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	Dedication

	 

	This one goes out to all y’all smut lovers who also enjoy a good plot. To Angelic, Mandy, and Amy: Thanks for keeping me accountable … and touching my ass. To my husband: Thanks for tolerating my early morning writing sessions and my weird obsession with this series.

	 


 

	 

	 

	Chapter 1

	Arman
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	These chains won’t hold me forever.

	They took my brothers. They took my love. They took my child.

	Kamran broke free. Took Elena’s sister to safety. But he hasn’t come back. Why hasn’t he returned for Lena?

	I do not know if my brother is alive or dead. The marks put upon us when captured bind us to this Hellscape, to this realm. Once he rescued Calliope, the seconds of Kamran’s life began to tick away. Because time passes differently in the human realm, I cannot gauge how long he’s been gone, how long the mark has been active.

	He may be dead.

	The enchanted demonsteel links chafe my skin as I strive to free myself, but unlike Kamran, luck is not on my side. With each flex of muscle the links tighten, and I know that my struggles could likely kill me before my captors do. Dead by their hand is not much different than dead by my own, though, and at least this way I feel like I’m trying.

	I reach out with my mind in search of Lena’s presence. My bonds prevent me from sensing more than that she is alive somewhere in this plane. Beyond that, I know nothing. She could be injured. My demonic kin could be torturing her. She could even be on the verge of death, held at the precipice until she bears our son. Not knowing which of these is the truth eats at my soul, and though the humans’ God has forsaken my kind, I pray for her safety.

	A shuffling echoes off the cavernous walls around me, drawing my attention back to myself, and I return to my own mind. The punishment for being caught searching for Lena is severe, and the broken bones from last time have yet to knit.

	A distant cousin of my kind, a demon of wrath, skitters through a nearby stone formation, its maw dripping with red blood indicative of a human recently slain and feasted upon. I do not smell pregnancy on its rancid breath, and I heave a sigh of relief that the blood is not Lena’s. The foul creature sidles up next to me, sniffing with its own nares, and its curiosity puzzles me.

	“What do you want? Come to dole out more pain? Fine. Do to me what you will; just don’t harm Lena.”

	The wrath demon hisses with cruel laughter, and it crouches just outside of what little reach is afforded by my bonds. “Your precious Elena is safe … for now. But I have not come to administer punishment, pity though that may be. I have come with an offering.”

	My eyes narrow in suspicion of its intent. Demons are not known for their candor, as I am well versed, and they strive to strike the most heinous of bargains. Whatever it has to offer, I cannot accept. “Then you have come for nothing. I will not accept any offerings from your kind. Be gone.”

	Again it laughs, and it inches closer. “Not even offerings of enlightenment in regard to the state of your love and your offspring?”

	Skepticism wars with hope inside me, and I struggle not to reveal my piqued interest. “You cannot be trusted. Your ‘enlightenment’ has no value.”

	It dances on its spiked appendages, giggling as its red eyes sparkle with something akin to mischief. “Oh, but I can be trusted to exact vengeance on you and your traitorous incubus brethren, and what better revenge than to inform you that your love has descended into darkness?”

	“What do you mean by this?”

	“Heh. My Lord and Master, Satan, extended an offer of His own to your little human, and she accepted.”

	“Lies!” I thrash against the chains, but the little ball of hatred shuffles out of the way. Even if I could get free, I couldn’t catch the vile thing to end it. “Lena would never bend to Satan’s will.”

	The beast’s mouth gapes in a bloodstained grin. “Ah, but she would bend to the will of her child, would she not?” Hysterical giggles bubble from its twisted mouth. “And with the Prince of Wrath housed in that half-human form, His will and her son’s are one and the same.”

	Satan … inside Ben?

	The cavern echoes with my roar as I shift to my true demon form. Leathery wings spring from my back, and my skin ripples as my scales take shape. The chains tighten yet again, cutting off further screams of rage.

