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

      

      She has a power she can’t control. A power that’s coveted by those who want to upend Hell and put a new ruler in charge. Killing Ashmielle is how they plan to get her power.

      

      For Samazrael, this is flat-out not going to work. He’s found Ashmielle again, he’s left the ninth circle of Hell, and he has no plans to give up.

      These two will need a little help. Speak of the devil...

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Samazrael

        

      

    

    
      Ashmielle’s eyes were closed, her chest steadily rising and falling with every breath. She wasn’t sleeping. Her emotions being locked down told me that much. She’d been dozing on and off for the last hour despite my efforts to convince her to simply let herself stay sleep.

      At the same time, I wanted to ask her again what Peter Torrell had told her back at the compound. She’d rushed through those few harrowing moments, her words tripping over themselves. Whether she meant to or not, she hadn’t told me everything. I needed to know what else that bastard in charge of the Order of the Unholy Dragon said to her.

      Lucifer was going to be here any minute. Word was sent to the safehouse not long after we arrived here that Lucifer and the Black Hearts had returned to the compound. I’d hoped Peter and his Hunters had stuck around long enough for Lucifer to finish them off but doubted we’d be that lucky. How they’d managed to break the warding left me flinching at every creaking tree branch outside the windows. Rollins assured me he’d been over the protections here five times but had said he’d go over them again if I asked.

      The Demon Hunters had found us twice.

      Someone on the inside had to be giving them information, but who?

      Anger spiked white-hot in my chest. No, I knew who would betray Lucifer. The reason we were all in this situation to begin with. Knowing Heph remained so close to Lucifer killed me for more than one reason. Dahlia had died for nothing. It wasn’t only his treachery that had my vision tinged red, though.

      Lucifer. He’d ruined everything.

      I growled, staring out the window while a light rain pattered the glass. Once Lucifer was finished at the compound, he’d be headed here to see us. My fangs lengthened merely thinking of his name. The shock to my system from that damned device used to subdue my rage had done more than prevent me from shifting and tearing the Hunters apart. It helped me remember every bit of my life before being tossed in that damned cell. That included why I couldn’t recall how important Ashmielle was to me in the first place.

      How was I going to stand being in the same room with Lucifer?

      “What’s going on with you?” Ashmielle murmured.

      I glanced her way. Her eyes were open, their silver depths swirling with fire. Her color was still too pale for my liking, and her skin colder than it should’ve been when I pressed the back of my hand to her forehead.

      “What do you think?” I said, struggling not to scold her. She wouldn’t understand why I was more aggravated at her than usual.

      “You can be mad at me all you want, but I saved your ass for a change.”

      “And nearly got yourself killed in the process.”

      “I told you, Peter claimed he was there to save me,” she spat the words out, clearly disgusted. “I don’t think he was going to kill me. You, on the other hand, would’ve been slaughtered, so you’re welcome.” Her brow arched.

      She tried to sit up, but I gently eased her back down.

      Cara had been freshening the upstairs rooms when Ashmielle dumped us on the front lawn of this safehouse tucked away in the vast forests somewhere in the Appalachian Mountains. After she’d passed out on the couch, I’d carried Ashmielle upstairs to one of the rooms, hoping she’d rest better if she were in a bed. She wasn’t letting herself recover, and I willed her to give in and stop being a stubborn pain in the ass for once.

      Knowing Peter had shown up to kidnap Ashmielle only added to the unease stirring in my gut. Nothing about the last few hours was easy to digest, including having so many years of memories rush back to the surface.

      “You need rest. Stop trying to get up,” I ordered gently.

      “You’re bossier and grumpier than normal. I’m not even hurt,” she insisted.

      “Physically, maybe. You drained yourself for us to get away. It takes time to recover. Now hush and rest.”

      She had no idea how weak she was now, how vulnerable. She couldn’t even stand without help. If we were attacked here, she’d be defenseless. The Demon Hunters never should’ve gotten that close to her, but they had, and it was my fault. I’d been caught off guard. I’d been too distracted by what we’d just found out and what she’d told me about Dahlia’s visions.

      “Something’s different about you,” Ashmielle murmured, studying me. “What did I miss?”

