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        The end is here for Devi Lawson…

         

        Devi may have killed the arch-demon Lythocrax, but in the process, something much worse has been unleashed.

         

        The Divine Agents, rogue angels, have given Devi an ultimatum: join them, or watch Earth crumble to ashes. Preparing for war would be difficult enough without the nether realms getting involved, but two demonic overlords would like a piece of Devi, too. Meanwhile, her warlock partner Nikolas fights a battle of his own, for leadership over Earth's warlocks.

         

        And in the background, an old enemy might not be as dead as Devi thinks.

         

        The celestials want her as their saviour. The demons want her dead. The rebel angels want the worlds to burn. And to save the ones she loves, Devi must make an impossible choice…

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The air always seemed to smell like brimstone these days. Black fragments of demonic residue drifted on the breeze, leaving dark stains on the whitewashed plaster of the nearby houses. The humans were going to have to deal with their new decor, because it wasn’t going away. Not with the war between heaven and hell moving closer to Earth by the day.

      And now, here I was, faced with Faye Carruthers, creator of the website that specialised in stalking the crap out of me and my fellow celestial soldiers, and all I could think of to say was, “Why did you have to let those vampires photoshop a picture of me into a coffin with the caption ‘I’m undying to meet you, Devi’?”

      Fiona grinned. “That one was pretty funny.”

      My best friend’s expression said, ‘OMG, I’m meeting my hero.’ If I wasn’t so bloody tired, I’d have had more to say to DivinityWatch’s creator, especially since Faye was supposed to be a fugitive, on the run from the celestials for summoning a demon and attacking the guild four years ago. I’d long suspected Faye was innocent, but the sight of her in Haven City, wearing ripped jeans and a battered jacket and leaning against a motorcycle, hammered home how batshit the last week had been. She still wore her guild-issued wristbands, stripped of the celestial guild’s emblem, which covered the arrowhead mark on her left wrist. I had an identical mark on mine, but on my right wrist, I bore a demon mark, the same as the celestial mark in reverse. Both were given to me by the same Divinity who’d marked me, then fell from grace to become an arch-demon.

      The arch-demon I’d killed today.

      A nearby car tilted onto its side, and a hulking creature shambled out of its shadow. Demon. Looked like the battle had left a straggler behind.

      “Stand back,” I warned automatically, though Faye was still technically a celestial, expelled or not. Drawing my celestial blade, I leapt onto the car. The demon collapsed beneath it with a high-pitched scream. Child’s play.

      With a lunge, I stabbed downwards. My blade passed through fabric and three terrified-looking vampires rolled out from the rapidly deflating scorpion demon costume.

      “You have got to be kidding me.”

      The three vampires yelped and tried to hide under the car. I lifted my blade and it disappeared, and there came the distinct sound of a phone camera clicking.

      “Look, a battle with hell literally ended five minutes ago,” I said. “You couldn’t wait a little longer to prank me?”

      Actually, there was never a good time to dress up in a demon costume to play a practical joke on someone trained to kill demons, but for immortals, vampires could be alarmingly lacking in common sense.

      Now Faye’s awed expression mirrored Fiona’s, except it was directed at me. I scowled back. “Do you have people from your site following me?”

      “It’s me they’re following,” she said, not cowed by my irritation. “You can’t blame them for wanting a glimpse of the famous Devi Lawson.”

      More like infamous. I turned back to the vampires. “You’re lucky I didn’t scorch your brains out. If you’re going to hang around a battlefield, at least make yourselves useful and help clean up.”

      The vampires scrambled out from under the car and fled. Another camera snapped from somewhere behind me, and I gave Faye an exasperated look. “Last week there was a poll on whether or not I’m hiding a forked tail. You’d think they’d have better things to do with their time, considering we just stopped the apocalypse. Why now?”

      “You want to ask why I came back?” Faye said. “I’ll level with you, Devi: I’ve no intention of going to the guild, and if you turn me in, I’ll make you regret it. But Fiona tells me you’re trustworthy.”

      “The celestials don’t like me much, either,” I said. “You can ask for a list of my accomplishments. Having a forked tail isn’t one of them, though. Sorry to disappoint you.”

      Despite having both demon and celestial magic, I remained human. Just call me Devi Lawson, minor internet celebrity and scourge of rogue demons. And now, slayer of arch-demons.

