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      I had always known from a young age that I was different. For as long as I could remember, I was in tune with my mom’s emotions. My mind was connected to hers, and I reacted strongly to her emotions. As a baby and a toddler, I’d been wired to be eerily calm to keep her calm. Though as I got older, that began to wear off some as my stepdad took more and more care of her.

      I imagine for most people, being a half-demon in a family of wolf shifters would be a bit hard, but my mom and my stepdad had both made sure I was included in everything they did. If the pack went on a run, I flew with them. I was never treated differently for being different. I was . . . essentially part of the pack.

      I’d met my grandmother once when I was still a small child. She had come around after my mom and stepdad had been married a few years. I remembered her being vile and cruel when my mom and I still lived under her roof, and that hadn’t changed.

      But she had become greedy. And since my stepdad was so well off, she had come thinking she could get money for basically giving my mom to him.

      That hadn’t gone over well, and I hadn’t seen her since. I had no idea what my stepdad had done to her, but after the vile woman had made my mother cry, I couldn’t imagine it had been anything pleasant.

      If anyone was protective of my mom, it was Felix, my stepdad. He was also her fated mate. A bond like that . . . it was incredible—out of this world.

      My mom was the center of his entire universe, and I knew he’d set fire to the entire earth if he had to for her.

      I guess most kids would be repulsed at the sight of their parents always being so loving towards each other, but both my brothers and I envied them. My brothers had mates out there somewhere in the world, and I envied them for that as well. Love was a sure thing for them.

      Mates didn’t exist for creatures like me. Our souls were supposedly too dark.

      However, I was the anomaly.

      Sure, my sperm donor was a demonic soul who only cared about himself. He’d done the vilest things to my mom for years, which made her conceive me. But her soul was light, as Asmodeus, the demon king, said. She was pure—too pure for the world she’d been thrown into, too pure for the things done to her.

      Which sort of put my soul at war with itself.

      Asmodeus did his best to keep me stabilized so I could be with my mom as long as possible, but we all knew that the time for me to leave her was drawing closer. Because with each day that passed, I grew more and more temperamental, more and more confused. One half of me wanted to hurt people and destroy the light that was in my mother’s soul, and the other half of me wanted to protect her, my brothers, and my stepfather.

      I could never catch a break. In fact, Asmodeus had taken to standing guard in my room as I slept since that was when I was most volatile. It was the one time during the day that I didn’t have control over myself, my dreams, and my emotions.

      Asmodeus was the closest thing I’d ever had to a man outside of my family that cared about me, and though he was centuries upon centuries older than me, I was in love with him.

      And maybe that love was to be my downfall to begin with.

      Because when I saw him hugging my mother one evening, I completely lost control of myself.
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      Mom pressed a kiss to my cheek as she stepped into the kitchen, moving to the coffee pot. She really was the sweetest soul to ever grace this earth. In my mind, not even the Virgin Mary had anything on her. She was pure light, kindness, and love. It radiated from her soul, and as a demon, it repulsed a part of me. The other half craved to be near her in hopes that maybe her light could snuff out that dark part of me that wanted to hurt her.

      I dealt with a constant headache because of it.

      “How are you feeling?” she asked me.

      I’d been cooped up in my room most of the day. I’d woken up with a raging headache and sick to my stomach. It was becoming more and more frequent these days. And with today being my eighteenth birthday, the demonic side of me was completely mature, and it wanted out.

      I was fighting like hell to get out.

      “I’m fine,” I managed, lying through my teeth to her, but I didn’t know what else to do. I didn’t want to worry her. She already worried about me so much, and while I knew that was essentially her job as a mother, I knew she worried about me more than a normal mom should have to.

      Because her daughter was basically a fucking lunatic.

      She frowned at me, seeing right through me. I frowned as well, wishing I could really be okay. She didn’t deserve to have a fuck-up like me as a daughter.

      “Easy,” Asmodeus rumbled, appearing behind me, his warm, calloused palm sliding over my shoulder. “You’re sending out distress signals. I haven’t picked up on one from you since you were a toddler.”

      I swallowed thickly. That wasn’t a good sign. That meant I wasn’t in control anymore.

      Destruction wouldn’t be too far behind.

      My mom forced a smile onto her lips as she looked at Asmodeus. “She hasn’t been feeling well.”

      Asmodeus looked down at me, his black eyes seeing everything I was trying my hardest to hide. He frowned. “No, she hasn’t,” he mused. He pressed his fingertips to my temple, and I sighed at the calm that washed over me. His voice slid through my mind like velvet. Go rest. You’ll be just fine, Faith.

      I opened my eyes again, looking up at him. I ran my eyes over his handsome features. He was clean-shaven today, just like always, and today, his long, ink-black hair was tied back into a low ponytail. A black t-shirt hugged his massive biceps and washboard abs, tapering down to his dark wash jeans that hugged his muscular thighs.

      He really was the most powerful, strong being I’d ever seen in my life. And easily the sexiest, too.

      I grabbed a bottle of water from the pantry. “I’m going to go rest,” I quietly told my mom
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