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CHAPTER 1
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Lucifer grinned. A cruel, full mouthed, slow but sharp as a knife grin. His dark eyes glinted with malice as he stood in the corner of the room, shrouded by transparency still, watching the newly bonded couple getting hot and heavy. 

Some might call it cuckolding, but that would involve the amorous pair knowing he was there. Others might label it being a peeping Tom. Lucifer, however, merely saw it as waiting for his moment.

Early morning sunlight streamed through a small gap in the silver-grey curtains, illuminating the room just enough to cast a romantic, pastel glow. 

Lucifer watched as Sam tipped her head back, her mouth open, her eyes rolled into the back of her head. As her cheeks flushed pink, her body shuddered with an orgasm, pushing a loud moan from her throat.

Balthazar threw the duvet off him, lifting his head from between Sam’s legs. “Thirty-three seconds,” he said, his voice full of pride. “We’re getting closer to that fifteen I said I could do.”

Sam raised her head, her vision starry, a loud ringing echoing in her ears. “We can definitely keep practicing. I don’t mind at all.”

Balthazar kissed his way back up her body, sweeping his tongue over her soft skin. He lowered his head to take one of her nipples into his mouth, his cock poised at her entrance. 

Sam arched her back, pressing herself against him, pushing her breast to his mouth, eager to feel him slide inside her right as he flicked his tongue over her nipple.

Lucifer cleared his throat, shimmering into existence. “Good morning, indeed.”

Sam screamed and scurried up the bed, grabbing at the duvet to cover herself.

Balthazar hung his head and sighed. He didn’t need to turn around. He knew that voice anywhere. 

For the sake of some decency, Balthazar swept his right hand over his naked body, materialising a pair of black boxer shorts to cover up his rapidly shrivelling erection.

He slid off the bed and turned to face his boss, folding his muscled arms across his broad chest. “You really know how to pick your moments.”

Lucifer gave him a lazy smile. “It’s a talent of mine.”

“Watching people have sex without their knowledge? That’s not a talent, Lucifer. It’s called perverted. People go to prison for that up here.”

Lucifer held up his hand in a fist, pointing only his index finger. “Only if they touch themselves as well.” He gestured his free hand down at his fully clothed form. “Which you can quite clearly see, I didn’t.” He looked down at his black jeans and pulled at the loose clothing around his groin. “Not even a twitch from the old fella.” Looking back at Balthazar, he said, “You really need to up your game, Balthazar.”

Balthazar quirked a dark eyebrow up. “Strangely, Lucifer, my only interest is turning my partner on, not you.”

“You should always be mindful of your surroundings, Balthazar. How many times have I told you that?”

“What the hell are you doing here?” Sam asked, rolled up tightly in her pale green duvet. “And why couldn’t you come back later? You could obviously see we were busy.” Narrowing her eyes at him, she then asked, “How long were you even watching?”

Lucifer took a breath to reply and then paused, wondering what the best answer would be.

“Don’t,” Sam said, shaking her head. “Just don’t even answer that.”

Lucifer glanced back at Balthazar and smiled. “I think you can cross exhibitionism from her kink list.”

“Ok, that’s enough. Time for you to go,” Balthazar said. “Out. Now. Whatever it is, I’ll come find you later.”

Lucifer clicked his tongue. “Problem is, I’m not here for you.” He looked past Balthazar to Sam. “I’m here for her.”

“Like Hell you are,” Balthazar replied, taking a step towards him with his fists clenched. “She’s going nowhere with you.”

“Oh, I’m quite aware of that,” Lucifer said, his black eyes glinting with mischief. “She’s going somewhere with you.”

Balthazar frowned, his chocolate eyes clouding with confusion. “Where?”

“Everywhere.”

“That makes no sense,” Sam said, her patience wearing thin. “Stop being cryptic and just tell us.”

Lucifer settled a hard as steel stare on Balthazar. “You’re going everywhere in lover boy here’s past. Every. Where.”

Balthazar paled. He broke eye contact with Lucifer and stared down at the floor, his mind racing. This was the one thing he’d dreaded. The one thing he knew would come around, some day. He just hadn’t expected it to be this quick.

Sam caught the tension between them—the look of triumph mixed with recognition written all over Lucifer’s smug face, and the utter dread whitening Balthazar’s bronzed skin. Her stomach filled with a sinister weight, bringing frustration boiling to the surface as she wondered what secrets were hanging between them. 

Sitting up, she asked, “What do you mean?”

Lucifer cocked his head to one side, moving his focus from a downtrodden Balthazar to a confused Sam. “Remember when you accepted him for his warts and all, without seeing what he did?”

Sam nodded, her mouth drying like cotton within seconds.

“And Malcolm told you what a silly silly girl you’d been.”

Sam’s heart started pounding. Unease trickled through her veins. Quickly flickering her eyes over to Balthazar, she saw him, shoulders slumped, head hanging low. Her palms began to slick with a cold sweat as her mind filled with a hundred different thoughts.

“Yes,” Sam said, her voice all but a whisper.

“You don’t get around the demi-soul bond quite that easily, Samantha Lily Mohun.” Lucifer stepped forward. “Whilst your bond with my Prince here is complete and intact, the contract with Hell is not. He will not be released from my realm until you know what he did.”

Sam swallowed the ball of panic lodged in her throat. He’d full named her. The Devil himself had used her full name. This was really not good. 

Wiping her sweaty palms on the duvet, she gave him a weak smile and said, “Ok, well he can just tell me then.”

Lucifer chuckled and moved around Balthazar, standing at the side of the bed to look down at Sam. “Do you really think it would be that easy?”

A nervous laugh escaped her as she replied, “Worth a shot.” She nodded and then said, “Ok. I’ll see it. No problem.”

The tiniest hint of sympathy tinged Lucifer’s smile as he stared down at her, glee creasing his face and lighting up his obsidian eyes. “Oh, you’re going to see it alright.” He bent over and motioned with his index finger for her to come closer.

Sam hesitated, then inched closer to him. Still pressing the duvet to her body, she leaned forwards, waiting to hear the words that would come out of the Devil’s mouth next.

Lucifer shot his hand out and grabbed her chin, his vice like grip making her suck in a sharp breath. “You, my dear little cursed werewolf, are going to live it. Every minute, every second of that day, you are going to live.” He leaned down and pressed a kiss to her forehead. “From his perspective and yours.” He tilted her head back, taking great delight in the wide-eyed fear staring back at him. “And he’s going to be right there with you.”

Something cracked inside her. A jolt, a flicker of complete dissociation. Like reality had split and she was falling through it at a thousand miles an hour with no parachute in sight.

Lucifer dropped his hand, chuckling to himself as Sam stayed frozen in place, as if he still had his hand on her forcing her attention on him. 