	“Careful, cousin. Master may yet take pity on His surrogate father, and it would be a shame for Him to find you perished from your own foolish ire before He can set you free. Ironic, yes, amusing even, but a shame nonetheless.” Two spiked arms emerge from the demon’s hide, and it dangles a demonsteel key from one clawed finger. “I wonder if I would gain favor by taking it upon myself to release you before the edict is made…”

	I hate that this foul creature holds my freedom in its talons, but I hate more that I cannot help Lena from here. Whether she agrees to Satan’s demands out of coercion or of her own free will, it matters not. She needs me.

	“What is your price?”

	“A debt, to be collected at the time and place of my choosing.”

	The bastard thing reeks of trickery, but what choice do I have? This is the first opportunity I’ve had to get free since my captors brought me here.

	“What of my brothers—Aistan and Samsher? Will they receive the same offer?”

	“They are not the Master’s father.”

	The growl from my throat echoes in the chamber. “They are as much Ben’s father as I am. We do not split hairs about who sired him; we all love Lena equally, and we all participated in her care throughout her pregnancy.”

	“’Ben’? ‘Ben’ does not exist. There is only Prince Satan.”

	This creature’s audacity infuriates me, but I can’t give in to the rage. If I do, they win. “Fine. As Satan’s ‘father,’ I will owe you a debt, to be paid at a date and time of your choosing. Now free me.”

	The key glows red hot, and my chains fall to the ground. I cough on the dust kicked up by the links, and the wrath demon chuckles.

	I surge to my feet and reach into my pocket, which the fools hadn’t bothered to search when they took me captive. Now free of my chains, I can finally get to the single fae life-magic berry I’d squirreled away, and I shove my fist into the wrath demon’s mouth. I squeeze the juices down its throat, hoping that fae magic doesn’t go bad sitting in a pocket for days on end.

	The monster writhes and wails as Lena’s friend Molli’s fae magic weakens it, and I end its treacherous life with a quick stomp of my boot.

	“I will honor no debt to one which holds itself without honor.”

	My words rebound in the dim cavern, and I think perhaps I have spent too much time confined without company. It is not my nature to speak aloud to no one, much less to wax philosophic over the death of an enemy.

	I miss Lena’s company. I miss my brothers. Without their presence, a madness has crept into the edges of my psyche.

	Only one solution: Find Lena. With Lena, I will find Ben. With the two of them back safe, I can focus on rescuing my brothers.

	No time to waste. My first thought is to try to plane shift, to locate Lena on the astral plane, but this Hell is different from the one of my birth, and I cannot trust myself to adequately navigate this strange, evil world. Gazing up at the vaulted stone around me, I find that the ceiling of this cave is open to the foul air, and I spread my wings, launching myself skyward. My ribs protest the motion, but I can’t be bothered to stop now.

	Once through the opening, I soar higher and higher in the hopes of seeing over any obstacles. If I know Satan, He will be housed in the largest structure, poised to survey His domain. My eyes light upon the black spire in the distance, and in an instant I know where I have to go.

	I’m coming, Lena. Coming to save you and our son. Satan will soon regret His decision to infect our child with His evil.

	Prince of Wrath though He may be, He has nothing on a father’s rage.

	I fly for what seems like miles before the spire begins to grow closer. I flap harder, desperate to get to my child and my mate. As I near, foul beasts soar past, assaulting me with fire and rock. Though able to evade most of their feeble attacks, fresh injuries slow me to a near crawl, and I must fly even higher to escape the wrath demons’ reach.

	It is not without some trepidation that I arrive at the tower. Will Satan kill me on sight?

	I shake off the fear and dive through the largest window, landing in an expansive, circular stone room lit with Hellfire and decorated with the skulls of demons and humans alike. Atop a raised dais sit two thrones, and two men stand in front of one seat, their backs to me. One is tanned, toned, and dressed in what the humans would consider an expensive suit, out of place in this Hellhole. I recognize Him as my Father, Asmodeus, but the other is new to me. Dark hair brushes his shoulders, and his bare torso carries no infernal tattoos or other spell-signs on its smooth, caramel-colored skin to indicate possession. A lackey, then? A human coerced into slavery, bribed with the promise of wealth and power? A demon in human form?