      Lythocrax, the arch-demon who’d attacked Haven City, lay dead a few streets away—or he had, before he’d turned to ashes. I’d only managed to kill him because another arch-demon had given me her power with her dying breath, which had enabled me to transform into the arch-demon himself and pull the information on his weakness from his own mind. Death was too final a punishment for someone who’d tried to destroy everything I cared about, and killing him would have repercussions I didn’t care to think about right now. My head pounded, my body ached from the beating I’d taken during the fight, and the last thing I needed was to be hounded by vampires.

      “Look, Faye, not to be rude, but what do you want?” I asked.

      “To talk,” she said. “I have information I think you want to hear.”

      “She does,” said Fiona.

      “I don’t want to know the four best positions to have sex with a vampire in, or the size of the Wingless Warlock’s⁠—”

      “Not that kind of information,” said Faye, with an eye-roll. “Look, the site’s a cover, you know that, right? I have real intel. Like who that arch-demon you just killed was working with, for instance.”

      Well, shit. Talk about dangling bait right in front of me. Lythocrax had claimed to be the first arch-demon to fall from the heavens with his divine magic intact, courtesy of some rebel angels called the Divine Agents. If Faye had the faintest clue who they might be, I might find out who was truly responsible for killing my former partner.

      “You’d better be right,” I said. “But I’m not discussing anything confidential in front of the vampires.”

      “I thought not,” she said. “I have somewhere safe to talk. Fiona can vouch for me.”

      “She’s safe,” Fiona whispered in my ear.

      Considering she still wore an expression of hero-worship, I wasn’t completely convinced. But I was tired enough that a meeting in a gutter would be appealing as long as I got to rest my legs. “All right, but I’m bringing my car.”

      “I’ll be waiting here.” Faye put her helmet back on and turned to the motorcycle she’d left parked at the roadside. She must have driven right through a nest of demons, if the brimstone and demon blood all over the exterior was any indication, but she didn’t seem bothered about leaving a trail all over the road. The roads were already a mess of blood and bits of shattered demonglass, after all. Someone who lived in this realm had thrown demonglass around, drawing the enemy right into the streets, but it burned out fast, so there shouldn’t be any danger of a second attack via the same route. I should know, since demonglass was my own power source.

      Fiona followed me back to where I’d parked my car.

      “You can trust her,” she murmured. “The guild set her up. Same as you.”

      “Why did she pick now to show up?” I asked, skirting around abandoned cars. “Does she think I’ll bail her out of prison if the guild arrests her?”

      Faye might be innocent, but I had enough crimes of my own to answer for without adding someone else’s on top of it. Faye and I had initially come from different branches of the guild and had literally been on opposite sides of the planet when she’d been framed, so it made no sense that she’d risked coming here to find me. Unless… unless she knows about them.

      I’d had to dive into an arch-demon’s slimy thoughts to learn who the real enemy was. Faye was a fugitive who shouldn’t know a thing, but it was the only explanation for her choosing to show up now. She had a price on her head worth more than half the celestial guild.

      I found my car, unlocked it, and got in. Fiona climbed into the passenger seat, her hands clenching on her lap. Her own demon mark—from the fire demon who’d nearly taken her life—gleamed on her wrist, a reminder that I wasn’t the only one whose fate was tied to the demons.

      “Just hear her out,” said Fiona, as I started the engine. “She spoke to me because she figured from my demon mark that I’m not with the celestials, but she seems to know a lot about what’s going on behind the scenes.”

      “Might not be a good thing, Fi.” I wove through the street, occasionally beeping at curious humans to get out of the way. “The last thing I need is more publicity. I swear, if she wants an interview involving entertaining awestruck vampires again… wait, that was her idea, wasn’t it?”

      “Nope,” said Fiona. “Anyway, it’s a private chat, not an interview.”

      “If you say so.” Fiona would probably want the private chat more than I did. She’d admired Faye from afar for years, but until today, nobody had actually known the name of DivinityWatch’s elusive creator. Even before I’d unwittingly dragged Fiona into my particular realm of crazy, she’d been obsessed with the idea of getting a glimpse of an angel. DivinityWatch masqueraded as a harmless celestial fansite run by humans, but carried an undercurrent of communication between preternaturals and humans alike.

