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            Devil in Disguise

          

          Devil’s Own Book Four

        

      

    

    
      You’re Lucifer’s daughter. That’s bad, right? Could get worse, if you asked Ashmielle, the devil’s own.

      

      Her soul’s been splintered and she’s addicted to consuming souls.

      

      Samazrael, her soul mate and bodyguard has finally Ashmielle again, only to lose her to her addiction and a demon gone bad.

      

      These two will need a little help. Devil in disguse...

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Ashmielle

        

      

    

    
      Electricity ricocheted through my body like a wild beast. I screamed.

      Heph’s mad cackle was everywhere. Flashes of light from the cage blinded me.

      Why was I still in the cage? Samazrael had saved me. I knew he had.

      Heph’s face appeared in front of me, and I lashed out, shouting for him to get away.

      “You’re safe,” a voice grunted, gently capturing my wrist. “Millie, it’s alright. Just a nightmare.”

      I shot upright, expecting to see the bastard, but we weren’t in the cage. Sharp pain engulfed my back a second later.

      I gasped at the sensation.

      “Easy,” Samazrael’s growling voice uttered to my right. “Easy. Don’t try to move yet.”

      I winced, squeezing the hand he slipped into mine. I tried to speak, but the pain rippled through me from my head to my toes. I buried my face in the blankets, trying to understand what was tearing my body apart. Why was I on my stomach? I glanced past Samazrael’s worried frown and his solid black eyes to the room beyond. This wasn’t the safehouse in New Mexico. Where were we?

      My wings jerked, and I shrieked, pushing off the bed—or trying to. A quick glance over my shoulder showed me why I was lying on my stomach. My wings, which had once been so beautiful and powerful, were covered in dried blood. The leathery skin was torn in several places. However, it had started to stitch itself back together from the look of it. Metal rods were attached to the tops, holding the bones in place. They fluttered, and I bit back another screech, the jarring pain chasing away the last of the haziness of unconsciousness.

      Samazrael said my name, and I turned toward him. His face was contorted amid the rage taking hold of him. His black eyes were bottomless pits of murderous intent. The longer I held his gaze, the more the darkness steadily gave way to that glowing sea green I’d fallen in love with. His lips parted like he wanted to speak, but the words never came. I was going to ask him what happened, but a flash of the fight came back to me.

      That horrible cage. I’d been trapped in a cycle of torture, and Heph had been there, so had Samazrael and Lucifer. I strained to recall how we got out of there. Everything was fuzzy. A few random details returned to me, and my pulse raced.

      “Dahlia,” I breathed, my heart breaking as my voice did over her name.

      Samazrael gave me a confused look.

      “Her grace, Heph stole it,” I whispered. “He used it to power the cage.”

      He pulled me into his arms the best he could, running his fingers through my hair.

      “And her soul,” I went on, the words tumbling out of my mouth. “He gave it to the Order. She’s gone, right? They wouldn’t have held onto her?”

      “I don’t know,” he replied quietly. “We can talk about it later.”

      I let my head fall to his shoulder, trying to remind myself I was safe, and so was Samazrael. I wanted nothing more than to soak in the heat from his body, but Heph’s plan came back to me in a rush.

      I pushed away, trying to stand.

      Samazrael’s growl rumbled through his chest, and he eased me back onto the bed.

      “Your wings haven’t healed yet. You’re not supposed to be moving around too much.” His eye twitched, and the muscles in his neck were tensed about as bad as his jaw.

      “Lucifer, is he here? I need to talk to him. Heph’s plan, he’s going to break open Hell. He wants to take over the surface.” I made to stand a second time, but Samazrael blocked me in.

      “I’ll find him, but you need to lie back down.”

      Aside from my wings, the rest of me felt fine. Why did he look so pissed? A strange tightness started in my gut. Before I had a chance to tell Samazrael, my limbs seized, and the same pain that woke me struck me all over again. My claws burst from my fingertips, digging into the bed and Samazrael’s hand. I tried to let go, but he only held on tighter.

      I snapped my jaws, my gums aching from where my fangs sprouted abruptly. I waited for flames to follow, but there were no sparks. There wasn’t even a rush of heat. A hollow sensation like someone punched a hole through my chest was there to greet me instead. Reality shattered the splinter of hope I’d been holding onto that I’d made it away from Heph unscathed.

      I clutched a hand to my chest, struggling to get air in my lungs. The excruciating agony tore through my limbs and left my joints aching. Tears seeped from my eyes. Something slick coated my right hand. Belatedly, I realized it was blood—Samazrael’s blood.

