
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Opposites really do attract.

Roque acts first and asks questions later. Since he’s kept Prince Berith alive since he started working as his bodyguard, he sees no reason to change that. When Berith pairs him with Dimri, his spymaster, Roque finds himself having to work with the most infuriating demon in Hell.

Dimri has spent his life working alone, planning his every move and staying three steps ahead of his enemies. It’s the best way to protect Berith, and the last thing he needs is a reckless bodyguard stomping all over his plans. 

But when Dimri’s spy network is compromised, he has no choice but to trust Roque. As they work together to find the spy in the palace, Roque and Dimri discover that their differences might actually complement each other. 

They’re drawn to each other, but their job is to protect the prince, not each other. Will they be able to do that? Or will they lose something they hadn’t thought they could have, especially not together?
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ROQUE WAS USED TO HIGH-tension situations. It came with the territory since he was the prince’s bodyguard. Still, being Berith’s bodyguard was usually quite peaceful. He was one of the good ones. They might be in Hell, but contrary to human beliefs, that didn’t mean they aimed to be monsters. A lot of demons were, but not Berith.

Which was probably why a lot of demons didn’t like him. He’d gotten his power and had kept his position for so long because of the way he treated his people. Most princes of Hell had gotten it because people feared them and struggled with uprisings and assassination attempts.

But the first attack had failed. Jessamyn was gone, and Berith was still in power. Jessamyn’s brother was, too, and he was ready for war.

Which was why everyone was gathered in Berith’s office. It had only been a few days since they’d fought Jessamyn, and the war was far from over. Ramiel was still coming for them. Well, he was coming for Lucifer, but he knew that he’d need to kill Lucifer’s allies to obtain what he wanted, so Berith and his people would be collateral damage—and a nice bonus if Ramiel managed to kill Berith and take his territory. It was why they couldn’t afford not to fight. That, and because life would be literal Hell if Ramiel was ever to become their main ruler. He already had too much power as it was since he reigned over one of Hell’s territories. They couldn’t afford to allow him to garner even more support and allies. They certainly couldn’t allow him to take Lucifer’s throne.

Roque wasn’t only thinking that because Lucifer was dating one of his best friends. He did want to keep Yakim safe, though. It was bad enough that Yakim would be moving to Lucifer’s palace once this mess was over. Roque needed to know that he’d be fine when he did, even though he wouldn’t be going far since Lucifer was building a palace in the area.

Hence why he was here, in Berith’s office. Berith had given everyone a few days after the fight, but the war was far from over. They couldn’t waste any more time, even though half of the people in the office were still healing.

Roque eyed the table on the side of the room that was covered with food. He’d eaten already, but he was still a little hungry. Since everyone would stay in the office for the time being, maybe Roque could get a second breakfast. He wouldn’t be the only one eating. Mikal was filling his plate as if he expected the food to vanish.

“Nice of you to join us,” Berith teased Mikal as if Roque hadn’t had to remind him that Lucifer wanted to see him three times before he managed to drag himself away from Reyni.

Mikal grinned. “I can’t imagine it was any easier for you to leave Mel than it was for me to leave Reyni.”

“You’re right. I’d still be with him if Lucifer hadn’t decided he needed to talk to me.”

If that wasn’t a hint that the prince of Hell should explain why he’d gathered them, Roque would eat his shoes. Thankfully, Lucifer and Berith were friends, so Lucifer wasn’t offended. In fact, he looked gleeful, which wasn’t an emotion Roque had expected to encounter today considering the circumstances.

Lucifer’s wide smile was quite dramatic, like the demon himself, and fangy. “I’m done waiting to be attacked,” he declared. “We allowed Jessamyn to come too close to our loved ones and us, but I won’t make the same mistake when it comes to Ramiel. We’re going to kill him and squash the rebellion. We’ll take the fight to him instead of waiting for him to bring it to us.”