      I slowed the car when I caught up to where Faye waited beside her motorcycle, dark brown hair streaming out from underneath her helmet. With a nod to me, she climbed onto the bike.

      I’d never ridden a motorcycle, but I found myself envying the way she could easily weave in and out of the abandoned vehicles, the cool breeze washing away the taint of brimstone. Or maybe I was remembering the feeling of having wings a little too fondly. I might have loathed taking on the form of the arch-demon who’d marked me, but the wings… they’d definitely been a perk. The smell of brimstone pursued me even through the open window, and the sticky heat made me even more aware of the grime and blood all over my skin. Lythocrax’s blood. I needed to clean up, but all I’d been able to do was apply wet wipes to my hands so I wouldn’t get demon blood all over the wheel.

      I hadn’t exactly woken up this morning expecting to witness two arch-demons die right in front of me. Never mind that I hadn’t been the one to kill Abyss, though she’d ended her life by giving me what was left of her magic. Lythocrax… he’d been arrogant enough to assume his weapon wouldn’t turn against him, and he’d paid for it. Had a human ever slain an arch-demon before? I didn’t know, but the other arch-demons might all be plotting my demise this very instant.

      “Relax,” said Fiona, seeing my hands clench on the wheel. “She’s not leading us into a trap.”

      “That’s not it.” An arch-demon. Mother of all seven hells, I’d killed an arch-demon. Apparently I’d been in shock about the whole thing up until this moment. My chest tightened and I took a few steadying breaths, my hands trembling.

      Fiona rested a hand uncertainly on my shoulder. “Breathe, Devi. I swear it won’t take long. I wouldn’t have asked you to do this now, but the celestials are too busy to notice…”

      “That the number one most notorious criminal in the city is back?” My panic receded as I wondered how in the seven hells Faye had managed to evade the celestial guild for four years. Not that they were the most competent of people, but still.

      Faye drew to a halt outside a familiar tower block. It belonged to Nikolas, my warlock partner, though he’d never lived there. And the entire place was surrounded by vampires.

      “Don’t worry,” said Fiona. “They know she’s safe.”

      “Ah.” I stopped the car. “I’m not walking through that.”

      “Devi, they’re on your side.”

      I turned to Fiona with an exasperated sigh. “Look at the state of me. My clothes are a wreck. My hair looks like I’m cosplaying Medusa. And I’m covered in so much blood that I’ll be a pincushion of fangs by the time I get through that crowd. Who even knows what effect this arch-demon blood will have on the idiots?”

      “They won’t bite you,” she said, though she didn’t sound certain. “Do you have spare clothes in the boot?”

      “Yes. I’m not stripping off here, either.” I pulled out my phone instead and sent Nikolas a message explaining where I was. He’d be helping the warlocks deal with the aftermath of the battle—since they’d lost their leader shortly before it started—which left the rest up to me.

      I reached under the seat for my bag, and then leapt out of the vehicle to applause and vampires’ cameras snapping. Maybe I should have used Abyss’s power to transform into someone else in order to sneak into the building without being tailed. It’d be a waste of good magic, but god, vampires were annoying.

      “This way,” said Faye, then called across the road to the vampires, “Guys—Devi is exhausted and needs to come in before she gets mobbed by the press. Can you hold onto your curiosity for an hour or so?”

      An hour? Considering how bone-tired I was, she’d be lucky if I stuck around for ten minutes.

      “You know the vampires?” I asked. “They know who you are?”

      She grimaced. “I had to tell them, otherwise they wouldn’t have let me in, and I needed a safe place to stay while I’m in the city.”

      “And you risked showing up here because…?”

      Instead of answering, she made her way towards the crowd, forcing me to follow. The vampires were sensible enough to step aside, and I managed to get inside the building without dripping demon blood on anyone.

      The building she’d picked to stay in was a shelter for vampires who’d ended up on the fringes of the law after contracting a demonic virus. The celestials at the time had marked them for dead, so Nikolas and I had helped relocate them somewhere safe. It figured that most of them worshipped DivinityWatch and Faye by extension, but they must be incredibly devoted to allow her to stay here when her presence meant any of them might be arrested for harbouring a criminal. Innocent or not.