      My hands tensed, and the truth was right on the tip of my tongue.

      I hadn’t told Ashmielle why we shared such a profound connection. And why I’d always be furious when she put her life in danger, even if it were for the purpose of protecting me.

      “Nothing,” I lied, willing her to simply fall asleep, if only to give me more time to figure out how to tell her, well, everything.

      One issue at a time. The moment Lucifer arrived, he’d want to know what went down at the last safehouse with Peter and the Demon Hunters. Listening to Ashmielle go through it all again wasn’t how I wanted to spend the rest of the night, but we didn’t have a choice. Flashes of the fight came back to me, each one adding to the fury building inside of me. A fury straining to get free. I needed to beat the shit out of something, but we were short of Demon Hunters at the moment.

      The voices might’ve disappeared in the flood of my returned memories, but my haggard emotions had only gotten more so. Being unable to unleash Hell on those bastards who attacked us left me shaky.

      Ashmielle’s hand slipped into mine, and I flinched. I hadn’t even heard her move. She’d scooted to the edge of the bed, staring up at me with a comforting smile and a question in her eyes. Her hair was a mess around her shoulders, tangled from our escape. It only made her more beautiful.

      “We’re okay,” she whispered, squeezing my hand. “I’m okay. I promise.”

      I breathed in deeply through my nose and let it out, sinking to the bed beside her. Softly, I tucked her hair behind her ears. When she pulled me into her arms, I stilled then gave in. There was no more point in holding back. I breathed her in, sea salt, lavender, and campfire teasing my nose. I buried my face in her neck, and she sighed. When her mental walls lifted, my arms tightened their hold at the rush of desire striking me to my core.

      “Samazrael,” she whispered, her tiny claws pressing into my back.

      I turned my head, slanting my lips over hers. I took my time, her emotions crashing into me like waves on the beach we’d left behind. I took them all in and wished more than anything she could feel mine in turn. It’d be far easier than telling her the truth. I recalled her words from not too long ago about the knocks that kept coming.

      Learning the truth about what Dahlia had done, on top of understanding that Ashmielle’s life was supposed to turn out completely different, would just be another punch to the gut.

      I ended the kiss, pressed my lips to her forehead, then lifted her into my arms. I dragged back the quilt, tucked her into bed, and lightly ran my fingertips over her eyelids, closing them. “Sleep, least for a little while.”

      “Lucifer,” she said.

      I swallowed back a snarl. “He isn’t here yet. I’ll wake you when he is.”

      “Don’t let him take you away from me,” she ordered when I was at the door. Two small fires burned in her eyes. She didn’t have to say what else she was thinking.

      If Lucifer threw me back in a cell, Ashmielle would come after me, no matter what it cost her.

      I wasn’t about to make a promise I couldn’t keep. Once Lucifer learned how badly things had been messed up, there was no telling what the King of Hell would do to me.

      I pulled the bedroom door shut behind me, waiting about a minute. Opening it again, I smiled, glad to see Ashmielle was asleep. Her worry and love reached me as a tangled invisible rope that wound around me.

      I shut the door and headed downstairs to find Rollins and Cara. They stood in the kitchen, glaring at something on the round wooden table. I frowned, unsure what they were doing, then spotted the small device Rollins had pried from my neck. My lip twitched, glowering at the weapon that had nearly cost me Ashmielle’s life and my own.

      “I was thinking,” Rollins said, leaning over the table and narrowing his gaze at the device, “I think I know how these are powered.”

      “How?” I asked.

      “Ashmielle said Peter and the others had souls. Angel souls. You don’t think they figured out a way to separate the grace from a soul and combine it with technology like this, do you?” he suggested.

      I was in enough shock, just knowing the Demon Hunters had been able to extract angel and demon souls. If Rollins was right and they found a way to use our natural-born power against us to create weapons that prevented our rages and could knock us out entirely, it was insane. There was no way they’d work out how on their own.

      Someone would’ve had to show them the way—someone like us.

      Like Heph.

      Heph.

      The edge of the kitchen table snapped off in my hands and clattered to the floor.

      “Uh, Samazrael?” Cara asked. “You alright?”