Roque looked around the room for everyone’s reaction. Mikal leaned back against the desk and looked mournfully at his plate as if Lucifer’s declaration had ruined his meal. Berith didn’t look surprised, but then, Roque didn’t think he was. They’d gotten way too close with Jessamyn. They couldn’t afford to let anyone else attack the palace, especially when someone had managed to get in and reach Berith’s family.

They’d stopped Jessamyn and the demons who’d invaded the palace, but it wasn’t over. The palace’s defenses were weaker now, although not weak by any means, and waiting for Ramiel to take the next step would keep everyone on edge indefinitely.

But this wasn’t Roque’s job. His job was to protect Berith, which was why he was in the office right now. The fact that he and Berith were friends meant that Berith would probably want to know his opinion, but in the end, what Roque said didn’t matter. Lucifer and Berith were in charge.

It was a relief. Roque was pretty sure that if he’d been in charge, they’d already be out there, trying to get to Ramiel. He agreed with Lucifer that it was time to stop waiting and to finally kick the demon’s ass. Not only had he been allowed to threaten Berith, but he’d also attempted to kill Berith’s family. They were the people Roque had sworn to protect, and he took that very seriously. More than that, he loved them like his own family, and he’d give his life for them.

He hoped he wouldn’t have to.

“I’m not saying this isn’t the right way to go about this,” Berith said. “But how do you propose we do it?”

Lucifer rolled his eyes. “Always the voice of reason, aren’t you?”

“Someone has to be.”

“I haven’t had time to think about that yet. I just know that I need Ramiel dead.”

Roque snorted. They all needed Ramiel dead. If it was that easy, the demon would already be six feet underground.

Since Berith and Lucifer were bickering, Roque stepped up to the table with the food. He poured himself another coffee first, then looked around. Did he want sweet or salty? Those croissants looked good, but the bacon was making his stomach growl.

He wasn’t the only one interested in food. Dimri, Berith’s spymaster, was sitting by the window, sipping coffee and eating a pastry. He looked mentally interested in what was happening in the room, but also like he wasn’t about to participate. It made sense. The man seldom had much to say, at least in group settings. When he and Berith were alone, though, he never seemed to shut up. The only reason Roque knew that was that he and Yakim had attended their meetings more than once. They weren’t just Berith’s bodyguards. They were two of the people he trusted the most, and that included the information Dimri found through his network of spies.

Roque had always been intrigued by the demon, and that hadn’t changed. In part, it was because of Dimri’s work. Being a spymaster sounded interesting, although it wasn’t Roque’s thing. He wasn’t one to sneak around in the shadows. When something needed to be done, he took a more hands-on and direct approach. Dimri was handsome, though. His white eyes seemed to glow as he looked around the room, and his black curls looked soft. Roque kind of wanted to reach out and see for himself if that was true, but he didn’t dare. Not only would it be weird, but even though Dimri was a spymaster rather than a fighter, Roque was ready to bet that he could defend himself. He’d probably have Roque on the floor crying if Roque tried anything he hadn’t agreed to.

That made him all the more appealing.

* * * *
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DIMRI HADN’T BEEN SURPRISED to be summoned to Berith’s office. In fact, he would’ve been surprised if he hadn’t been. Considering what happened a few days ago, Dimri suspected that he would see a lot more of Berith’s office than he usually did.

That was fine. His job was to help Berith rule over his people and keep them safe. He usually did so from a position that was more in the shadows than he was now, but he could deal with that.

He took a bite of his pastry and hummed as he looked around the room. Now that Lucifer had declared his intentions, everyone had something to say. Lucifer looked like he wouldn’t let anyone change his mind, so no one was trying, but they couldn’t just go out there and find Ramiel. The demon wouldn’t make it easy for them.

Ramiel had sent Jessamyn ahead to see how Berith and Lucifer would react. He’d always known she couldn’t win this fight. Sending her to defy Lucifer had killed her, which was what Ramiel had wanted. Now, he was the only one in charge, which meant that if he won the fight, he’d be the only one on Lucifer’s throne.

