasn’t been... improved by her time with me?”
The Horned Helm slipped, tilting on my head as my concentration faltered. I reached up to steady it, and in that moment of distraction, Lucifer was on me, his now-solid hand closing around my throat.
“Your rage makes me stronger,” he whispered, his breath like ice against my ear. “Your hatred feeds me. Your love for her weakens you. It always has.”
I struggled against his grip, feeling the Hunt slipping further from my control. The remaining riders circled aimlessly, their purpose forgotten as my will weakened. The Helm grew heavier with each passing second, its power straining against my failing resolve.
“She... never... belonged... to you,” I choked out, clawing at his hand with my gauntlet.
Lucifer’s laughter filled the Void, a sound like breaking glass and tearing flesh. “Oh, Sebastian. She will always belong to me. Every time she flinches from your touch, every time she stares into the distance, every time she wakes screaming in the night—that’s me. That’s my mark on her soul.”
With a final surge of effort, I drove my knee upward, connecting with Lucifer’s midsection. It was like striking stone, but the impact was enough to make him release me. I staggered backward, gasping for breath in air that felt too thick, too empty.
The Helm tilted dangerously, its power fluctuating as my control wavered. I reached for the riders with my mind, trying to reestablish dominance over the Hunt, but it was like grasping at smoke.
“You see now, don’t you?” Lucifer asked, his form now fully materialized, glowing with stolen power—my power. “You never had a chance. The Hunt was never truly yours to command. And Angi was never truly yours to save.”