	They turn upon my arrival, and though he bears no resemblance to Lena beyond the thick lashes and mesmerizing blue eyes, I see enough of myself in him that I know now who the mystery man is. Without a spell to confirm our relation, I know.

	This is my son.

	My son, who can’t be more than a few days old. A week or two at most.

	Fury builds within me, and I howl with rage. My feet carry me forward, but a spell freezes me in place before I can reach the dais.

	“Now, now, Father. You of all people should know not to try to out-anger the Prince of Wrath.” My son’s face breaks out in a wide, sinister grin, bearing perfect white teeth. “Though I must say, it instills a certain amount of pride to know that I come from such hardy stock. Brava, by the way. Congratulations on breaking free when others would have wasted away in their chains.”

	“Release my son!”

	“I think not. I rather like it in here, though this body is somewhat limited due to its half-human nature.”

	I growl low in my throat and flex against the spell that holds me.

	“Arman, baby, stop. Please.”

	The voice that comes from the throne behind the two demon Princes captures my heart and holds it in a crushing grip. Calm, reserved, but still with that fire that burns my soul every time I hear it.

	Lena.

	Satan and Asmodeus step to the side, and I see my love sitting there, looking regal in a revealing skintight dress made from leathery demonhide. Her golden tresses flow free, and her ivory skin maintains a healthy glow. Boots made of the same hide, with demon claws for heels, caress her long legs, and demonhide gloves cover her forearms. Whatever Satan has done to her, it has not harmed her that I can see.

	“My love…” My voice trembles with the power of my emotions.

	Lena stands in a smooth, fluid motion, and with Satan’s foul hand in hers she descends the stairs of the dais and crosses the room to meet me. She releases His fingers and cups my face with her delicate hands.

	“Don’t fight it, Arman. Don’t give Him a reason.” She whispers sweet pleas with her forehead pressed to mine, and tears stream down my scaled face. “He won’t hurt you if you join us, baby.”

	“Us”? I struggle to form a coherent thought, to voice my confusion, but no words come to my lips.

	“It’s okay, baby. Hell on Earth isn’t really that bad.”

	Oh, Lena … What has He done to you?

	 


 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2

	Lena
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	Demonskin is itchy as fuck. Smooth as the finest leather, but itchy as all get out.

	I can’t take this crap off, though. Not if Satan’s to believe I’m a willing participant in this fucking nightmare. No, I have to sit here on this throne of His, dressed in the flayed skin of murdered succubi, and pretend I’m okay with it. One wrong move, and He could do something to harm Ben’s body. I can’t let that happen. Ben has to be in one piece if I’m to get him back to his infant state. So I’ll sit in this throne. I’ll wear these ridiculous demonatrix outfits. I’ll even take part in a few executions, eat the cooked flesh of those who have pissed Him off … I’ll do whatever it takes to be able to stay with my son.

	I don’t even know how long we’ve been here. Long enough for me to drop the baby weight. Long enough that I have to wonder if Molli and the fae are okay. If my other lovers are still alive somewhere out there. I begged Satan for their release, but He put His foot down and said a big, fat “fuck no” to that. It was only through some miracle that He simply banished Molli and her men back to Earth instead of imprisoning or murdering them, and even more miraculous that He didn’t order Arman executed after he escaped his bonds. But His uncles? No dice.

	Can’t blame a girl for trying, right?

	Part of me wrestles with the guilt of leaving Aistan and Samsher to their prisons. Part of me hopes the wolves are still out there somewhere with Kamran and Callie, searching for Kam’s brothers, maybe someday to rescue them. The biggest part of me, though, just wants to be near my baby, even if he’s not a baby anymore. And that part wins every damn day.

	Not that I can tell what constitutes a day here. It’s always night, always dark. The only lights come from the eternal Hellfires, from burning and destruction. The rancid smell of charred bodies, brimstone, and sulfur nauseates me, and the screams of Satan’s victims invade my every waking thought, following me to bed to play chorus to my nightmares.