Walking back to Balthazar, Lucifer slapped his finest Prince of Hell on the shoulder. “There we go, Balthazar. The cat’s out of the bag. Wasn’t that bad, was it?”

Balthazar began to vibrate with rage, his entire body trembling as he struggled to contain his demonic depths. He wanted to go all out, rip his boss to shreds, bring him back to life, and do it all over again.

But he couldn’t. 

If he did that, he’d never be free of Lucifer or Hell. Not only that, but Lucifer couldn’t die, much like him.

“You’ve got until the next full moon to prepare her for what she’s about to face. I suggest you start ASAP if this bond of yours has any chance of surviving.”

Balthazar lifted his head, his brown eyes flickering with specks of onyx darkness, his veins colouring the slightest shade of purple. “I should kill you for this.”

Lucifer stepped in front of Balthazar and curtsied. “You should but you can’t. Ergo, life’s a bitch and then you die. If she changes her mind and wants out, let me know. Alternatively, see you in twenty-five days. Tatty-ta-ta.”

With a simple click of his fingers, Lucifer vanished, leaving Balthazar and Sam shrouded in disbelief, shock, and with a whole elephant herd of questions.

Sam cleared her throat and quietly said, “Bal, we can get through this. Whatever it is, it won’t bother me, I promise. I won’t think any different of you.”

“Don’t say that, Sam,” he said, his tone clipped. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

His curt voice caught her off guard, making her question just what exactly he could have done. “Bal—”

“Sam,” he said, whirling around, his chest rising and falling with quick breaths. “You don’t understand. Do you think what I did was something as trivial as stepping on a butterfly? I’m a demon. You know what demons do. We have to be able to do that from something inside us, something dark that was unlocked in us as humans.” He stopped and licked his lips. “You can’t ignore that part of me because it’s still a part of me. That means you have to accept me and what I did as well.”

She nodded, anxiety climbing through her, wrapping around her heart like poison ivy. “I do. I don’t care what you did—”

“Sam, you don’t know. You will care, trust me.”

“I won’t.”

“You will.”

“Balth—”

“Sam!” he yelled. “What I did was...it was one of the worst things possible. And I did it to someone I loved. I hurt people I loved. Because of one moment.” His eyes blurred over with hot tears. “You don’t get it.”

“Then tell me.”

He took a deep breath, his whole body shuddering as he struggled to contain his emotions. “I was in love with Azazel’s wife. Back when we were humans. She consumed my thoughts, night and day, she was all I wanted. Her name was Cassia.”

Sam bit back the rising jealousy rearing its ugly head at hearing her demi-soul confess his love for another woman. Reminding herself this was two thousand years ago, she smiled at him, trying to reassure him she was in fact fine. “Ok, so what, you had an affair with her?”

Balthazar gave a wistful smile and closed his eyes. “If only.” He shook his head. “She loved Azazel wholly and completely. She saw me as his brother and nothing else.”

Sam’s heart started pounding against her ribcage. The hairs on her arms stood on end, a cold sweat breaking out over her skin. Her instincts told her exactly what was coming next, but she needed to hear him say it. She had to have the confirmation.

“Ok, so what happened?”

His eyes still closed, Balthazar licked his lips, taking his time to think over his words. “One night it became too much. I lost control...I had to have her. The urge to touch—”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Sam said, holding her hands up. She shook her head. She couldn’t hear this word coming from him, it wasn’t right. With her heart hammering like a jackhammer inside her chest, almost drowning out any thoughts in her mind, she took a deep breath and asked, “Are you telling me you...” She wet her lips, the word seeming foreign on her tongue, alien, not right. “...are you telling me you...raped her?”

Balthazar opened his eyes, his wall of tears crumbling, cascading down his cheeks. “I prefer to say I forced myself on her.” His voice dropped to a whisper. “But yes.”

Sam’s head started whirling. It was as if reality itself was spinning, taking her on a ride she had no interest in being on. Everything in her stilled. Her thoughts fractured. That word—that truth—didn’t belong here. Not with him. Not with them. Her eyes fell to his hands, his large hands that she loved so much, that caressed her with gentle touches, that held her in warm embraces, that brought her to the edge of ecstasy over and over again.

“No,” she said, giving a sharp shake of her head. “No. You wouldn’t do that. You’re kind and caring and gentle, and you always wait for me to say...” Realisation dawned on her, making her gasp. “That’s why you wait for me to say it’s ok?”

Balthazar dropped his eye contact.

“Oh my God.” She put her hands over her mouth as water hazed over her vision. “I can’t believe this. I’ve been having sex with a...a rapist. What the fuck.”

He snapped his head up, his eyes filling with determination. “I’m not a rapist, Sam. She wasn’t just some random woman I fancied. I’d been in love with her for years.”

Sam’s mind swirled with disbelief. “Like that makes it any better? What the fuck is wrong with you?” She pointed at the door. “You need to leave.” As she thought about calling Kyla and sobbing her heart out to her, the final penny dropped. “Does Kyla know about this? Is that why she told me I shouldn’t be with you?”

He looked down at the floor again, his silence all the confirmation she needed.

“But she only knew that after seeing Azazel’s worst actions...so that must mean that what you did was linked to his, right?”

More silence. Still no eye contact.

“Tell me, Balthazar. Tell me all of it.”

Scrubbing his hands over his face, Balthazar let out a shaky breath. “Cassia fell pregnant with my child. When Azazel returned home from battle, she told him. He went on a murder spree, took out half the town. Then Cassia begged him to kill her. She said she’d rather...” He choked on his words, spluttering with sobs “...she said she’d rather die than bear my child. Azazel killed her, their son, and then himself. That’s it, that’s the whole story.”

Sam collapsed back against the headboard of the bed. How was this her reality right now? Ten minutes ago, this amazing demi-soul of hers had given her the most mind-blowing orgasm. He was someone who made her feel safe, cherished. 

And now he was a rapist who had made people he loved commit murder and suicide.

“I need some time,” she whispered, staring at her duvet as she picked at loose threads on it. “Don’t make me beg for it.”

Balthazar nodded. “I love you, Sam. Please remember the me you know now.” He reached towards her, then let his hand fall as he realised that privilege had just been erased.

Utterly defeated, he walked out, the click of the closing door behind him echoing around Sam like a finality. 

She let out her breath, something inside her shattering as she did so. Heaving sobs wracked her body as she felt her heart and soul tearing her apart from the inside.
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CHAPTER 2
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The echo of silence from Dylan’s departure lingered around Kyla, his presence ever present but not. They’d spent months apart before, sometimes not even speaking for weeks at a time, but this time was different. This time everything had been put on the table, all the cards played for everyone to see, and the universe had conspired against them, ripping them apart before they’d even had their first official date.

“How are you feeling?” Azazel asked, his voice quiet.