      “Let go,” I rasped.

      “Not happening,” he growled.

      I snarled, each jerk of my body only adding to the torment. Staying still was impossible, and no matter what I did, my wings wouldn’t retract. Just when I thought the pain would go on forever, it ebbed, and I collapsed to the bed, a cold sweat covering my face. I shivered, a chill seeping into my bones. Samazrael’s fire wound around me seconds later. More coated the hand that cupped my cheek, smoothing my hair from my face.

      “He took it,” I whispered, my voice shaky. “It’s gone. All of it’s gone.”

      Samazrael nodded stiffly, his eye twitching far worse now. “I failed you.”

      “I’m alive,” I pointed out, trying to smile despite the lingering echo of discomfort in my bones. “And so are you.”

      I tugged him closer to the edge of the bed. He hesitated, then gave in, gently pressing his lips to mine. He was trembling, probably out of trying to keep his rage from exploding. I tried to check his wounded hand, but he growled, his eyes glowing.

      “Don’t.”

      “I hurt you,” I said.

      “I’ll heal.” He looked like he wanted to say more but kissed my forehead. “Sleep. I won’t be far.”

      “Where are we?”

      “New safe house. It’s well-guarded. Heph won’t find us here.”

      “Why aren’t we in Hell?”

      His eye twitched, and the look in his black eyes turned murderous. “Long story.”

      I wanted to push, but Samazrael already looked ready to lose it. Exhaustion crashed into me the moment I laid my head down, and I passed out.

      When I opened my eyes again, Samazrael wasn’t in the room. There was no pain, either. Well, that wasn’t true. Shifting my wings caused a stabbing ache to shoot through my back and shoulders. Staying as still as I could, I turned my head, taking in the room. It was smaller than the one in New Mexico and had more of a rustic mountain feel. Everything was plaids and dark forest greens. It looked like a large log cabin. A standing mirror stood in the corner, a chest of drawers was beside it, and a door leading to what I assumed was a bathroom was just across from me.

      The door to the left of the bed was cracked open.

      Voices filtered in.

      I craned my neck, biting back a curse at how even that little bit of movement hurt.

      “Hell isn’t safe,” a deep voice said on the other side of the door. It had to be Commander Bones.

      “Do I look like I care? Hell is my domain. No one is going to sit on the throne except for me. We’re returning to Hell.”

      “We don’t know where Heph is,” Bones argued. “Sire, please, he could be waiting for you to return to finish what he started. That sword dealt far more damage than it should have. There’s no way to know what a second blow will do.”

      “Then I’ll take the damned thing and smash it to pieces,” Lucifer snarled. “My brother is not going to steal anything else from me, not while I’m still breathing. You gather your Black Hearts, and you prepare them to return to Hell. That’s an order, Commander Bones.”

      A tense silence followed his words. Bones said something in demonic too fast for me to understand, then heavy steps retreated away from the bedroom door.

      “What about Ashmielle?” Samazrael asked.

      “The moment I ensure Hell is secure, you’ll bring her to the fortress. The time for running around on the surface is over. Heph believes me weak. It’s time to show him how wrong he was.”

      “I’m not going to put her life in danger,” Samazrael warned.

      A loud thud shook the walls, and a fierce growl made the hair on my arms stand on end. “Neither will I, but her place is in Hell, and that’s where you’re going to bring her.”

      “And what if Heph isn’t the only one ready to betray you?”

      A second thud knocked pictures off the walls in my room, sending them crashing to the floor and breaking the glass panes. “Hell will be purged of any demon who believes him above me. I am Lucifer, King of Hell and all its demons. Heph is nothing more than a traitorous imp with a sword powered by my daughter’s Hellfire and Grace. Without it, he’s just another lowly demon. Anyone who believes he’s stronger than I am will come to learn the truth at the end of my claws.” More steps moved down the hall. “I’m sure I don’t have to tell you to watch over her until I send word.”

      Samazrael’s deep-throated growl had me wondering if he and Lucifer were about to get into a fight in the hall.

      “You’re lucky I’m feeling merciful. Otherwise, you’d be finding yourself back in your cell.”

      I flinched, wanting to get up and yell at Lucifer that he wasn’t going to lay his hands on Samazrael, but my arms gave out, and I collapsed back to the bed.

      “One moment of weakness, and this is what happens,” Lucifer whispered just loud enough for me to hear. “You’re out of chances, Samazrael. One more fuck up, and you’ll never see the outside of a cell again. Soul mate or no soul mate.”

      “You’d be damning your daughter.”