	New motherhood when your child is a full-grown adult sitting next to you is a special kind of fucked up, especially when that child of yours is literally possessed by the Devil. Every time Satan expresses a need or an urge, just the slightest little want of His, and my damn breasts betray me and leak into the skintight leather outfits, making the chafing just that much more irritating. I do my best to hide this instinctual reaction from the demon Prince, but sometimes the way He looks at me with that sadistic smirk of His makes me wonder if He knows my little lactic secret.

	I wonder what it’s like for Arman, seeing his son in this state. He doesn’t talk about his feelings much since he got to the tower, so sometimes it’s a mystery to me what’s going on inside his head. He just sits there in silent witness to Satan’s atrocities, committed with our son’s body. It can’t be easy for him. From the way he grits his teeth when Satan speaks or clenches his fists when the Prince executes more demons and humans, I can tell Arman’s not happy about our predicament, but beyond that generalization, I got nothin’.

	Arman stands behind my throne when I sit and warms my bed when I sleep, but I wonder if it’s not in part because he’s just as trapped as I am here. What choice do we have? This is the only way we can stay close to our son. He stays with me. Protects me from assassination attempts. Helps me get in and out of these damn demonic hooker boots.

	He also provides other boyfriendly services that I need as the erstwhile Queen Mother of Hell on Earth. I still have use for my magic here, and as a ninth generation carnal witch, there’s one main place I gain power.

	I didn’t realize how much I’d missed his dark, exotic looks. His wild raven hair, his five o’clock shadow, his smooth, golden brown skin, his electric blue eyes. I’ve also missed his caring words, his gentle caress.

	Not gonna lie, I’ve missed certain … other … attributes as well.

	I especially missed one attribute in particular that rhymes with “rock.” There’s only so much a carnal witch can do on her own to raise energy, and Arman’s incubus magic combined with his sexual prowess can fill a solid week’s worth of magical reserves in just one night.

	That’s not all he’s filling, either. Never in my life has any one man satisfied me so completely. A hungry mouth that devours me for hours on end. Fingers that explore every inch of my skin. A throbbing cock that hits my sensitive inner hub with each frantic thrust. Granted, the sex isn’t the same without Aistan, Samsher, and Kamran here to participate, but Arman holds his own pretty damn well given my appetite. Loving touches. Attention to my every need and desire. Stamina for days.

	Everything he does seems distant though, like he’s there but not there. The words come out of his mouth, the acts no different than ones we’ve done dozens of times before, but it all falls flat. Empty. I try to ask if he’s okay with this, if there’s something wrong, if I’m doing something wrong, but he deflects every time.

	I worry that I’m losing him.

	Another thing that nags at me is my Father-in-law, Asmodeus. I still haven’t figured out His game in all this. He stayed when Satan banished the fae, and He’s been silent through His Brother-grandson’s antics. For someone who wanted to stop Hell on Earth, He’s sure not acting like He gives a shit that it’s here. He comes and goes as He pleases, though, so maybe He’s got the system beat. I mean, I may be here of my own free will, but I’m no less a prisoner than if I was in chains. At least Asmodeus can move about this freaky realm without receiving punishment for taking a wrong turn at Albuquerque. Me? I’d better keep my toned ass in this tower.

	Learned that lesson the hard way. My disobedience caused some random humans their lives.

	Not again. I stay put now. Toe the line. Mind my Ps and Qs. If anyone else dies before I can get Ben back, it’ll sit squarely on Satan’s shoulders, not mine.

	As if summoned by my introspection, Satan storms into the tower throne room, eyes ablaze. He grabs a nearby succubus servant by the throat and lifts her off the ground. Her bare feet kick at the air as she struggles, but He only grips tighter.

	“Why do you smell like wolf, traitor?”

	Wait, “wolf”? Are the Hunters still in Hell? How have they survived this long?