Kyla turned her head to the left, looking at the drop-dead gorgeous demon laid next to her, his chiselled features shadowed by rays of morning sun highlighting her ceiling.

“Empty.”

“That’s deep,” he replied, feeling a twist of guilt churn in his stomach. “But I’m sure he wouldn’t want you feeling like this.”

A smile tweaked at Kyla’s lips. “Are you sure we’re talking about the same guy?  Because the Dylan I know would definitely want me thinking like this so I wouldn’t find myself in another man’s bed.”

Azazel chuckled. “That Dylan also gave you permission to be with someone else.”

“You mean you.”

“Well, I don’t mean to inflate my own ego here but yes, if you want to call a duck a duck then sure, he meant me.”

Kyla laughed. “Since when have you ever bothered about not calling a duck a duck?”

A hint of concern flickered through Azazel’s jade green eyes. “You’ve been through a lot in the last twelve hours. I figured some diplomacy might not go amiss.”

Kyla raised an eyebrow. “It’s almost like you’re starting to become human again. Be careful or you might burst into flames and die.”

“At this point I think that would be preferable to living as a human.”

Kyla felt a twinge in her heart, an uneasy mix of rejection and hurt colliding together. “Did you not want me to accept you? If that’s not what you wanted, you should have just said.”

He shook his head. “It’s not that. It’s more living life knowing I could die at any moment, but knowing there’s more power out there, knowing I could be so much more but I’m not and I never would be again. That’s a tough pill to swallow.”

Kyla smiled. “You’re scared of being vulnerable. Of not having all the powers to be top dog. Quite simply, it’s about your ego.”

Azazel snorted. “No, it’s not.”

“Yes, it is. If you have no magick and no immortality, your life is as much in your hands as it is anyone else’s. You could fall down the stairs and break your neck or someone could crash into you in their car and kill you. But that’s the risk of being human. It puts delicacy into such a light, you have to live life to the full.”

“I’ve lived life to the full, Kyla, and I’m not ready to give it up anytime soon, trust me. Life is great, I love it. I’ve seen the world evolve from nothing to something and I want to be here when it grows into more. I love my job, and I love being me. To take away my magick, to make me human, would be forcing me to live as someone I’m not. I’m a demon, that is who I am, at the very core.”

Kyla let out a long breath. “That makes things somewhat awkward as far as you and I are concerned. Now I feel like I’ve forced you to your fate.”

Azazel lifted his left shoulder in a casual shrug. “We’re not fully bonded yet, I think I could argue the toss with Lucifer. He does enjoy a good debate.”

Kyla propped herself up on her left elbow, resting her head on her palm. “That whole speech that Dylan gave before he left was for what then? If you knew you were going to go back to Hell and carry on as normal, why not tell him that?”

Azazel mirrored Kyla’s move, propping himself up on his right elbow. “Because the guy has enough on his plate with being called back to work. He doesn’t need to be worrying about you as well. Besides, I meant what I said—if you need me, call me. I’ll be right here.” He reached out and grasped her free hand. “We’ll always have this connection, Kyla, but I’m not prepared to give me up for anyone.”

A collision of feelings hit Kyla with the force of a freight train. After everything they’d been through, including him saving her life twice, she was still just ‘anyone’ to him. But the fizzle on her skin from his touch electrified her body, sending her heart rate through the roof and putting every nerve ending on edge. Her breath hitched as goosebumps raised all over her body, sending a shiver down her spine. This guy had her reeling from one extreme to another. 

“But I’m not just anyone,” she said. “I’m your demi-soul. That means something. Or it’s supposed to at least.”

“Look, you’ve had so much—”

“No,” she said, her voice firm and sharp. “You look. You’re being a chicken shit. End of. That’s all this is. Or is it more the fact that now Dylan has given his permission you’re not interested? There’s no one to wind up or compete with so where’s the game and the fun?”

“That’s not it, Kyla—”

“It’s either one or the other, Azazel. Pick your truth.”

“Stop trying to look deeper into things. Sometimes things are just simple and face value.”

“Nothing with you is simple or face value.” Kyla paused, thinking over some of the wise words he had given her in the past. “You’ve told me before to stop hiding from my feelings, to own what I feel, who I am, and revel in it.” She raised her eyebrows, inciting a challenge. “So don’t be a hypocrite. Practice what you preach.”

Silence fell between them as they found themselves locked into a staring match, each daring the other to break eye contact first. Something dangerous flickered in the space between them, something electric and inevitable.

Azazel still had his hand on Kyla’s, the connection between them building with every moment that passed. As the seconds ticked by, the tension between them seemed to fabricate into something more, something real and tangible. 

“I’m not backing down on this, Kyla,” Azazel said, raising an eyebrow.

“I’m not asking you to.”

Instantly, with that one sentence, something clicked inside Azazel’s mind. She was right—she wasn’t asking anything of him. He was the one piling all this pressure up on himself, refusing to give in to her demands when in reality, she had no demands—he did. 

“You kept telling me that we couldn’t ignore this thing between us and now that’s exactly what you want to do.” Kyla lowered her voice, speaking calm and quiet. “What are you afraid of?”

Azazel looked down, focusing his attention on the point where his skin met hers. “Losing you.”

Kyla held her breath. The admission hung between them like a confession that had never meant to be heard. She hadn’t expected his honesty to come so quickly nor so frankly. Memories of what she’d witnessed in Pompeii sprang to mind, twisting her heart as sympathy rushed through her for him.

“What’s the logic here then? That if you reject us, me, then it’s your choice instead of that choice being made for you?”

He lifted his eyes back to her, the uncertainty flooding through them speaking every word he didn’t say.

“And you think that if you become human losing me is more likely?” she asked, her voice as soft as silk. “Because you won’t have your magick to protect me.”

“If I’d had magick back then, back with Cassia, everything would have been so much different. I could have—”

“Azazel, there is no point in going over this. What are you going to gain from it? You’re torturing yourself for no reason. What happened, happened. And if there’s one thing I am a firm believer of, no matter how messed up it is at the time, everything happens for a reason. Everything.”

“It’s taught me that being human is weak. You’re susceptible to everything, Kyla. Even right down to simple cold viruses. Being a demon means I’m at the top of my game, nothing can touch me, no one can. Except Lucifer of course but that’s a whole other conversation.” He squeezed her hand. “I’m not sure I could survive losing another wife.”

A bolt of adrenaline shot from Kyla’s heart, blasting through her veins. “Whoa, hold on there. We’ve barely kissed without a fight and now you’re calling me your wife.”

Azazel smiled, his eyes filling with warmth. “You know what I mean, Kyla. If we become fully bonded, that’s essentially what you’d be to me.”

Kyla's heart stuttered. Wife. The word sent heat spiralling through her chest. It brought forth images she’d never imagined before and with it, feelings and thoughts she never thought she’d have.