Dimri sighed. He really wished he could retire. He didn’t want to have to deal with a war. Unfortunately, he didn’t have a choice.

He could feel someone watching him, which wasn’t new. People knew who he was, and they usually gave him a wide berth, but that didn’t mean they weren’t curious about him. Hell, knowing that he was Berith’s spymaster meant that people were especially interested in him, even though they were also afraid of him. Of course, no one had confirmation that this was what Dimri was to Berith. The official story was that he worked for Berith, and that was that, but unofficially, everyone knew. Sometimes, it made Dimri’s job easier, and other times, it made it harder.

The person watching Dimri right now was Roque, one of Berith’s closest friends and his bodyguard. He knew who Dimri was. He was one of the few who could confirm that Dimri was Berith’s spymaster because he’d been there during several meetings between Berith and Dimri. He didn’t have a reason to watch Dimri unless he thought that Dimri was a danger to Berith, which was ridiculous.

Dimri glanced up, and sure enough, Roque was staring. He didn’t look away when Dimri caught him, like most people would have. Instead, he grinned and winked.

Dimri looked away. It shouldn’t be so easy to fluster him, but there was something about Roque. Dimri had always found him attractive, but his physical aspect wasn’t what made him interesting. His long, branch-like horns, red glowing eyes, and short, messy, white hair were nothing next to his relationship with Berith. He wasn’t just Berith’s bodyguard. He was Berith’s friend and confidant. He was family to the prince, which made him all the more intriguing.

“Dimri?” someone called out.

Dimri blinked and glanced around the office. Everyone was watching him, which was a sure sign that he’d been distracted. From what he could tell, Berith had asked him a question, but he hadn’t answered yet, and everyone was waiting for him to do so.

He cleared his throat. “I apologize. I was distracted.”

Luckily, Berith wasn’t the kind of ruler who would take offense at that. “I think all of us are a little distracted right now. Lucifer and I were talking about how he should confront Ramiel. Do you think that taking him head-on is the right way to do this?”

Dimri was here to work, not to stare at pretty people. He needed to remember that and that being distracted could mean his death and the death of thousands of people, including people he cared about.

“Well, I understand why attacking instead of waiting for Ramiel to do so sounds like a good idea,” he said carefully. He didn’t want Lucifer to take offense.

Thankfully, Lucifer was an ally and a friend of Berith’s. He didn’t seem offended by Dimri’s words. Instead, he waved at Dimri to continue talking.

Dimri really should’ve paid better attention.

“We have to think of all aspects of this, though,” he continued. “I know that some of you here want to go out there and find Ramiel right now, but that would be a bad idea.”

“Why?” Roque asked. “He attacked us. People are going to expect us to get revenge.”

“Which is exactly what he’s waiting for. It’s what he would do, and he expects everyone to react the same way.”

“You talk as if you have personal knowledge of that,” Lucifer pointed out.

“I don’t, but I’ve made it my job to keep an eye on anyone who might be a danger to Berith and his throne, and he’s one of those people. You can’t tell me that you’re surprised by what’s happening.”

“I don’t think anyone is. You’re saying I should’ve stepped in and done something about him sooner?”

“You couldn’t have. No, what I’m saying is that we need to analyze all sides of the situation. He’s going to expect us to react to his attack. He’s counting on us doing so, and I don’t think anyone here wants to do what he expects us to do. Besides, I think it would be safer for everyone to find the spy he has in the palace before doing anything.”

“How do you know he has a spy in the palace?” Roque asked. 

He was frowning as if the spy had personally offended him, which, in a way, was true. His job was to protect Berith. How could he do that when someone close to the prince was working against him? 

“How else would his people have managed to get into the palace, so close to Berith’s family that his daughter had to protect herself with a knife?”