      Faye unlocked the door to one of the ground-floor apartments and led Fiona and me inside. Darkness filled the space, dispelled when she hit the light switch.

      “Okay,” said Faye. “So I guess you have questions.”

      Yes. I did. Too many to count. I followed her into the dimly lit living room and sat down in an armchair, fighting the urge to curl up and sleep.

      A mass of darkness shifted beside me and I jumped when I realised someone else was sitting there next to me. Fiona let out a yelp and sprang backwards.

      The master of surprises, Clover, looked calmly at the pair of us as though we’d run into her at the park. Clover was scarred, terrifying, and possibly the person I’d least expected to find in the home of a fugitive celestial. Actually, since I’d learned she was an angel reborn as a human, finding her anywhere was weird enough.

      “What the hell?” I said. “Clover, is this where you’ve been hanging out?” We’d spoken on the phone once recently when I’d been desperate for her expertise, and she hadn’t been any help whatsoever. Admittedly, despite her angelic origins, she had no memory of her former life, but I’d come to rely on her advice. “Wait, is she your source? You’re not getting your info from heaven, but from… DivinityWatch? Or Faye?”

      “She’s good at finding things out,” responded Clover. “Better than the guild, even. I suppose she did learn directly from them.”

      I realised my mouth was hanging open and closed it. Nothing should surprise me where Clover was concerned, and yet. “So—you’re spying on heaven? Or hell?”

      “Both,” said Faye, taking a seat in a free armchair. “I don’t post everything I find out on the site, obviously. I deliberately encourage rumours that are close to the truth but won’t put any lives in danger. Like when that demon virus was affecting vampires. There was a lot of false information going around.”

      “Wait, that was you, too?”

      She nodded. “Yeah. We used to have links with someone on Purgatory, before they blew the place up.”

      “So it’s true?” I asked quietly. “Purgatory—the freaking inspector was there before it blew up. The celestials weren’t happy at all, last I heard.”

      “That’s nothing new,” Faye said.

      “Yes. You were framed for summoning a demon, weren’t you?”

      “I set up the site before then,” she said. “It was a hobby of mine when I was a guild employee. Maybe that’s why the enemy framed me, maybe not, but they needed a scapegoat.”

      “So they made it look like you opened a portal to hell on top of the guild.” It wasn’t until the former Inspector Angler, who was supposed to have died in the attack, showed up working for Lythocrax that I’d known for certain there was more to the incident than it’d seemed. He might be dead, but who knew how many others had been marked and paid with their lives?

      Faye nodded. “Yeah. I was temporarily at the guild between missions at the time. It wasn’t until later that I figured out the attack was an inside job, but I⁠—”

      “Stopped it,” I finished. “You stopped it, and got framed in the process.”

      Her jaw clenched, and so did her fists. “Yes, I did. I never saw who opened the portal, but I can guess.”

      There was a long pause. I looked between her and Clover. “Rebel angels,” I said softly. “Rebel angels and their spies inside the guild itself. You know about them.”

      “Right.” Clover dipped her head. “The Divine Agents are mobilising.”
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      Fiona leaned forward, frowning. “Is nobody going to tell me who the Divine Agents are?”

      “Nobody knows exactly who they are,” said Faye. “I only heard the name when one of their spies let it slip after I caught him.”

      “You caught a spy?” I asked. “In the guild?”

      “No, on a demon realm,” she said. “I spend half my time in the nether realms these days, and let’s just say Earth isn’t the only realm the rebels are interested in. But we never knew the identities of any of the Divinities who betrayed their brethren. It wouldn’t have occurred to me that one or more of them might have already fallen.”

      “Lythocrax,” I said, turning to Clover. “You knew?”

      She shook her head. “Not exactly. I only had your report to go by, and until today, nobody else I know had ever heard his name. Did he tell you he was a spy when you confronted him?”

      “I ripped the information out of his head when I used Abyss’s ability to transform into him.” My skin prickled again, and the echo of his anger passed through me. “It would have been nice if someone had told me it was the Divine Agents who pushed him out of heaven and sent him after me.”

      “You’re saying the Divine Agents are—angels?” asked Fiona.