	Does that mean Kamran’s still alive?

	I lost telepathic contact with my little sister Callie the second I submitted to Satan’s will. When I agreed to stay, He did something to the wards around the tower, something that blocked any outside communications. For what it’s worth, I’ve prayed for their safety, hoped that they got out of Hell. But if they’re still here…

	Cal. Kam.

	Despite my sudden surge of hope, I school my features to remain aloof. If Satan knows they’re here, He might suspect me of collaborating with them. Not that I wouldn’t if it meant Ben’s safe return, but better He thinks I’m complacent in His reign of terror.

	“Please, Lord Satan, I don’t know what You mean!” The demon writhes in His hands, but she can’t break free.

	Satan growls, a deep, low rumbling that shakes the foundations of the structure. I grip my throne arms tight, and Arman places a protective arm around my shoulders.

	“I do not tolerate liars, wench!”

	It’s not a matter of if He’ll murder her, but when. Is He going to torture her for information on the Hunters first, or will His rage—His wrath—kill her before He can extract any intel?

	Cruel as it is, I hope He kills her quickly.

	A sickening squelch resonates in the throne room as Satan’s fingers dig deeper into her neck, and for a moment I think it’s almost over. If He squeezes any more, He’ll rip her throat right out.

	With a snarl, Satan yanks back His arm, tossing the strangled succubus at my feet. His hands clench and unclench as He fumes, and I wonder what the fuck He expects me to do about this.

	“Perhaps Mother dearest can convince you to tell the truth.”

	Oh, shit. So much for just keeping my mouth shut.

	With as much grace as I can muster, I stand and place a heeled foot on her sternum. The demon-claw heel digs into her skin, drawing thick black blood. I apply more weight in increments, until the poor thing screams her agony. Succubi aren’t accustomed to pain; as demons, they dole out punishments, not receive them. She wails until her voice breaks, and I pretend to take pity on her.

	“Tell your Lord what you know.” Inside, I breathe a sigh of relief that my voice remains strong and steady. No wavering to give me away.

	I let up the pressure just enough for her to get her breath back, and she gasps for air, wheezing and coughing up more black blood. “Th-the Hunters have been in Hell two human days, my Lord. Since my brother Kamran is with them, I thought I’d try to get in their good graces, Lord. To spy on Your behalf.”

	The spying bit is a fat load of bullshit, but her words contain enough truth to raise my spirits, even if her timetable’s a little confusing.

	Only two days have passed on Earth since they arrived? Time is so twisted here. I know the Hunters entered this Hellscape at the exact same time as the fae, yet it feels like weeks since Molli and her lovers got the boot from Satan.

	There’s still hope. Kam’s still alive—and Callie must be, too. Kam wouldn’t let anything happen to her.

	“You lying whore!” Satan’s fingers curl, claw-like, and He embeds them in her heaving chest. Bone crunches and sinew snaps, and within seconds He retracts His arm with her still-beating heart in His hand.

	The succubus falls quiet, and her body goes limp as Satan clenches His fingers, crushing the black muscle. Thick black blood drips down His arm, and I swallow against a surge of bile in my throat.

	Ben’s blue eyes turn to me, and for a moment I imagine that it’s really my son looking at me, not this monster. That fantasy fizzles, though, when Satan’s mouth curls into a sinister sneer. “Don’t think for one second that Uncle Kamran’s life will be spared simply because he’s soulbound to you, Mother. Family or not, if he aligns himself with My enemies, then I will consider him an enemy as well. Only you and Father are exempt from My wrath, and only so long as you are useful to Me.”

	I fail to see what “use” I am to Satan while I’m trapped here in His tower, but I keep my mouth shut and lower my gaze in what I hope is a genuine-appearing gesture of respect.

	“Of course, Your Highness. I would never go against Your will.”

	“See to it that you don’t, Mother.” Thick leathery wings spring from Satan’s back, and with that He launches Himself out the open window into the miasma outside.
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	Lena
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	“Where do you suppose He goes, Lena, when He leaves us like this?”