  
  Chapter 2

DONNIE


I paced the cramped motel room like a prisoner in a cell, wearing a path between the bathroom door and the stained window. My fingers trembled from too much caffeine and too little sleep. The weight of Sebastian’s absence pressed against my chest, making each breath a struggle. Every time I blinked, I saw him again—helm gleaming on his head, that determined look in his eyes as he dragged Lucifer through the portal. The image haunted me, a ghost I couldn’t exorcise no matter how many cups of gas station coffee I downed. And faith, as Sebastian always said, wouldn’t mean a damn thing if we didn’t act on it. 
“Let me get this straight,” Wheatley said, arms folded tight across her chest, her expression pure Nebraska skepticism. “Sebastian stole the Horned Helm, hijacked the Wild Hunt, and then dragged Lucifer—the actual devil—into some kind of void between worlds?”
I clicked my pen rapidly, the sound filling the silence like machine-gun fire. My eye twitched. “Well, when you say it like that, it sounds crazy.”
“It is crazy,” she shot back.
The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting a sickly glow that made everyone look like they were one foot in the grave already. The motel room smelled of stale coffee and the half-eaten box of donuts I’d stress-purchased from a 24-hour convenience store. 
Tracy was cleaning her flamethrower. Until recently, she’d been guarding a blood leech in California, keeping the thing alive, because if it died, Sebastian’s “immunity” to Lucifer’s power would fade. Now that Sebastian and Lucifer were off-world, the attacks on the leech’s position by Lucifer’s lackeys had ceased. According to Tracy, they hadn’t faced any real threat in weeks. As Lucifer got closer to his goal, since he’d reacquired Angi, dealing with Sebastian wasn’t on the top of his priorities. 
Then again, it’s hard to know what the devil might have been thinking. All I knew or cared about was that Tracy answered Wheatley’s call when it came in. After Sebastian ran off with Aisling’s Horned Helm, and I high-tailed it out of Missouri with Ursula to help Sebastian thwart Lucifer’s plans to steal the baby he’d impregnated the vampire Mercy with, Aisling convinced Wheatley that we’d both made a grave mistake. Wheatley contacted Tracy, the only other hunter she really knew besides Sebastian and me, to track us down. 
It just so happened that they showed up about a day too late. Lucifer had already arrived, attempted to steal the baby, and Sebastian used the Wild Hunt to drag the devil off-world into the Void. In one sense, their timing sucked. We could have used them sooner. Looking at it another way, they arrived just in time. 
Now we were working on a way to rescue Sebastian, bring him home, help him save Angi, all the while leaving Satan trapped in the Void, or as I preferred to call it, the phantom zone. 
If it was good enough to hold General Zod, maybe it would keep Lucifer off-world for a while, too. Then again, we all know how it worked out for Zod. He escaped, showed up on earth, and nearly took over Earth. Would have, too, if Superman hadn’t stopped him. 
Thank God for Superman. Where would any of us be without him? 
I watched Tracy work. She was like a brilliant, beautiful beast of a woman. All I could handle and more. She really put the motion in my ocean, the wiggle in my jiggle, the cream in my eclair. 
My fingers drummed an anxious rhythm on the table as I resumed pacing. Aisling O’Connell perched on the edge of the bed, her ethereal beauty at odds with the tacky floral bedspread. Her green eyes followed my movements, thoughtful and concerned. “These accommodations are lacking. Granted, I didn’t expect we’d match the luxury of the vampires we just assisted, but I didn’t expect we’d shack up with roaches.” 
“You know why we’re staying in this dump instead of with the local vampire coven?” I asked, unsure how to even respond. “Because being there would be like being a donut at a Weight Watchers convention.” I gestured to the half-empty box. “And I, friends, am a glazed chocolate with sprinkles.”
Nobody laughed. Not even a courtesy chuckle.
“D-Money’s jokes fall flat again,” I muttered to myself.
“I’ll sprinkle that long john any time!” Tracy piped up.
“Now, that’s my donut hole!” 
Wheatley was about to say something, but for some reason found herself momentarily without words. Finally, she spat it out. “Anyway. I’m not sure you finished explaining everything that happened with Lucifer and the baby.” 
I rubbed the back of my neck, inhaling deeply. “Right. So, we tracked down Mercy—she’s this vampire who got pregnant, which shouldn’t be possible, but hey, that’s what we do, right? The baby had no soul, which made it the perfect vessel for Lucifer. Indestructible. Immortal.”
Tracy looked up, her red hair catching the light. “An empty vessel. Like a supernatural Airbnb.”
“Exactly!” I pointed at her, grateful for the analogy. “Except instead of leaving a bad review and stealing the towels, Lucifer intended to use his new lodgings to inaugurate the apocalypse.”
Aisling’s voice was soft, but commanding. “Continue, Donnie. How did Sebastian manage to wield the Horned Helm? I realize it was foolish of me to leave it unguarded, but I never expected he’d take it, and if anyone did, it’s not just anyone who can wear it and wield the Wild Hunt effectively.”
I swallowed hard, avoiding her piercing gaze. “Honestly, I kind of gave him the idea. I’d heard you mention it might be useful against Lucifer if it was strong enough. How he controlled it, well, that man has more willpower than the pope. He’s spent most of his adult life doing whatever it takes to save his wife. He’d risk everything, even his soul, if it meant keeping Angi safe.”
Her expression remained unreadable, but the temperature in the room seemed to drop several degrees.
“Then the baby made the portal to the Void?” Wheatley tilted her head. 
“Right!” I added. “But not just like that. Mercy used a spell to call her dead druid progeny out of vampire hell. She gave him the body, so Lucifer couldn’t take it. Then, somehow, the baby cast the portal. Looked like it was instinct more than anything for him. Sort of like spitting up, or nursing.” 
My mind wandered. Imagining Mercy Brown nursing her baby. Bad Donnie. I really try not to visualize things like that. Seriously! But you know. I’ve never met someone so ice cold who could be so steaming hot as Mercy Brown. 
I’m not usually into older chicks—though I’d never turn down a no-denture adventure given the chance—but vampires like Mercy only got more beautiful with age. 
Thankfully, Tracy didn’t catch on that my mind had wandered to the twin-peaks of another region. I quickly fixed my eyes back on her heavenly hills. 
“So the baby got a soul, which ruined Lucifer’s plan A,” I continued. “But we never got a chance to learn what Plan B would be. After that, the other witch, the one who makes illusions from blood, created a bunch of fake monsters, Sebastian gathered them into the hunt, and snatched up Lucifer like a creepy dude in a windowless van. I swear, it happened so quickly, the devil didn’t even get a chance to ask for candy.”
“Your metaphors are weird,” Wheatley added. “But I think we get the picture.” 
I cleared my throat. “Technically, it was a simile.”
“Huh?” Wheatley tilted her head.
“I used ‘like,’ and if you use ‘like’ or ‘as’ it’s a simile, not a metaphor.” 
Tracy smirked. “Donnie’s like the cream between two oatmeal patties. But he’ll always be my honey bun.” 
“A simile and a metaphor all at once!” I beamed. “It’s the best of both worlds, like a deep-fried twinkie!” 
“You can be my twinkie too.” Tracy winked at me.
“Any time, my box of ho-hos.” 
“All for my package of ding-dongs!” 
“By the gods,” Aisling shook her head. “Are you two done, yet? If you start moving on to British deserts, neither the metaphors nor the similes will get any more pleasant.”
Tracy smirked. “Well, his isn’t spotted!” 
“My what?” I asked.
“Never mind!” Aisling insisted. 
I shrugged. Not sure what I had that wasn’t spotted, except for most of me. Only my butt, on occasion, if I wear too much silk. Makes me break out. But I won’t grace just anyone with a vision of my pimpled posterior. That kind of blessing has to be earned. 
I paced the length of the dingy motel room, wearing a path in the thin carpet between the door and the bathroom. My mind raced faster than my feet, churning through impossible scenarios. Getting into the Void was something we might be able to pull off, I knew a couple ways to pull it off, but saving Sebastian, much less finding him, and getting him home without letting Lucifer out was a bit much to get my mind around. Especially since I was contemplating a mission into a dimension of time and space where there was no time and space as we knew it, where existence itself wasn’t governed by the rules of the only world I really knew. 
“Would you please sit down?” Wheatley’s voice cut through my thoughts. She sat cross-legged on one of the twin beds, surrounded by a circle of crystals. “Your pacing is disrupting the energies.”
“Disrupting the energies?” I snorted, but stopped moving. “Sebastian is trapped in the freaking Void with actual Lucifer, and you’re worried about my footsteps messing with your crystal mojo?”
Wheatley’s green eyes flashed. “Your footsteps are creating vibration patterns that interfere with the enchantments. So yes, Donnie, I am worried, because we’ll need this crystal mojo if we’re going to ever find and save Sebastian.” 
“Sorry,” I muttered, collapsing into the chair by the window. “I just... I can’t believe he’s gone. I sort of took him for granted, you know? Figured he
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