      Numbly, I shook my head. Dahlia had only said Heph betrayed Lucifer. She never once told me how. Was he using the Order somehow? Giving them weapons that would cripple Lucifer’s forces and maybe even the demon himself?

      The air in the kitchen became thick, the warding picking up on an approaching powerful force. A shockwave of anger followed it, and a second piece of the table turned to sawdust in my grasp.

      Lucifer had arrived.

      Cara’s face was drawn. Rollins twitched against the onslaught of fury from our ruler. Before, the intensity of his anger would’ve been enough to have me bowing my head like the others did in preparation for facing Lucifer.

      Not this time.

      This time, my rage bubbled to the surface, and I lifted my head, snarling at the kitchen door. I stormed through the house, ignoring Rollins’ worried shout. I hit the front door with my hand hard enough to break it off the hinges and send it crashing to the porch floor.

      Lucifer and Commander Bones walked up the narrow dirt path leading to the house, three more Black Hearts behind them.

      Lucifer hadn’t changed his clothes yet. His black shirt and pants were still stiff with the spilled blood of the Demon Hunter he’d tortured. His nostrils flared when he neared. I made no move to lower my head.

      Lucifer’s silver eyes glinted in the yellow porchlights. The rain had stopped, at least.

      “Where is she?” he snapped.

      “Upstairs resting,” I replied.

      “Was she hurt?”

      “Aside from overexerting herself? No.”

      Lucifer marched to the porch then up the stairs. When he made for the door, I blocked his way, my hand to his chest. His gaze slipped to it. His skin burned beneath his shirt.

      “Move.”

      “You can come inside, but you’re not going to see her,” I warned.

      “She’s my daughter,” he seethed. “I’ll see her whenever I damned well please.”

      “Not right now you won’t,” I growled, pushing harder against his chest. “She needs to rest. Your showing up here with your emotions on display is bad enough. If you go into that room, you’ll do more harm than good. You can wait.”

      “You’re out of line, Samazrael.” He snatched my wrist, pushing me back, but I braced my feet.

      Staring into his eyes, I whispered, “Am I really?”

      He tilted his head, studying me. When his eyes widened a hint, he released my wrist, throwing a glance over his shoulder. Bones had his hand on the hilt of his short sword and a question in his eyes.

      Lucifer squared his shoulders and told me to lead the way inside to discuss the attack at the compound. I did as requested, taking him and the others into the kitchen.

      Cara and Rollins bowed at Lucifer’s appearance.

      “Tell me about the attack,” Lucifer ordered, crossing his arms.

      His presence crowded the kitchen, and I rolled my shoulders, reminding myself why letting my wings expand in here was a bad idea. Keep it together. I had to keep it together.

      “Samazrael,” Bones snapped, and I growled at his approach. “Your king has given you a command.”

      I raised my claws toward Bones. “Back off.”

      Bones’ fangs extended, his mouth opening wide.

      Lucifer yelled, “Enough.”

      Bones moved away. I lowered my hand, kept a wary eye on him, while I relayed to Lucifer what transpired at the compound after he’d left. I faltered for a moment, replaying how I’d been disabled by the device on the table.

      Lucifer picked it up, pinching it between his fingers. “Grace and human technology?”

      Rollins had shared his theory with a shrug, looking even more uncertain now. “It’s only a guess, but there’s not much else that could stop a demon from raging out as this did.”

      “The other weapon hasn’t been tested yet, but what you say makes sense. Regrettably,” Lucifer snapped, dropping the small, metal disc back on the table. “How did you escape?”

      I quickly told him what Ashmielle had told me, knowing I was missing details. Until she could stay conscious for more than a few minutes, though, this was the best Lucifer was going to get. His eyes were molten silver after I fell silent.

      “Peter was there to save her,” he repeated. “That’s what she said?”

      “Yes, but I’m not sure she’s told me everything yet. She wasn’t exactly coherent for long.”

      Lucifer’s anger flared, and I winced, as did the rest of the demons in the kitchen. “From what you say, she used a massive amount of power to save you both. Give me one reason I shouldn’t drag you out of here right now and throw you back in a cell?”

      “I told her to run. She chose to stay.”