“A piece of paper with our signatures on it means nothing,” Azazel continued. “That’s just human legalities. The real tie would be between us.” He took his hand from hers and touched his index finger to the centre of her chest and then to the centre of his. “That would be something so deep and untouchable, we would be as one, in every way possible.” He took a breath and let it out. “If I then lost you, I’d lose more than just myself.”

Kyla found herself at a loss for words. She’d known his truth would be deep but not this deep. She began to realise that beneath all of his demon exterior, right down in the human core of himself that he’d buried to almost unreachable depths, was someone who would go all in for love, someone sensitive and emotional, someone that worshipped the woman he loved, someone who would be truly in it right until the bitter end, and beyond. She could see it now, stark and undeniable—the man beneath the demon was vulnerable and absolutely achingly real.

The key was to somehow unlock that without him realising and running from it.

“I understand,” she said, taking his hand back. “But I don’t want to ignore this thing between us. I like being around you.”

He smiled at her, his pink lips tweaking up at the corners. “I like being around you too. I just need to be careful it doesn’t get out of hand.”

“I feel like I have whiplash from the rollercoaster I’m on with you and Dylan. We’d just agreed to leave things as they were and then he announces he’s disappearing. Now the gate has been left open, it feels different. I can’t explain it.”

“Because the last barrier between us, except for us, has now been lifted. What happens next is on us.”

The weight of his words settled over them both, shrouding them in a few seconds of silence as they locked eyes, soaking in their new situation, their new reality.

Kyla gave him a small smile. “I don’t want you to think you’re just my back up now Dylan has gone.”

Azazel grinned. “Let’s face it. I am. If he hadn’t got that call, I’d be back in Hell right now and Dylan would be laid here, watching you sleep.”

Kyla nodded. “Yes, most likely.” She licked her lips and peeked up at him from beneath her lashes, heat blooming across her cheeks as she dared to admit her truth. “But I can’t help but wonder if my dreams would have led me straight back to you anyway.”

Azazel looked at her, his eyes darkening at her implication. “Kyla...”

“I’m just being honest, Azazel. We both know what was happening when I was with Dylan. And it seems the more time we spend with each other, the stronger that connection is growing.”

“I think I should stay downstairs and let things cool between us,” he said, taking his hand from hers and starting to move off the bed.

“Azazel,” Kyla said, her voice low. “Please stay. I need you.”

One beat of his heart. One beat and one look at her pleading, beautiful face and he knew his decision. 

“Ok, bellona,” he said, settling back on the bed. He laid on his back and opened his right arm out, inviting her into his chest. “You win. Have me inside and outside of your dreams.”

As Kyla snuggled into his side, the scent of his spicy cologne enveloping her, she couldn’t help but feel safe, a real sense of safe that she’d not felt for a long time. As his chest rose and fell beneath her cheek, the steady rhythm lulling her back to sleep, she began to think that maybe this guy was the stability she’d been looking for all along.
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CHAPTER 3
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Anya Lawson tapped her nails against the kitchen worktop, the clicking of them echoing around the empty room with a definitive edge. Resting her head in her hand, she let out a sigh as she heard Sam sobbing from upstairs.

“This is why I don’t do relationships, Wilson,” she said, rolling her eyes. “All that pain and heartache for what?”

Anya looked down at her familiar, Wilson. The lizard blinked back at her, his jet-black eyes gleaming with life. Standing at her side like a dog at heel, his long, dark scaly body gave a sharp contrast to the pristine, white marble kitchen floor. The overhead yellow LED lights caught the gold spots on his body, making them sparkle like embedded gems. His thick tail curled around the bottom of Anya’s black boots, his curved claws on full display to anyone who dared approach his mistress.

“Are you going to play therapist this time or me?”

Wilson slipped his forked tongue out from his pointed snout, tasting the air. He cocked his head slightly to one side and blinked at Anya.

Anya sighed. “Fine. But next time it’s you.”

Wilson turned his head towards the kitchen doorway and started moving towards it, his nails tapping against the marble. Anya smirked as a flicker of a thought streaked through her mind of letting Wilson run on the expensive tiles. His claws would dig in and screech through them like nails down a blackboard. It would be so satisfying. The Mohun’s were a nice family, nice for werewolves anyway, but typically, like all wolves, they had to show off their pretentiousness with unnecessary luxury.

Anya paused at the bottom of the stairs and took a deep breath. “Be nice,” she said to herself. “Niceties get you everywhere.”

Wilson bounded up the stairs like a fat puppy, digging his claws into the plush cream carpet as he dragged his chunky body up each one, the soft thud of his weight hitting each step resounding through the house. 

Anya forgot about the nails on the marble tiles and instead wished Wilson had been swimming this morning and coated himself in some algae. A snail trail of green slime on this over-expensive carpet would be nothing short of perfection.

Just as she reached the top of the stairs, the door to Sam’s bedroom flew open, revealing a red, puffy-eyed hot blonde mess.

Sam rocked back on her heels as she stared at Wilson, then at Anya. The housemaid that had appeared so meek and mild up to now, dressed in the plainest clothes ever imaginable, now stood before her like she’d been through some really bad reality makeover show.

Her brown hair, always fixed into a bun, had transformed into gentle shoulder length waves of onyx with streaks of pink. A pierced nose, pierced ears, a bunch of bracelets on each wrist, black ripped jeans, black rigger boots, and a white t-shirt with a circled red A on it, Sam couldn’t help but wonder if the housemaid had been a figment of her imagination up to now.

Anya gestured towards Wilson and smiled. “He’s perfectly harmless,” she said. “Until I tell him not to be.”

Sam widened her eyes and took a step back. Lifting her right hand and pointing at the lizard, she said, “What the hell even is that thing? And more importantly, what is it doing in my house? Do my parents know about this?”

Anya rolled her eyes and sighed. “That ‘thing’ is my familiar. His name is Wilson. He is an Asian water monitor lizard. And your parents don’t need to know about him. You, however, do.”

Sam stared at Anya for several seconds, her brain soaking in the words she’d just spoken. “Familiar,” she said. “That means—”

Anya rolled her eyes. “I’m an elemental witch, yes, congratulations, well done, lovely to meet you. Now, let’s cut the crap and get right down to it, shall we?”

“But—”

“No buts. I don’t have time for buts. Well, I do, but I can’t be arsed with them to be quite honest. I know what happened last night and I should probably apologise for the shitty timing, but well, really—” she clicked her tongue “—that’s kind of a you problem so I need to stick to my schedule. I need you to ring Kyla and get her over here ASAP. Oh, and tell her to bring Spencer with her.”

Sam’s jaw dropped. “What?” She frowned and took a step forward, narrowing her eyes at Anya. “Who the hell do you think you are to come in here and demand things of me? I am your employer, I tell you what to do, not the other way around.”