      “Aside from Lythocrax? Yes,” said Faye. “Clover and I have been trying to intercept their spies for years. They’re as active in the nether realms as they are in this one, so we should have figured out Lythocrax was one of them sooner, but he must have gone by a different name when he was divine. What did he tell you, Devi?”

      “A bunch of lies, mostly,” I said, not wanting to tell her about the fallen—children of the Divinities, now safely hidden on Lythocrax’s old realm. “The real info, I dragged out of his mind. He fell from heaven into hell on purpose, which is how I got this.” I held up my right wrist and its arrowhead mark.

      “Let me see that.” Faye approached me, leaning in to look at the mark. “It really is the inverse of your divine mark.”

      “I know,” I muttered, not at all in the mood to discuss what’d led it to manifest. “It’s all mine, and so is my soul, since he’s dead.”

      “But you weren’t the only one who might have developed a similar mark,” Faye said, taking her seat again. “This has been going on for at least four years. The incidents never seem to be linked, but there have been a lot more. A lot of the deaths in the field over the last decade could be traced back to him if any witnesses had survived.”

      A chill raced down my back. “How do you know?” You shouldn’t know. I’d thought I was alone, when the guild had let me walk away after my partner had died on that mission. Faye shouldn’t know that—but she shouldn’t know about the Divine Agents, either.

      “Clover and I have spent years searching for discrepancies in the guild’s mission records,” she said. “Unexplained deaths on missions, generally with no witnesses. I assume that because the blatant attack on the guild four years ago got a little too much publicity, they decided to use a subtler approach.”

      “The demon eggs.” My demon mark had first awakened—though it’d been invisible at the time—during a routine mission in which my partner Rory had died after handling saphor demon eggs had caused him to take in a rare and little-known magical parasite. Everyone knew about the virus now, but what they didn’t know was that Lythocrax had set both of us up with the help of an insider within the guild itself.

      “There could only be one champion of heaven, Devi. Your friend failed the test. One had to die so that the other could live… such are the rules of divine magic. It was nothing personal, Devi.”

      I shivered, raw hate curdling inside me. It wasn’t just me they’d tricked, but damn, did I wish I’d drawn out Lythocrax’s death.

      “I don’t get it,” Fiona said. “So Lythocrax activated your demon mark on purpose, but never showed his face? How were you supposed to know what to do with it?”

      “I wasn’t,” I said. “The whole point was that I was never meant to find him, or know he existed. No one was.”

      “Exactly,” said Faye. “Until you confronted Lythocrax, we didn’t know any of the Divine Agents’ identities. Since he slaughtered everyone on Purgatory, we’re having to redo our whole strategy.”

      I frowned. “How the hell does Purgatory fit into this?”

      “Purgatory lies between this realm and heaven,” Faye said. “By killing heaven’s gate’s guards, the Divine Agents can slip in and out of heaven undetected.”

      “Fuck,” I said. “I thought you had spies there. How did you not guess the Divine Agents might try that?”

      “Devi, our attention was on the shadow realm at the time,” said Clover. “Until mere days ago, I assumed Lythocrax’s aim was to take the nether realms, not Earth.”

      “He wanted revenge more than anything.” My skin crawled at the memory of his twisted thoughts intertwining with mine. “I humiliated him badly when I sneaked up on him and forced him to hand me my magic back.” And I found out his true name. Not that it mattered. I’d killed him, and now his allies might show up on the doorstep any day now in the guise of angels. “He—he did all of it, though. The vampires’ king. Damian Greenwood—I bet he was the spy who set you up, Faye, if he was at the guild at the time. He’s dead, though. Might the guild still be compromised?”

      “Perhaps,” she said. “But my spies outnumber theirs, I guarantee it. Why do you think so many guild members jumped at the chance to help the vampires a few months ago? They took direction from me, as planned, via DivinityWatch.”

      “But do you have insiders in heaven?”

      “No. We get our info on heaven through Purgatory, and the guild. Now Purgatory is lost, though—we’re going to have to find a new strategy.”

      “I don’t get what you want me to do,” I said. “I’ve pretty much established I’m a free agent and don’t take direction from anyone. So you want, what, an alliance?”

      I was done making deals with demons, and I had enough on my hands with Nikolas wanting to take leadership of the warlocks. And then there were the fallen, who I’d saved from the shadow arch-demon, with the help of⁠—

      I swore loudly and jumped to my feet. “Oh, damnation.”