      “Then I suggest you think about that the next time you let a traitor get close enough to throw her through a portal and straight into the hands of the enemy.” There was another round of growls and the air in the cabin pulsed with heat making me break out in a sweat. The heavy presence that alerted me to Lucifer disappeared, and I sucked in a quick gasp of air.

      Outside in the hall, Samazrael cursed the harsh words of demonic grating on my ears. It wasn’t his fault Cara betrayed us. How could he have known she was with Heph? I never suspected anything from her. She’d treated me like a sister when she wasn’t worrying over me. My lip twitched, and my claws lengthened, longing to sink into the bitch’s throat and rip her to pieces. If not for Cara, I might still have my power.

      Needing to get to Samazrael and calm him down, I levered myself up to my knees on the bed. My body protested the movement, muscles tight from lying in the same position for so long. It was dark outside. Had I slept another whole day? Didn’t matter. I eased back on my heels, so I knelt, then rolled my shoulders, trying to make my wings retract.

      Neither moved the way I wanted. I slumped forward, gasping while my limbs trembled from the strain. I shut my eyes and tried again, willing them to fold into my back. With a searing pain that left me seeing stars, my wings finally retreated. Proud of myself for not screaming, I smiled at the tiny victory and maneuvered my legs around, so they hung off the edge of the bed. The floor was cold beneath my bare feet, and I jerked my legs back.

      Right, no more fire. I guessed that meant no more intense body heat either.

      I planted my feet, ignoring the cold the best I could, and pushed off the bed. My back and legs were stiff, but I made it toward the door one slow step at a time. I opened it, using the frame to hold myself up, and stepped through. A wave of biting pain built in my gut then shot out to my limbs.

      I cursed, falling to my knees with a loud thump.

      Footsteps came running then Samazrael was in front of me. “What are you doing?”

      “Making sure you’re not going into a rage you can’t get out of.” I grabbed hold of his arms, biting my lip, and keeping my face tucked so he couldn’t see how bad the episode was. When it ended, I fell forward into his chest, mumbling I was okay. “Sounded like you and Lucifer were having a great conversation.”

      Samazrael’s eyes turned black, and he helped me off the floor. “We’re returning to Hell soon.”

      “I heard. He sure it’s safe?”

      “We don’t exactly have a choice, but no one is getting to you again. Not while I’m breathing,” he whispered roughly, the muscles in his arms and neck starting to bulge.

      I cupped his cheek, forcing him to look at me. He leaned into my hand, the anxious lines etched into his face growing more profound by the second. I willed him to calm down, wanting him to focus on the bond that connected us.

      But when I searched for the warmth that always came to me when I thought of us, nothing but a pit of despair was there to greet me. Confused, I closed my eyes, reaching deep into my soul, searching for the love I had for Samazrael. What I found had me staggering away in disbelief instead.

      I sensed our bond in fragmented parts. They were there one second then flickered away as if carried off like leaves on the wind.

      “I don’t understand,” I whispered. “It feels wrong. Why does it feel wrong?”

      “In stealing your power, Heph shredded your soul,” Samazrael answered, his words heavy with regret and fury. “You won’t be able to feel as you used to, and I-I can’t feel you at all. Your aura, your presence? They’re just gone.”

      No wonder I couldn’t calm him down. There was nothing of me to reach out to the inner turmoil that drove his rage. On the bright side, my anger wouldn’t set off his anymore. From the strained look on his face, trapped between normal and enraged, that wasn’t going to matter. I’d almost died, and he’d had to watch.

      I had to be near him and closed the distance between us. He caught me in his arms, crushing me to his chest while he kissed me with a furious passion that reached into the parts of my soul that remained.

      “You don’t get to leave me,” he growled against my lips. “Never.”

      I could only manage a nod of agreement, then he was guiding us through the cabin and to the bedroom. He bundled me into his arms, then kissed me until the room spun. I was in his arms, and he carried me to the bed. We laid down, side by side, our fingers entwining. Flames slipped from Samazrael’s hands to curl around us. I waited for my own fire to join his. When it didn’t, an emptiness filled me.

      “We’ll get it back,” Samazrael said, then kissed the back of my hand. “Draven, a Fallen who helped us tried to repair your wings, but the damage was severe.”

      I had enjoyed being able to fly, but they were just wings. I’d made it most of my life without them. Being alive and having Samazrael with me was far more important.

      “How bad is it? The pain?” he asked.

      “Tolerable. I’m sure it could be a lot worse.”