      “I don’t care what she chose,” he thundered, his outburst shaking the house. Dust fell from the ceiling, and every demon except me dropped to one knee before him. “It’s your duty to protect her, and yet she saved you. You have failed her for the last time. I will return you to your cell, and you will stay there for eternity this time.” He snapped his fingers.

      Bones and the Black Hearts closed ranks, blocking me in while Lucifer glowered at me from across the kitchen table.

      “You’ll not keep me from Ashmielle,” I whispered, the muscles in my arms bulging. The rage I’d been fighting for the last couple of hours begged to be unleashed.

      And I was in no condition to stop it.

      “I’m the King of Hell. I’ll do as I damned well please. I’ll tell Ashmielle you said good—”

      I kicked the table at Lucifer, slamming him into the counters behind him. Bones shouted, drawing his sword, but I wasn’t about to let anyone stop me. Fire pumping through my veins, I bellowed.

      A rush of Hellfire formed in my hands. I threw it at Bones, striking him in the chest and sending him crashing through the wall into the living room. The two demons to my right rushed in. I grabbed their raised hands, clutching their blades, and threw them to the other end of the hall. Rollins dodged out of the way, shouting for me to stop.

      There was no controlling my rage, not now. Lucifer’s arms were coated in fire, but I was faster. I threw my arms out in front, sending two columns of white flames shooting through the air. They collided with him, blasting him right through the kitchen wall and out onto the grass.

      I barreled my way through the newly created hole, knocking down another chunk of plaster and wood on my quest to take out twenty-five years of pent-up anger on the demon responsible for so much pain. So much torment.

      He pushed to his feet in time for me to strike him in the face with my fist. His head flew back, blood spurting from his mouth.

      “You’ll pay for this,” he snarled, wiping the blood away.

      “You’ll pay first,” I snarled. “You’ll pay for everything.”

      “I’ve done nothing to you, not yet,” he shot back, his aura pushing against mine.

      A wave of heat blew across me like I’d stepped into the middle of a volcano, but the discomfort was barely a pinprick compared to what erupted inside me.

      “You took me from her,” I thundered. “You made me forget everything.”

      Lucifer went utterly still. “What did you say?”

      “I remember. Every last detail, it’s all there.” My hands clenched at my sides, needing to continue my rampage. “How could you do that to me? How could you do it to her?”

      Bones yelled from behind me.

      Lucifer roared at him and the Black Hearts to stand down.

      Regret rippled through the air.

      I shrugged, shaking off the emotion. I wasn’t in the mood to feel how sorry Lucifer was for what he’d done.

      “You have to understand, you were inconsolable that night. I did you a favor.”

      “You have no idea what you did,” I seethed. “No idea.”

      “I was saving you,” he snapped. “Better to believe you failed me than that lost your soul mate.”

      I yelled and lunged forward, unable to control my rage any longer.

      My fist collided with Lucifer’s face. I landed a second shot on his jaw, and he staggered. His anger slammed into me with a surge of Hellfire, but it barely shoved me. I dug in my boots and was on him again, determined to see him bleed.

      To make him suffer as I’d suffered all those long years. Alone.

      I kept waiting for Bones to yank me back, but no one intervened. Not that they’d be able to stop me. I no longer saw the face of my king. The demon who stood before me was responsible for so much agony to my soul and Ashmielle’s. The need to break him consumed me until that’s all there was.

      Blood dripped from his nose and mouth, but it wasn’t enough. Somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew he held back. If he didn’t want to use his full strength to defend himself, that was on him. I raked my claws across his face and chest, tearing through flesh and muscle.

      Lucifer’s anger gave way to acceptance and guilt the more I tore into him. He should’ve killed me by now. Should’ve blasted me back to Hell in pieces. Only he didn’t.

      Red flooded my vision. I threw him to the ground, pummeling his face and shouting furiously with each hit.

      “Samazrael!” Hands grabbed me, but I snarled, throwing them off, and returned to my mission of destroying the bastard who tried to keep me from Ashmielle. “Stop! What are you doing?”

      More panicked shouts came from behind me, but it was Ashmielle’s voice that penetrated the fog. I shook my head wildly, wishing she would’ve stayed inside. I didn’t want her to see me become a monster.