      “What?” said Fiona.

      “The rogue Grade Four celestials.” I pointed at Faye. “You knew—you knew about them, too, right? They were upgraded on Purgatory…”

      “Yes,” she said, her mouth pinching. “They were.”

      “They’re following the Divine Agents,” I said. “That’s the real reason you asked to see me, isn’t it? You’re the only one—aside from Clover and whoever else you’re working with—who knows who upgraded the rogues’ celestial powers and sent them back to Earth.”

      “They don’t know a thing,” Faye said. “To my knowledge. They thought they were dealing with real angels. I think it’s possible to bring them back over to our side.”

      “They’re batshit insane,” I said. “Their leader is, anyway. You have way too much faith in me, considering you’ve never met me before.”

      “I told her you can do it,” said Clover.

      I tugged a hand through my tangled hair. “I’m one person. And every demon in the nether realms will be gunning for me when they find out what I did to Lythocrax.”

      “They won’t,” said Faye. “Lythocrax had few allies and even fewer friends—on the demons’ side at least. He spent most of the last few years isolated on his own realm, and the other demons never met him.”

      Maybe she was right. The celestial rogues, though… they were fanatics, too dangerous to allow to run around unsupervised. “You really think I can convince them? If the Divine Agents already have them, they’re lost.”

      “They aren’t lost,” she insisted. “Don’t forget you were meant to be the Divine Agents’ tool, too.”

      “They killed Rory.” Oops. I probably shouldn’t have shouted that part. Quieter, I said, “I wouldn’t go near the Divine Agents if they offered me a million pounds. They killed my best friend.”

      “I’m sorry, Devi.”

      I swallowed hard. My anger about Rory’s death had mostly been directed at the celestial guild, who’d dismissed my mission report, but I’d known rationally that the guild couldn’t have prevented his death. We hunted demons, people died. But now I knew the celestials had been partly responsible after all? Someone had to pay.

      I turned to Faye. “I’m going home. I’ll think about your offer, but I’m not making any promises. Are you in contact with the celestial rogues yourself?”

      “No,” said Faye. “But I hoped you might be able to introduce me.”

      Only if you take them off my hands.

      “First thing tomorrow,” I found myself saying. “I have zero confidence that they’ll listen to a word I say. I just want to clean this demon crap out of my hair and sleep. Deal?”
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      The following morning, I cracked my eyes open to see Nikolas Castor lounging on the bed beside me. His dark red-tinted hair was damp as though he’d recently washed it, and he was fully clothed. “I was beginning to think you’d sleep the day away.”

      “Mmf,” I said into the pillow, and he smiled and tucked my hair over my shoulder, kissing the spot between my neck and my ear. I squirmed and rolled onto my back. “Divinities. How long was I out for?”

      “Fourteen hours at last count. You were dead to the world.”

      “Fiona’s probably sent a squad of vampires to check up on me.” I groaned when I remembered what I’d promised Faye yesterday, flinging an arm over my head to block out the sunlight streaming through the curtains.

      “Relax, I told everyone to leave you alone,” he said.

      “Good.” I ran a hand through my tangled curls, relieved that I’d at least washed off the demon blood before I’d crashed. Yesterday had exhausted me to my very bones, and I wasn’t in the mood to talk to a bunch of fanatics, even if they had helped me steal the fallen out from under the shadow arch-demon’s nose. “Any fatalities, declarations of war, or other demon shenanigans?”

      “Not to my knowledge,” he said holding out a glass of clear liquid. “I think you need to recharge, though. You pushed yourself to your limits yesterday.”

      I sipped the foul-tasting demonic power restorative. “Can’t have people thinking slaying arch-demons is easy.”

      “No.” He paused for a moment. “You were⁠—”

      “Lucky? Yeah, I got that,” I said. “It’s Lythocrax’s own damn fault for getting cocky and choosing my weapon of choice as his weakness.” Most demons didn’t choose their weakness. That included Nikolas himself, since he was a demigod—half human, half arch-demon. I didn’t actually know his weakness, though he’d confided his true name to me as a show of trust. “I just don’t want the other arch-demons to think I’m issuing a challenge. Has Casthus said anything since we stole the fallen?”