	I shrug and relax back into Arman’s arms. “I don’t know. Maybe to power up? His body is a combination of your blood and mine; much as I hate to admit it, He’s going to need sex to build energy, same as I do. Haven’t you noticed that every time He comes back from one of these flights of fury that He returns with a fresh succubus-skin dress for me?”

	“Hm. Disturbing to think of Him using our son’s body in that manner, though it does give us knowledge to use against Him in the future.” Arman rubs my shoulders and kisses my neck. “If He has the same physical needs as us, then we can use that to our advantage.”

	“I just wish I could warn Kamran and the others that He’s on the warpath. Now that He knows for sure they’re here, there’s no telling what He’ll do to them if He catches them.” I keep my voice low in case some of the sycophants and servants in the throne room are listening in. For the most part, they seem to ignore me and Arman, but better to err on the side of caution when the fate of the world is on the line.

	Damnit! How am I going to get word to Kam and Callie to get the Hunters to back off? Cherry’s got the pups to worry about, and I know she’d be devastated if one of Satan’s minions kills another of her mates. I don’t even know what she was thinking, striding right up into Hell while pregnant.

	Except I’ve done the same damn thing myself.

	Maybe I set a bad example.

	Speaking of bad examples, I moan and lean my head back as Arman’s skilled hands move from my shoulders to my chest. That man really loves my tits, and he shows it every chance he gets. He doesn’t even mind the leaking; if anything, I think it turns him on more.

	I really should not be thinking of sex at a time like this.

	“Shall we go to our bedchambers, my love? If our son is seeking out a source of strength, we should ensure that we have enough power to match Him should He strike at us.”

	Kind of a weird way to say, “Hey baby, wanna go fuck?” I’ll take what I can get, though, especially if he’s going to keep doing that thing with my nipples.

	I turn in place and catch Arman’s mouth with my own, my tongue pressing against his soft lips. They part for me, and I dive in while I wrap my legs around his narrow waist. His rock-hard rod presses against me, and I shudder with the movement as he takes me to the spacious room Satan’s given us behind the thrones.

	I used to worry about public displays of affection in the throne room, but after a while I realized that the demon servants and human slaves don’t give a rat’s ass what I do with Arman in front of them. The demons just want to stay in Satan’s good graces, and the humans are either entranced by His magic or fucking scared shitless to be here. No one would care if I jumped my lover’s bones right there on my damn throne. Still, I prefer at least some privacy, so I’m grateful for the suite Satan provides for us.

	The monstrous stone door swings shut behind us, and though I’d braced myself for the slam that accompanies it, I hadn’t planned for Arman to slam me against it, pinning me to the door with his toned body and wrapping a hand around my neck. He applies gentle pressure—not enough to choke me, but enough to grab my attention for sure. I freeze mid-hump, eyes wide, and swallow against the webbing between his thumb and forefinger.

	“Arman, what—?”

	More pressure cuts my question off at the pass, and I focus on maintaining an airway. This kind of behavior I’d expect from Aistan or Samsher, maybe Kamran, but Arman? He’s always been the gentle one. This kind of kink isn’t usually his thing.

	Don’t get me wrong; it’s totally my thing, but Arman usually takes the “sweet and tender” path.

	“Shh, Lena. Listen. I have been silent for far too long.” His other hand trails down my chest and stomach to the slit in my demonskin skirt. He slides his hand up under the leathery material, and my eyes roll back in my head as he begins to rub my clit with long, slow strokes of his skilled fingers.

	“Lena, my love, we cannot allow Satan to continue using our son’s body like He is. We must plot to rescue our Ben, to get him back from Satan’s control. I need you strong, Lena. I need your power at its zenith, because I cannot face Him alone.” His fingers pick up the pace a bit. “Open yourself to the energies, Lena. Take the power I am offering. Take my power and my cock deep within you, and store that power to use against Satan.”

	Oh, God! If he keeps that up with his fingers, I’ll do whatever the fuck he wants.
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