Dimri had been impressed by the princess, but maybe he shouldn’t have been. She’d always been fierce, just like her parents. She’d make a good ruler once she was old enough.

Assuming they won this war. If they lost, there would be nothing left of Berith’s family. Ramiel would make sure of that.

“How do we find the spy?” Berith asked.

“We don’t. I will find the spy.”

“What do we do in the meantime?” Roque asked. “You can’t seriously expect us to sit on our asses and wait for you to do your job.”

Dimri arched a brow. “I don’t. I expect you to continue doing your job.”

Roque’s body went stiff. “Are you saying that I’m not doing my job?”

How had he gotten that from Dimri’s words? Dimri had no idea, and it felt odd to apologize for what was clearly a misunderstanding, but he opened his mouth to do just that.

He didn’t get the chance.

“I think Dimri is paranoid,” Roque said, looking around the room. “We don’t know that there’s a spy in the palace. Ramiel spent time here in the past. He probably found out how to sneak around then. There was no need for him to have a spy.”

Dimri narrowed his eyes. He didn’t like being told that he was paranoid, even though in some ways, he was. It was hard to trust anyone with his job. That didn’t mean he wasn’t right, though. It didn’t mean that there wasn’t someone in the palace plotting to betray Berith at this very moment.

* * * *
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ROQUE WASN’T SURPRISED to hear that Dimri thought there was a spy. He probably saw spies everywhere. It was kind of his job, and while Roque was glad that Dimri had Berith’s back, they couldn’t afford to waste time. He was sure that the spymaster could find stuff about anyone if he dug deep enough, but would it be important things? Would it be things they could use against Ramiel? Roque didn’t care about who disliked Berith and who thought the prince wasn’t doing a good job. He cared about who wanted Berith dead. 

Right now, that was Ramiel.

“Do you have any idea who it could be?” Berith asked Dimri.

Roque wasn’t surprised that Berith was taking Dimri seriously, either. He would be a fool not to. Roque was confident that Dimri had saved the day more times than anyone but Berith knew.

That still didn’t make him right about Ramiel’s spy, but even if it did, they didn’t need to sneak around in the darkness to find the person working against Berith. They could face Ramiel and take him down, then deal with whoever was left behind.

“Not at the moment,” Dimri said. “But I’ve already started looking into it. I’ll have answers for you soon.”

“Not soon enough,” Roque pointed out. “If we want to use whatever information you find against Ramiel, we need it yesterday.”

Dimri looked calm, but Roque was sure he could see emotion lurking in the demon’s eyes. He wanted to continue poking at him to see more of it, even though it wouldn’t be professional.

“Do you think my job is easy?” Dimri asked in a cool tone that sent shivers down Roque’s spine. 

Dimri was dangerous, but right now, he wished they were alone in the office.

“I never said that,” he answered. “But you have to see that waiting is the worst option we have right now. I’m not saying you’re wrong and that there’s no one in the palace spying on Berith, but is it really that important? Haven’t they been spying on Berith this entire time?”

“Probably, which is why we need to find out who it is before they can do more damage.”

“They didn’t do much until now. Both Berith and Lucifer are safe and healthy. A little girl managed to protect herself from the people sent to kill her. Honestly, I feel pretty good about where we’re at right now.”

“Only fools would feel that way,” Dimri said.

“Then maybe I’m a fool.”

“I think that you are, yes.” 

Dimri turned back to Berith, who was watching them with a glint in his eyes. Roque didn’t like it, but there was nothing he could do about it. He could tell that Berith was plotting something, but the prince would only tell him what was on his mind if he wanted to. 

“I’ll continue looking into it,” Dimri said as he got to his feet. “And I’ll let you know as soon as I find something. In the meantime, I believe it would be safer for everyone to focus on securing the palace and hiring new soldiers. We lost too many people when Jessamyn attacked.”

“We’re already working on it,” Berith said with a nod. “And don’t take too long to report to me. We can’t ignore Ramiel forever. He won’t let us.”