      Samazrael growled, hugging me to him, the flames pulsing with his anger. I tried to soothe him as I usually did by tracing the tattoos on his neck and chest, but nothing relaxed his heavily furrowed brow. I yawned, and he whispered for me to sleep. He dragged me onto his body, sat up, and let his wings slip free. They pressed against my back, his warmth and love surrounding me.

      “I’ll kill him,” he whispered, and I sat up, looking into those black eyes I was going to be seeing a lot more of.

      “We’ll kill him,” I amended. “Heph will regret ever thinking he could steal my power.”

      I curled into Samazrael’s chest, planting a kiss on his collar bone. Sleep came for me, and I passed out, trying not to be terrified of what the next few days would bring.
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          Ashmielle

        

      

    

    
      I stood in front of the full-length mirror in the bedroom, tugging on a clean, dark blue long sleeve shirt. My body was covered in bruises and gashes. All of them were slow to heal since I wasn’t carrying heavy-duty firepower anymore. I rolled my shoulders, debating on drawing out my wings to witness the damage for myself, but the door opened behind me.

      Samazrael’s scowl was there to greet me in the mirror.

      “I take it we’re going back to Hell?” I asked.

      “By Lucifer’s command, yes. There’s no sign of Heph, or Cara, or any other demon who stood with him at the warehouse.”

      I gulped, clenching my jaw, fighting no to fall back into the memories of that damn cage. “That’s good, right?”

      “I’d rather they be in Hell. At least then, we’d know where they are.”

      “But it’s Hell. If Lucifer’s back in charge, Heph doesn’t stand a chance of breaking it open.”

      Samazrael shifted on his feet, his eyes darting away. “We need to go. Rollins is waiting for us outside with a portal.”

      I glanced around the warm, cozy bedroom, wishing we could stay here. Not that my quarters in Hell were terrible, but they weren’t exactly homey. Quietly, I said goodbye to the room and headed outside with Samazrael behind me. Rollins was on full alert, his sword already in hand as if he expected an attack to happen at any second. Several more demons, all wearing long black coats, surrounded the open portal. I wondered if the Black Hearts had been here through the night guarding me. I hadn’t seen anyone, but that meant nothing. Taking a deep breath, I walked through the portal and stepped out into Hell.

      We were just outside the fortress where more Black Hearts waited for us. Commander Bones stood by the open doors, speaking angrily with someone who was definitely not a demon. The being with silver hair turned, and I was rooted to the spot by sky-blue eyes. He spotted me, cutting himself off mid-sentence.

      “I see you’ve returned to Hell,” he said, his eyes flicking to Samazrael. “I trust it was quiet last night?”

      “Yes. Thanks for letting us use the safe house,” Samazrael replied. “Ashmielle, this is Draven.”

      “The Fallen who helped us last night, right?”

      He bowed. “I’m also your mother’s brother.”

      It wasn’t hard to see the similarities to Dahlia in his face. I wasn’t even shocked at finding out I had another family member running around. I waited for the anger to rise, knowing he’d been out in the world while Dahlia and I had been on the run. There was nothing, but numbness and I quickly covered up my confusion after noticing Draven and Samazrael watching me closely. “Thanks for trying to save my wings. Samazrael said they were broken pretty badly.”

      “I did what I could, but I’m afraid even my skills weren’t enough.”

      “They’re just wings,” I said, hoping my tone didn’t sound as depressing as I thought it did.

      Draven gave me a sad smile that also reminded me way too much of Dahlia right then. “I won’t keep you. I believe the King of Hell is expecting you,” he muttered, his eyes flaring a bright blue. “Tell him not to exert himself until his wound fully heals,” he added to Bones. “And that if he can’t track down Heph on his own, the Fallen will have to step in.”

      “Heph is a demon. Therefore he’s our problem.”

      “Until he manages to follow through with his plans of unleashing Hell on earth,” Draven snapped, then rubbed his forehead and sighed. “Keep me apprised of the situation. That’s all I ask, Bones.”

      “I will, but you have my word we’ll stop the bastard.”

      Draven turned to me. “Ashmielle, it was good to finally meet you.” White-feathered wings spread from his back, so large they dragged on the ground behind. He walked away from us, set his gaze to the Heavens, and set off. A blue portal appeared over his head, and he flew through it and disappeared.

      So much for a happy family reunion with that uncle. It was probably for the best. The last thing I needed to deal with right then was more family drama.

      “He’s right,” Bones said. “Lucifer is waiting for you in the throne room.”

      “I assume Heph wasn’t here waiting to kill him?” Samazrael asked while the three of us made our way inside.