Anya snorted as she folded her arms across her chest. “Consider me resigned. Never wanted the stupid job anyway, only took it to get closer to you lot.” Tilting her head to one side, she said, “Now that’s out of the way and the hierarchy is removed, can you now call Kyla and get her to bring Spencer over with her.” Anya licked her lips. “Please.”

Sam fisted her hands at her sides. “You are still in my house. What makes you think you have the right to bring people here? If you want to see them, you go find them. I’m doing nothing for you. Get out now. And take your dragon-snake baby with you.”

Anya smiled. “No.”

Sam showed her red rose tattoo and quirked an eyebrow up. “Do you know what this does if I touch it?”

Anya grinned. “Yeah. It gives you a direct link to your rapist demi-soul.”

Sam’s eyes flared with surprise, shock and hurt colliding together inside them. She gasped and took a step back as her face paled. “Hhhow—”

“Abaddon is my dad. I know more than you think possible.”

“But—”

“Yeah, he’s been a shit dad to Kyla and Spencer, but I was different. They had shit mums. Mine was a diabolical nut job to the point Dad had to intervene.” She shrugged her shoulders. “But it’s all good. I’m better for it.”

Sam raised an eyebrow as she roved her eyes up and down Anya. “Yes, I can see that. You seem perfectly fine.”

“I’m alive, I’m happy, I know my lot in life. I’m also not the one standing here with eyes like golf balls and a face as sad as an abandoned kitten.”

Sam folded her arms over her chest and settled a steely glare on the woman. “Anyone ever told you you’re a bitch?”

Anya grinned. “Yes, actually. A lot. To the point I now take it as a compliment, so thank you.” She bent at the knees and curtsied. “I’m pleased I’m still exactly the same.”

“Wow,” Sam replied. “And I thought Kyla was bad.”

“Speaking of Kyla, you should really tell her to complete that bond with Azazel. She is missing out for sure keeping that one at arm’s length.” She let out a low whistle.

Sam stared back at the woman, utterly speechless and not entirely sure what to make of the situation. A bolt of agony shot through her heart, reminding her of her own broken relationship and the pain now shrouding her bond.

Anya rolled her eyes. “Oh, come on. That demon of hers has been everywhere. Are you really surprised?”

A hint of a smirk tweaked at Sam’s lips. “I know what Azazel is like. What I’m surprised at is his lack of taste.”

Anya barked with laughter. “There it is. That little spark you have hidden away in your wolf roots. But let’s be clear, no man has taste when any hole’s a goal.”

Sam wrinkled her nose up in disgust at the crude comment. 

“Oh, come on,” Anya said, snorting. “You’re hardly the Virgin Mary.”

“Doesn’t mean I have to be crude about things. There’s still a level of decorum that can be kept.”

“For what? For who? I’m DTF, lady, and I’m making sure every man with a decent sized dick knows it.” She winked. “I’m afraid for me, size does in fact matter.”

“Ok, that’s enough,” Sam said, clapping her hands together. “Time for you to leave.”

Anya frowned. “Why would I be leaving?”

“Because you’re not welcome here. That’s why.”

“I’ve asked you twice now to call Kyla and get her over here. That’s twice you’ve now ignored me.”

Sam raised an eyebrow. “And?”

“Simply do as I ask, or I’ll flood this house with water in seconds.” Anya shrugged her shoulders. “Your choice. But if you choose the latter, let me know so I can eavesdrop the phone call to Daddy.”

Sam snorted. “Nice try. Your magick doesn’t work like that.”

Anya grinned. “No?”

Lifting her arms to her side, Anya kept her eyes locked onto Sam’s. Her body tingled as heat rushed through her, her magick springing to the surface. As her power balled at her fingertips, she closed her eyes and imagined her energy pulsating through the house like echo location, bouncing through the walls, seeking any hint of water. 

The air itself seemed to thicken, pressing against Sam like a warning. As the sudden roar of water filled the house—bathroom, ensuites, the kitchen, even the utility room, she took a step back, her heart pounding. The pipes were gushing with water to the point of bursting, taps fully opened, not coping with the pressure piling through them.

Her jaw dropping, Sam realised she had no choice. Anya hadn’t even blinked at her magick trick. What could she do if put her mind to it?

Sam realised she had to admit defeat to the witch stood in front of her wearing nothing but a smug smile.

This time.

“Ok, alright,” Sam said, holding her hands up in surrender. “But at least do me the favour of not mentioning anything to Kyla about Balthazar until I’m ready.”

Anya lowered her arms, drawing her magick back to her like reeling in a rope. “I can do that,” she said. “I can easily keep Kyla distracted with tales of Azazel’s tongue.”

“I strongly suggest you don’t do that.”

Anya gave her a sarcastic smile. “And I strongly suggest you don’t worry about me. I’m perfectly capable of looking after myself. And if I struggle, Wilson here is my back up.” She bent down and touched the back of Wilson’s head. “Isn’t that right, boy?”

Wilson looked up at her and swished his tail from side to side, his eyes half closing in a show of reptilian affection.

Sam turned and headed into her room for her phone, her hands shaking as the grave reality of the new turn in her life seeped into her brain. “Jesus,” she whispered to herself. “Just when I thought life couldn’t get any worse, I have a sociopath in my house with something that looks like a dragon and a snake had sex.”

“He’s a monitor lizard,” Anya called out. “And yes, I can hear everything. If there’s humidity in the air, I hear it on the water droplets.”

Sam closed her mouth as she bent down to grab her phone. Fuck.
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CHAPTER 4
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After how terribly wrong things had turned last night, Lina could do nothing but run. Run from her sister’s death, run from her aching grief, run from her impossibly bad decisions. 

With her mind racing, her heart pounding, and her soul shattered, she could barely think straight. Her mind and body on auto-pilot, she somehow ended up stood outside her childhood home.

As her chest heaved, her breaths coming short and shallow, she realised she had nothing, and no one, left. This was it—she was alone, save for the creatures in Hell, of course.

Under the cloak of the black velvet sky, stars glittering like gems above, Lina crept around the side of her former home and leapt over the garden gate with feline grace. The house had been locked up by the authorities, its status in limbo whilst her grandfather still believed in the return of his son and daughter-in-law and his two granddaughters.

If only he knew.

Next to the back door sat a pair of topiary bushes, one on each side, housed in large, blue ceramic pots. One of them had always been used as a hiding place for a spare key. Silently praying it was still there, Lina lifted the pot on the left, breathing a sigh of relief as the moonlight glinted off the silver metal.

Lina unlocked the door and slipped inside, locking it behind her again. She froze, her feet planted on the grey conservatory floor, as a decade of memories came rushing back to her with the force of a runaway freight train. She drew a deep breath, telling herself that the stale air still harboured a faint linger of her mother’s lavender air freshener.