Dimri nodded curtly. “I’ll work as fast as I can. I’ll contact my people and see what they have to say about this.”

Roque wanted to ask about the spy Dimri had in Ramiel’s palace, but he didn’t have the time to do so. Dimri left the room in a hurry, not once looking back. What he thought of Roque was clear from his behavior, which should’ve been annoying, but instead, it made Roque want to tease him even harder to see what he’d do.

That definitely wasn’t a good idea. Even if Dimri couldn’t fight—and there was no doubt in Roque’s mind that he could—he could probably find a hundred ways to kill Roque if he annoyed him too badly. It wasn’t something Roque wanted to find out.

“I thought we’d finally do something about this,” Lucifer said as he flopped back into his seat. “And now your spymaster is telling me to shut up and wait.”

Berith seemed amused. “I realize it’s not something you normally do, but Dimri knows what he’s talking about. He saved my life more times than I can count.”

“Fine. I guess I’ll do something productive and reach out to our allies. We are going to need more soldiers.”

Roque knew that Berith would hate to sacrifice people, but they didn’t have a choice. If they wanted to survive, they’d need to fight, and they couldn’t do that on their own. They needed soldiers.

Maybe Dimri wasn’t wrong, and they should wait a little while longer, if anything, to recruit more people and train them. Ramiel wouldn’t have infinite patience, though, and neither would Roque. His job was to protect Berith, and he’d do everything in his power to do just that.

Even if that meant going against the spymaster’s wishes.

Chapter Two

––––––––
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DIMRI STARED AT THE burner phone on his desk. When human technology had been introduced to Hell, he’d been wary of it, but now, he was glad he’d gone along with it. It made it so much easier to contact his spies and check on his network.

Or at least, it usually made it easier. The problem started when his contacts didn’t answer his texts.

They knew better. They knew that if he reached out, they had to contact him as soon as possible. He usually gave them a few hours, just in case, and he had this time, too. He still hadn’t gotten a text back. He’d contacted the three spies he had in Ramiel’s palace, and no one had answered. It had been three hours, so they normally would have.

That had to mean that something had happened. It was unlike them. They knew what was on the line and how important they were to Berith’s safety. They wouldn’t ignore Dimri’s attempts to contact them.

Where did that leave Dimri?

He tapped his fingertips on top of his desk and stared down at the burner phone. He still had one card to play, one more spy embedded in Ramiel’s palace. If they didn’t answer, either, he would assume they’d all been compromised. Unfortunately, it would make it nearly impossible to get any kind of information on Ramiel and what was happening in his palace.

Dimri grabbed the phone and navigated the screen until he found the contact he was looking for. Normally, he would text them, but this was too urgent. He needed to know.

So he called instead.

The phone rang, which was a relief, but it didn’t mean everything was fine. Dimri was pretty sure that everything wasn’t fine. The problem was that he’d never get any proof of that. If Ramiel had found his spies, he’d already killed them. Dimri would have to find someone else to bribe in the palace or send someone he trusted, and by the time he did, it would be too late. He needed to know what Ramiel was up to now.

“Mother, I told you not to call while I’m at work,” a voice suddenly said on the other side of the phone.

Ramiel breathed easier. “Can you step away from whatever you’re doing to talk?” he asked.

“I don’t know, Mother. I can try, but I’m working.”

“It’s fine if you can’t. Just try.”

Dimri listened to someone moving around, then talking. He couldn’t hear what either of the two voices were saying, but he could take a guess. His spy was coming up with an excuse to leave whoever was with them.

It took a few minutes, but the spy eventually came back on the line. “What’s going on? Why are you calling me?” they asked.

“I’ve been trying to contact the other people I have in the palace, but no one has answered. I wasn’t sure you would, but I had to take a chance.”

“Yeah, well, it’s clear that you’re not the one putting his life at risk here. Your contacts aren’t answering because they’re dead. Do you want me to end up the same way?”
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