      “No,” said Nikolas. “It wouldn’t surprise me if he was more preoccupied with Zadok.”

      “That’s not good news either.” Nikolas’s younger brother had pretty much been responsible for Abyss’s death when he’d thrown her out of her own palace. Since her weakness was sunlight, she was as good as dead even before she’d fled to Lythocrax’s dimension and died right in front of me. I swear I don’t ask for these things to happen.

      “No, but Zadok brought this on himself.” He got to his feet. “As for what you told me about the Divine Agents—I’m fairly confident my father has no idea who they are. Or Zadok, for that matter.”

      “No, but they’re being spied on. Maybe right now.” Worry squirmed inside me. I’d known for a while that the Divinities had wanted to set the demons against one another for their own entertainment, but Lythocrax’s actions had been designed to bring Earth to the forefront of the war. And now I’d made it into even more of a target.

      “Yes, I’m not sure meeting with the celestial rogues is the best idea,” he said. “They’re lucky I managed to stop Javos’s people from attacking them.”

      “I have no idea what I’m going to say to them,” I admitted. “Faye seems convinced I might be able to sway them back onto our side, but they’re convinced it’s the real angels giving them orders. What are you doing today?”

      “Meeting with Javos.”

      I winced. “Yeah, I’ll take the fanatics, thanks. Are you taking leadership of the warlocks? For sure?”

      “I’ll need to get voted in first, and the warlocks are still recovering from the battle. That the arch-demon died here, on Earth, will cause issues, too.”

      “Shit, really?” I said. “Should I have killed him in his own realm instead?” I hadn’t considered that the location where I’d dealt the killing blow might be an issue. After all, I’d never have believed I could do it until I was pushed into a corner. I was just so freaking tired of the demons trying to destroy everyone I cared about.

      Earth would not fall to the demons. I wouldn’t let it.

      “I think most of the demons care little that he died,” said Nikolas. “Especially if they learn he was a spy for heaven’s rebels.”

      “Maybe, but I didn’t do it for the demons. I did it to stop him from killing my friends. And what about Abyss? She was an actual arch-demon, not a rebel or spy. Hell’s army is one short however you look at it.”

      “She was also on the run, without a real army of her own,” Nikolas said. “And she worked with Lythocrax willingly. The others would say she deserved what she got.”

      “Because she thought he could help her overcome her weakness,” I said. “And Lythocrax picked his own weakness and still managed to get himself killed. Idiot. Did he not think one of his own people might turn against him?”

      A slither of doubt remained. He was dead, and yet… dealing the killing blow had almost been too simple.

      Had the Divinities wanted me to kill him? Surely not. Now I knew there was a rebel faction behind this and not the major players, the fact that the Divinities had seemed to get some perverse entertainment from watching Earth fall made more sense. But how would I ever know for sure if I made decisions of my own free will, and not because some divine being wanted to watch me struggle like a fish caught in a net?

      I laid the glass back on the bedside table and put my head in my hands. “We never catch a break, do we?”

      Nikolas drew his arms around me. “No, we don’t, but we’re made to survive.”

      “Think that applies to you more than me.” He might look human—mostly—but as a demigod, he was a force of nature incarnate. And yet, for all that, I loved him. Every day that passed made it harder to deny it. “I wish we could run away from all this.”

      “Someday.” He lifted my chin and brushed his lips against mine.

      My phone buzzed. I sighed and drew away from Nikolas, finding a new number calling me.

      “Hello?” I said warily.

      “I had an inkling you might be having cold feet,” Faye said.

      “I can’t imagine why I’d think meeting with a bunch of cultists sent here to cause the end of the world would be a bad idea,” I said dryly. “When do you want me to pick you up?”

      “Give me an hour,” she said.

      “Sure.” I hung up and climbed to my feet. “I might as well go ahead and meet with the rogues. Deranged or not, they’re working for the Divine Agents. They also have a bunch of their own resources.”

      Including mission reports from the guild itself. Maybe even the ones I’d never found. Not that I had any real reason to hunt them down except for closure on what’d happened on that last fatal mission with Rory.

      Not closure. Revenge.