The silence echoed around her to the point she became convinced she could hear Arana’s sing song voice shrieking her name. She closed her eyes and imagined her mother here, cooking the usual Sunday roast, her father outside mowing the lawn.

Now, the neat grass had overgrown, weeds had sprouted between the patio slabs, and the back fence appeared to be sagging in the middle, as if life itself was dragging it down. Lina couldn’t help but wonder if the house carried as much sadness as she did.

Forcing herself to move on, Lina took a deep breath and opened her eyes. She walked through into the kitchen, her eyes immediately drawn to the hallway and the door leading off it that led to the room where her life had changed forever. 

Lina ignored it, not wanting to face that room just yet, if ever. She turned and headed up the stairs. The light grey carpet still harboured that new carpet smell having only been fitted a couple of days before Kyla had appeared and ripped her family apart. 

Quite literally.

She reached the top of the stairs, the door straight in front of her to the bathroom. Then, to the left, the three bedrooms they had all inhabited a mere thirteen weeks ago, plus a fourth room her father used as an office. She walked to the furthest room, Arana’s pink palace, and pushed the door open.

The bright pink walls had large cloud stickers all over them and the ceiling was covered in glow-in-the-dark stars and planets. Endless amounts of plushies lined the walls—dogs, cats, unicorns, bears, even dolphins and frogs. Against the left-hand wall sat Arana’s bed, lifted off the ground and a play-den beneath it. The My Little Pony duvet set on the bed matched the curtains closing off the den.

Lina sighed, wondering how her life could have changed so drastically in such a short space of time. She’d lost her childhood, her parents, and now her sister. How was she supposed to function, to exist, to enjoy anything, without anyone to share that with?

Hot, angry tears began sliding down her cheeks, the salt stinging her eyes as anguish clawed at her throat. After a few seconds, Lina could do nothing but crumple into a heap on the soft carpet and sob her heart out. 

***
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LINA WOKE TO BRIGHT sunlight streaming through the window. Dust motes danced in the morning rays, somehow strangely enchanting within the bare shell of a house. Her eyes like golf balls and her heart still heavy, she sat up, looked around, and immediately felt another swell of sorrow rising inside her. 

As her tears started to stream again, her stomach cramped to the point of seeing stars. Lina then realised that she needed to eat. After the transformations yesterday, the stress of what happened, and her using her super speed to run here last night, her energy levels were dangerously low.

However, the last thing she felt like doing right now was dressing up in a seductive dress and having sex. Pushing herself to her feet, she debated her options—carry on up here, alone, with constant reminders of what she’d lost, Kyla strutting around like Queen Bee, or return to Hell, be at the bottom of the Lamia hierarchy and potentially face certain death from Lucifer because Kyla was still alive.

“I wonder if he’d end me quickly,” she muttered to herself, making her way out of Arana’s room.

As she opened the door, she sucked in a sharp breath and rocked back on her heels. There, standing before her, in the middle of the landing, was her father. The temperature seemed to drop several degrees, bringing goosebumps to her skin. Shimmering like a haze, his ghostly form smiled at her, dressed in the same clothes he’d been wearing that fateful day—his favourite dark jeans and a salmon pink t-shirt.

Lina stumbled backwards, her mouth wide open as her brain refused to register what it was seeing.

“Hey, Li-Li,” Tony said, floating towards her, his voice holding a strangely hollow and distant tone.

Lina started shaking. Her mind raced with confusion and emotion, colliding together into a jumbled mess. As her knees trembled, she shot her arms out, gripping onto the doorframe either side of her, needing some kind of stability.

“It’s ok,” he said, stopping right in front of her with a broad smile. “Don’t be scared. It’s me.”

Tears blurred over Lina’s vision, skewing her view of her dad. As her body broke out into a cold sweat, she whispered, “Is that really you?”

“Of course it is,” he replied. “Do you remember when you stole Froggie from your sister and hid him in the shed? And then the neighbour’s cat came and claimed him as his girlfriend.”

Lina half giggled, half sobbed as she let her mountain of emotions began to fall. “Yes,” she said, nodding, tears rolling down her face. “She didn’t speak to me for a week.”

Tony tilted his head to one side and gave his eldest daughter a sympathetic smile. “You have grown into a beautiful young woman, just like I knew you would.”

Lina wiped at her eyes and sniffed, a wave of relief washing over her at having someone to talk to, an outlet, a shoulder to cry on, an understanding ear. Even though her dad was dead, at least he was here.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “But I should be looking forward to turning eleven, Dad, not be like this.”

“I know, petal,” he said. “Life has dealt a cruel hand. If I’d known—”

“No one could have known this would happen.” Lina shook her head, defiance and anger beginning to rise inside her. “I just feel so lost. I’ve lost you, Mum, and now Arana. I can’t even go see Grandad because he’ll have a million questions let alone not believing that I’m me.” Desperation built inside her, the walls of her mind closed in, making her realise just how claustrophobic her situation actually was. “At this point, Dad, I think I’m better off dead.”

The words felt like poison on her tongue but they were the only truth she had left.

“Hey,” Tony said, his voice stern. “Don’t you speak like that. You haven’t survived everything you have to just give up. My daughter is made of stronger stuff than that.”

Tears started to roll down her cheeks again as her lack of options churned over and over in her mind. “I thought so too but I’m not. I’m sorry.”

“Li-Li,” Tony said, his voice soft and quiet. “Come on. I know it seems bad now but I’m here at least so you’re not totally alone.”

“But for how long, Dad? Have we got minutes, hours, days, weeks? And if you’re here, is Mum here too? I miss you both so much.”

Tony’s green eyes filled with sadness as he gave Lina a small smile. “I haven’t seen your mum, petal. As far as I know, it’s just me here.”

Lina frowned. “How are you even here? I don’t get it.”

Tony shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. Maybe I’ve got unfinished business or something that I don’t know about. Either way, I’m not complaining because I got to see you.” He reached a hand out to Lina’s chin. “Let’s just make the most of the time we have together, hmm?”

Lina nodded as a breeze of cold air hit her chin where his index finger touched her. “I guess so. I’m sorry I couldn’t keep Arana alive. That damn demon killed her.” A spark of rage ignited inside Lina, drying her tears in seconds. “Why does she get everything? What makes her so special that she has all these people who love her and want to protect her so much?”

“She’s a master manipulator, petal, just like her grandmother.”

“You mean Grandma Lily?”

Tony nodded. “Your mum saw it too, that’s why they had little contact.”

“Is it true? That you and Kyla were together?”

Tony pulled his lips into a thin line and floated back a couple of feet. “Yes.”

“And you got her pregnant?”

“Yes, I did.”

“So if that’s true, then is it true what you did to her?”

Tony hesitated. “I don’t see what good asking all these questions is doing, Lina. Going over old ground is going to achieve nothing. What we need to do is—”

“Answer the question, Dad.”