      “No. No sign of him or his traitors. We’ll find him, don’t you worry about that,” Bones growled.

      “So he’s just on the loose again? That’s great news,” I said sarcastically and rolled my shoulders. A rush of burning heat followed immediately by freezing cold shot through me. I thought for a second we were wrong, and I did have some of my power left, then the pain hit.

      I doubled over as the worst stomachache of my life spread to encompass my entire body. Pins and needles stabbed at my chest and stretched up my neck. When it reached my temples, I gasped, my vision blurring.

      Samazrael held me up, and I dug my claws into his arms without meaning to. I tried to pull back, but his hold on me was too strong. The pain pulsed in time with my racing heart. As quickly as it came over me, a wave of heat shot through my limbs. It faded, and I was left trembling from an icy grip on my body that I couldn’t shake.

      Samazrael’s hands were coated in fire and it wrapped around me, chasing away the biting cold. “Lucifer can wait. You need to rest.”

      “He’s demanded your presence,” Bones said quietly. “He’s in no mood to be kept waiting.”

      “Ashmielle is in no condition to see him in the throne room, not now.”

      “I’m fine,” I said through my chattering teeth. “I’ll be alright, Sammy. Let’s just get this over with. How bad can it be?”

      The conversation I overheard between Lucifer and Samazrael last night came back to me, and I cursed. Lucifer had threatened Samazrael with a cell again. I ground my teeth, my anger rising, but it was the mention of giving into a moment of weakness that left me itching to smack him. I thought I’d broken through to Lucifer. That I was finally reaching the father he could be behind the devil. Maybe I’d heard wrong. But I knew he’d warned Samazrael about messing up again. I might be without power, but Lucifer wasn’t going to toss my soul mate back in the cells, not while I was still breathing.

      The two Black Hearts standing guard outside the throne room crossed their arms at Bones’ arrival then opened the doors. I expected to find Lucifer waiting for us by himself. I presumed it was too much to hope he didn’t want an audience to speak with me after what transpired with Heph.

      I presumed wrong.

      A large, round table was in the center of the room, surrounded by demons. Their dress varied from elegant crimson and black robes to black leather coats to battle-ready dresses covered in chainmail. A few others wore gleaming obsidian armor, their wings out and ready. I assumed these were the elites Samazrael had mentioned a few times before. I’d met them briefly during that awful dinner, but so much had occurred since then that none of them looked familiar, and I certainly didn’t remember their names. Most were marked as Samazrael was, tattoos covering hands, arms, whole faces, and necks. If I hadn’t just been through a terrifying shit show and had my power stolen, this might be intimidating. Instead, I waited impatiently for Lucifer to notice us and say something.

      The King of Hell stood on the far side of the table, his blood-red silk shirt partially unbuttoned and his face freshly shaven. His black hair was slicked back around his horns, and red fires burned in his eyes. He appeared as the devil many humans pictured him as, minus the tail and pitchfork.

      “If Heph’s traitors were in Hell, they’re gone now,” a female spoke up, her voice punctuated by a growl. Her black dress wasn’t cut out for a night on the town, instead it was overlaid with obsidian shoulder guards and matching chainmail at her chest. The slit in her dress let me see the knee-high boots she sported, one showcased a protruding dagger’s hilt.

      “They left no trail to follow,” another said. He was as tall as Samazrael but was built like a wall, his leathery wings folded behind him.

      “The warehouse has also been abandoned,” a third added, his face pinched in anger. “Again, we were unable to pick up a trail. All that remains in the structure is the remnants of the cage.”

      I tensed at the mention of that horrific place.

      Samazrael growled, shifting closer, so our hands brushed. My fingers twined around his, and he gave my hand a firm squeeze.

      The air warmed, and Lucifer’s aura reached out, pulsing with his rage. The demons around the table flinched and dropped their heads in the face of it. Samazrael growled quietly, pulling me back a few steps. Without my own power to push back against Lucifer’s, I found my head lowering and the rest of me ready to bolt out the door.

      Lucifer’s outburst came a second later. He slammed his fists on the table, and fire exploded from them, shooting through the room and throwing the elites back.

      “I will not tolerate these failures,” he bellowed, his voice bouncing harshly off the stone walls. “You will find Heph. I don’t care if you have to tear apart the surface world to do it. Find him and his demons, and you bring them to me. If my brother wants a war, I’ll give him a bloody war.”

      The elites bowed as one, then stormed for the doors, passing Samazrael and me on the way. None of them bothered to look at us. A voice in the back of my head said that was a bad sign. I was, after all, the daughter of Lucifer
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