      Lucifer grunted, and I turned my focus back to him. I got in three more shots when two palms grabbed hold of my face, forcing me to tear my gaze from Lucifer’s blood-soaked body.

      “Look at me,” Ashmielle demanded, the fire in her eyes overflowing with worry. “You have to stop. You have to come back to me now.”

      My lip twitched while I sucked in air, my chest heaving violently with every breath. She had no idea what Lucifer had done to us, no idea.

      “I can’t,” I uttered, the words coming out as a garbled growl.

      “Control it. Don’t let it control you.” She held out her hand to me. “Take my hand.”

      I gnashed my jaws, struggling to control the inferno, ready to explode out of me. “Don’t understand what he did,” I rasped, glaring at Lucifer until Ashmielle took a firm hold of my chin and turned me to face her.

      “Whatever it is, we’ll figure it out,” she assured me, voice stern. She offered me her hand again, the steely glint in her eyes saying she wasn’t going to move aside until I did.

      All those years I spent believing Ashmielle was dead were his fault. The torture he made me endure and that I put myself through was because of him. He ruined my life and his daughter’s life. Dahlia might still be alive if he hadn’t acted so rashly.

      Reluctantly, I slipped my hand into Ashmielle’s, though my claws refused to shrink. She easily avoided their sharp edges and hauled me away from Lucifer.

      Lucifer slowly climbed to his feet, waving off Bones’ assistance. He gingerly touched his battered face, then spat blood. The wounds I caused him were already beginning to heal. Pity they didn’t take longer, if only to give him more time to deal with the stinging pain I’d caused him.

      “You want to tell me what’s going on?” Ashmielle demanded.

      I bared my fangs at Lucifer and took a step toward him, ready to continue the beating.

      Bones immediately drew his sword, stepping between us, the two Black Hearts doing the same. Ashmielle flattened her hands to my chest, her Hellfire swirling madly.

      “Talk to me. What did he do?” she asked.

      “What was necessary,” Lucifer replied.

      I bellowed, enraged. Ashmielle shoved me back the second I charged forward. More hands snagged me from behind. I hadn’t realized Rollins and Cara were out here, too.

      “Everything I did was to spare you,” Lucifer went on. “If I’d known she was alive, don’t you think I would’ve acted differently?”

      Ashmielle’s confused gaze flicked from me to Lucifer. “What are you talking about?”

      “You,” I snapped. “He made me forget you, then he threw me in a cell in Hell.”

      She blinked, shaking her head. “I don’t understand. You knew me at the bar.”

      “I didn’t forget who you are,” I corrected. “I forgot what you are to me. You were never merely a charge for me to protect,” I explained, my rage gradually breaking and giving way to sorrow and regret. I grimaced in discomfort as my face shifted. The muscles relaxed in my arms and neck. Once my claws were back to their shortened length, I held Ashmielle’s cheek. My heart pounded so fast, I expected it to burst. “Nor were you only merely Lucifer’s daughter. It’s why we’ve been drawn to each other since the beginning. I couldn’t explain why because I’d been made to forget.”

      She leaned into my touch, the fire sparking brighter in her eyes and lighting up the night along with the flames still flowing around her hands and arms. “What are you saying?”

      “Our fates are entwined. They always have been. I’m yours and you’re mine,” I whispered.

      Her brow furrowed, and I smoothed away the lines, wanting so badly to kiss her. Her aura washed over me like a soothing balm, and more tension left my shoulders. “I never should’ve been parted from you, but I was.” I turned my livid glare to Lucifer. His face had fully healed.

      “You’re saying he purposely made you forget all of that?” Ashmielle asked. “Why?”

      “I believed you and Dahlia were dead,” Lucifer explained, motioning for Bones to step aside. “I couldn’t sense either of you. Whatever Dahlia did to you with her grace blocked me from being able to feel the fire inside you. To feel anything of my daughter.” He hesitated, a dark expression shadowing his face. “When a demon loses his soul mate, it tears him apart. I thought I might spare Samazrael an eternity of agony if he merely thought he’d lost my daughter and not the woman he was destined to be with. So, I made him forget what he was to you and that you were stolen from him.”

      “But she wasn’t,” I argued, and his brow creased. “She was never lost to
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