Tony paused, then let out a sigh. “Yes. It’s true.”

Lina fell silent. The heaviness of her father’s admission hung over her head like a dark cloud. Suspecting it was one thing. Knowing it was another. She never imagined her father could be so cruel.

“I’m shocked, Dad,” Lina said. “It was beyond cruel what you did.”

“We all do stupid things when we’re young, Li-Li. And if I hadn’t have done it, you and your sister wouldn’t exist. Every cloud has a silver lining and all that.”

Lina’s brain fogged over with a blanket of swirling emotions. Was he really calling attempted murder a ‘cloud’? How could the man she’d once idolised be capable of such cruelty to a pregnant woman? One he claimed to love? 

Shaking her head as if to free herself of her thoughts, Lina decided her dad was right—going over old ground would achieve nothing, especially when it was his and not hers.

“I don’t know what to do,” Lina said, sighing. “There’s so much to think about.”

“Well, now you have me to bounce ideas off of. The number one question here is this—how much do you want revenge for your sister’s death?”

Lina snapped her eyes back to his, her attention well and truly caught. A flood of determination rushed through her veins. “I do, of course I do, but look what happened at the last attempt—Arana died.”

Tony hovered back towards his daughter with a wicked grin spreading his lips apart, showing his teeth. Something dark and promising glittered in his ghostly eyes. “Which means you have nothing left to lose.”
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CHAPTER 5


[image: ]




Kyla awoke to a piercing ache cracking at her skull as bright sunlight burned through her eyelids. As she tried to turn her body away from it, she groaned as she moved, her entire body feeling like a lump of lead. 

“Turn it off,” she said, covering her eyes with her arms.

Azazel fluttered his eyes open, looking up at the bedroom light with a deep frown. “Turn what off?”

“The sun,” she replied, her voice nothing but a pure whine.

Azazel chuckled. “As much as I’d love to comply with that request, I’m afraid I can’t.”

“Why? I thought you were supposed to want to die for me.” Kyla moved her arms and looked at him, giving him a full on pout. “That’s what demi-souls do.”

Azazel flashed her a cheeky grin. “I’m afraid I can’t die just as much as I can’t fly.”

“But—” Kyla rolled onto her back “—you can create a thing to fly you to the sun.”

Azazel raised an eyebrow. “‘A thing’?”

“Yeah, like a dragon or something.”

“Why would I need to create one when they already exist?”

Kyla widened her eyes as she sucked in a sharp breath. “What, really? Dragons are real?”

“Yeah, of course. Where else do you think they got the inspiration for Jurassic Park?”

Rolling back over onto her left side, completely and utterly hooked by the thought of dragons, Kyla felt a rush of giddy excitement sweeping through her veins. “I need to meet one. Can you take me to see one?”

Azazel frowned. “You are aware that they aren’t furry little things you can hold in your hands? They definitely won’t be cuddled because you won’t even make it that far before they singe you into nothing.”

“Where do they live? Do they look like the media says? What’s their purpose?”

Azazel chuckled. “Why are you so excited about dragons?”

Kyla frowned back at him, not understanding the question. “Why would I not be?”

“You do know they don’t shift into some hot, eight-pack, shirtless dude, right? They are, for want of a better word, monsters, Kyla. They’re not some fanciful creature that shapeshifts, has a massive dick, and only has eyes for you.” He grinned, his jade green eyes flashing with mischief. “I mean, they will only have eyes for you if you get too close. You’ll become dinner, and not the good kind.”

Kyla tutted at him and rolled her eyes. “Yes, I know that. Besides, you missed the ‘touch her and die’ part. That is crucial. No man is worth reading about if he doesn’t have that aspect, giant dragon dick or not.”

Azazel laughed. “I guess lucky for you then that you have two guys in real life that will kill for you.”

“But not turn the sun off for me?” Kyla clicked her tongue and lifted her right shoulder in a casual shrug. “Doesn’t have the same vibes. I mean these dudes will do anything for their woman.”

Azazel gave her a knowing smile as he wiggled his eyebrows up and down.

Kyla kept her eyes on him, waiting for his response. His eyes gleamed with mischief, drawing her further into his world. After a couple of seconds passed and he said nothing more, Kyla began to wonder what exactly he was thinking.

All of a sudden, a swirling black mass of energy, like a living, breathing velvet blanket, rose from the floor behind him, the entire length of the wall. As it grew to about four feet high, it suddenly projected itself onto the curtains, sticking to them like glue. All light from the room instantly vanished, plunging them both into pure darkness. The sudden absence of light made the air feel heavier, more intimate, as if it were somehow crackling with energy.

Kyla gasped. “What the—”

Azazel reached out and touched her hand, that familiar dangerous buzz between them sparking in an instant.

Kyla’s heart started racing. Losing eye contact with Azazel but having his touch on her body electrified every cell in her body. The tingles she’d grown accustomed to when their skin brushed had been manageable but this...this was something else entirely.

Her breathing became short and shallow as her mind flooded with ideas of what would happen next. 

“Kyla...” Azazel whispered.

His gruff, whispery tone sent a violent shiver down her spine, settling into a delicious ball of nervous anticipation right between her legs.

Kyla shuffled backwards, uncertainty flooding her mind.

“Bellona,” Azazel whispered. “Stay.”

“Azazel, I can’t.” Her voice cracked as thoughts of Dylan rushed through her mind. “He’s not even been gone twenty-four hours.”

“I know,” he said. “I’m not asking for anything other than for you to be here, in the moment...with me.”

Her breath hitched, heat and desire swirling through her veins. “You said,” she whispered. “You said you wanted to let things cool between us.”

“I know,” he replied. “But the longer I’m around you, the more attached to you I’m becoming, the more I want to explore this connection between us. I...” He cleared his throat “...I don’t want to think about the future consequences. I just want to think about this. Relax and fall into the feelings between us, surround yourself in them, in me.”

Kyla bit her bottom lip. Christ almighty, she thought. Surround herself in him? A few days ago, she’d have been climbing all over him and smothering him like ivy. Just the images alone had her palms sweating, a tingle of need throbbing in her core.

But this wasn’t a few days ago. Things had changed. Everything had become so much more complicated.

“But” she whispered. “I don’t want you to end up hating me because you’ve given up a life you love to chase something neither of us understand.”

Azazel licked his lips and sighed. He threaded his fingers through hers and squeezed her hand. The firm contact between them elevated Kyla’s yearning a hundred levels, leaving her with an uncomfortable ache deep inside.

“Your grandad made a deal to keep his powers. Maybe I can do the same.”

Something irked at Kyla. A sting of rejection. She pulled her hand back, ending the mind-numbing buzz between them. 

“What’s wrong?” he asked, reaching his hand out to try and reach her again. “What did I say?”