      I pushed the thought away and headed for the shower. The celestial rogues might have listened to me when I’d asked them to help rescue the fallen, but that was because the fallen were the offspring of the Divinities, and rescuing them didn’t contradict whatever mission they’d been given. Now the Divine Agents had lost one of their spies at my hands, though? Armageddon might be next on the menu after all.

      After I’d showered, I scraped together a meal from the leftovers on the table and went outside, where I found Rachel and Fiona facing off in the yard. Fiona’s hands blazed with flames, devouring every tennis ball Rachel threw at her.

      “Might want to practise with something less flammable,” I called to them.

      “What would be the fun in that?” Rachel leapt up, threw a tennis ball, and Fiona jumped up to meet it.

      Fiona had been an even more ordinary human than me before she’d been bitten by a vampire carrying a demonic virus. The virus in question took the form of a magical parasite in the form of a fire demigod who’d left some interesting side effects behind when Clover had removed his soul from Fiona’s. She bore a mark shaped like a pyramid on her pale wrist, and our theory was that demon magic levelled up in a similar way to celestial powers. My demon mark had manifested over two years after the mission with Rory, but maybe her use of magic in the battle had caused her powers to upgrade. The level of her flames suggested Grade Two, at least. Powerful enough to be an asset in a fight.

      Rachel jumped, higher than a human could, her handmade boots cushioning her fall. Her bubblegum-pink hair stuck up at all angles, and her tan had darkened in the unusual summer heatwave. Rachel was a chameleon, with the ability to mimic almost anyone’s appearance, but she spent most of her time in her human-like disguise to avoid scaring people by getting her three sets of teeth out at the supermarket.

      “Nice,” Rachel said to Fiona. “You’ll be joining the rest of us in no time.”

      “Joining you in doing what, exactly?” asked Fiona, pausing with her hands flaming. “Not sneaking into demon realms?”

      “No,” said Rachel. “Believe it or not, I never did that before Devi showed up. She’s a bad influence.”

      “Hey,” I said indignantly. “I’m not that bad, am I?”

      “I used to be a respectable person before I met her,” said Fiona, with a grin to show she was joking. She did have a point. We’d once been next door neighbours and I’d kept my past as distant from her as possible until she’d been kidnapped by a demon as bait to lure me into Pandemonium. “Is Faye meeting us soon?”

      “Uh.” I paused. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but the celestials are fanatics. They’ll take one look at your demon mark and freak out.”

      “But—”

      “We’ll stay behind,” Rachel said firmly. “As backup. Are you taking Nikolas?”

      “He’s busy with the warlocks. Besides, it won’t take long. I’m not going to say anything that might provoke them. As far as they know, I’m just on my way to thank them for their help with liberating the fallen.”

      Fiona frowned, and when I walked back to the house to grab my props, she and Rachel followed.

      “I can’t promise this will go well, but they don’t know where we live.” I still technically had my old flat, though I pretty much lived at Nikolas’s place now. So did Rachel, since she’d stopped working for Javos after he’d nearly strangled me to death.

      Fiona looked so crestfallen, I added, “You’ll have plenty more opportunities to speak to your hero, don’t worry.”

      “Yeah.” She brightened. “I can’t believe she showed up at all. She knew me from the photos of the two of us. It’s not a bad thing that she’s going with you to talk to the celestials, right?”

      “No,” I admitted. “To be honest, it’s a relief that someone else knows about the Divine Agents. It’d have been nice if Clover had decided to tell me earlier, but I guess nobody would have worked out Lythocrax was heaven’s spy. Least of all the guild.”

      “Yeah,” said Fiona. “Faye doesn’t know if there are any spies in there, or if they left.”

      “That’s their problem, not mine.” I couldn’t deal with everyone at once. Even the celestial rogues, I wished I’d just left them behind on Babylon after we’d saved the fallen. I wasn’t to know that shit would hit the fan immediately after, but Casthus had acted oddly when he’d let me reclaim the fallen—almost as though he wanted me to. Which made no sense, but it wasn’t like anyone else would know where to find Lythocrax’s realm.

      I picked up a handful of demonglass, which gleamed, reflecting fragmented shards of the room back at me. When Faye showed up, the two of us would use the demonglass to hop directly to the rogues’ hideout. With a little luck, there wouldn’t be a Divine Agent waiting on the other side.
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