“I don’t know,” she said, letting out a sigh. “Just you saying that pissed me off. I don’t know why.”

Azazel scooted closer, finally finding her body as he snaked his arm around her waist. 

Kyla sucked in a sharp breath, her brain clouding over with a lust-filled fog as her body lit up at the handsome demon’s touch, begging for more, needing relief, wanting him.

“Be honest,” he said, his voice low and husky, but full of command. “Tell me why that annoyed you.” He traced his fingers up from her waist and settled them between her breasts, tapping his index finger over her heart. “From here. Tell me.”

Kyla couldn’t think straight. Even her damn toes were tingling now, her fingers itching with the need to touch this devilish creature turning her on from a single touch. As sexual frustration collided with situation frustration in her mind, she gave up the fight and decided to let the words out.

“Because, because...” She stopped, the words on the tip of her tongue sounding ridiculous now they were about to come out, be spoken, become real, reveal a part of the darkest recesses of her soul. 

“Say it, bellona,” he whispered.

The way he said that nickname he’d given her brought her out in goosebumps. Desperately trying to claim control of her body and mind, despair pooled inside her, clashing with all the other heightened emotions.

“Bellona...”

A wave of shivers took over her body leaving her clit with a potent throb of need. 

Kyla gasped, giving in to the war between her body and mind. She let out a shout of annoyance. “Fine. Because I want you to sacrifice everything for me. I want to know, no, I need to know that you’d give up everything you are for me.” She let out a breath and with a shaky voice, said, “There. I said it. Happy?”

Her words hung in the darkness between them, raw and honest, loaded with meaning and expectation. Kyla held her breath, expecting him to call her a psychopath.

Azazel allowed a slow grin to unfold over his lips. Even though she couldn’t see his pleasure at her response, joy filled him from head to toe. “Yes, bellona. I’m very happy. You know why?”

Surprised to say the least, Kyla let out the breath she’d been holding, creasing her brow together in a frown. “Why?”

“Because you’ve confessed something to me from the deepest part of your heart. That’s what I want. I want you to surrender your darkness to me, give me it all, even if I’m the source of it.”

“But why?”

“Because I live in the darkness, bellona, I thrive in it. But if I have you in there with me, I don’t just live in it, I own it, it becomes our kingdom, our place where it’s just you and me and our deepest, darkest desires.”

Kyla’s breath hitched in her throat at his words. A strange wave of warm tingles threaded its way through her veins, filling her with a sense of hope and power. Turning her head, guessing at where his face was, she saw a pair of jade green gems glittering back at her, she froze. “Your eyes...”

“I can see yours too,” he said, his voice quiet. “They’re beautiful, like a pair of royal sapphires. You should thank your lucky stars I’m not a thief.”

“Why?”

“Because the way your eyes are shining at me right now, I would take you without asking, just to see how much they shine when I’m inside you.”

Kyla suppressed a moan, swallowing it back down her throat. Heat and desire pooled together inside her, her mind filling with images and a heap of unanswered questions. Just as Azazel splayed his fingers out on her chest, creeping closer to her nipple, her phone rang, the shrill noise slicing through the building tension like a hot knife through butter.

Jumping away from Azazel, her heart pounding and her breaths coming short and shallow, Kyla saw her phone screen lit up with Sam’s name. Silently thanking her best friend for ringing at that exact moment, Kyla grabbed at her phone with such excitement she nearly dropped it.

“Hey,” she said.

“You...you knew,” Sam said, her voice a trembling sob.

Kyla whipped her head around to look at Azazel. His eyes dimmed, the onyx curtain blocking out the sun now falling, allowing some light back into the room again.

Kyla cleared her throat, her eyes never leaving Azazel’s. “What do you mean?”

“You knew about Bal...and Cassia.” Sam paused. “And you didn’t tell me.”

Kyla’s heart backflipped in her chest, thumping against her ribs. Her stomach dropped, twisting with guilt. “Sam, I tried to, but you didn’t want to know. You said it didn’t matter.”

“But this is...this is rape, Kyla. How could you not tell me that?”

“I’m sorry,” Kyla said, licking her lips. “But you were insistent. I wasn’t going to force you to hear something you didn’t want to hear.”

“He’s a frickin’ rapist, Kyla!” Sam screamed. “You let me have a rapist in my bed. How could you do that? What if he raped me?”

“Did he? I swear to God—”

“No, no, he didn’t. He always asked...always, but that’s not the point, Ky. How could you let me be with someone like that?”

Azazel looked away from Kyla and closed his eyes. Shame flickered across his features—his brother's sins clearly reflecting on him too.

Kyla took a deep breath and asked, “How did you find out?”

“Lucifer appeared this morning and like his typical chipper self, dropped this lovely bombshell. Right as we were in the middle of it.”

Kyla widened her eyes. “He what? Are you serious?”

“Do I sound like I’m joking?” Sam screeched. “And you know what’s going to happen on the next full moon? I’ve got to live it, Ky. He said I’ve got to live every minute of that day from her perspective and his. I can’t...I can’t do that.”

As Sam sobbed down the phone, Kyla looked over at Azazel. She mouthed What the fuck? to him, earning herself a shoulder shrug from him.

“Ok, that’s enough,” said an unfamiliar female voice down the line. “Now the next part.”

Kyla sat bolt upright, fear coursing through her body at a rate of knots. “Sam, who’s that? Are you ok?”

Sam sniffed and then sighed. “And then this bitch appeared. You know the new house maid my parents employed?”

Kyla frowned. “Yeah...”

“Well, she’s not a maid. She thinks she’s some sort of undercover agent. She’s your half-sister, Kyla, and she’s demanding to meet you and Spencer. Today. Now.”

Kyla covered her face with her hand. “What? No. I’m still recovering from last night.”

A muffled sound echoed down the line, then the unfamiliar voice of her apparent half-sister said, “Meet me today or your wolfie BFF is going to be on the receiving end of my bad temper. Trust me, that’s not something you want to experience.”

“You sound like a barrel of laughs,” Kyla said, all but spitting the words out. “I don’t think you understand what happened last night. I can’t do today.”

A snort sounded down the line. “You mean the goblins kidnapping you and chopping you up for dinner? Sure. I know about that. Your healing process is nothing to me, that’s a you problem, love. I’m on my timeline now. Heal in your own time.”

Kyla’s mouth dropped open. “Are you some sort of sociopath? What the fuck is wrong with you?”

“I don’t care much for labels. Everyone seems to want one these days, so I’d rather pass. I’m just me. If you can’t handle it, jog on.”

“I’m jogging on then, thanks.”

“You don’t get a choice. Get yourself and Spencer round here within the hour, or wolfie BFF gets it. See you soon.”

The line clicked dead before Kyla had a chance to reply. Dropping her phone into her lap, she stared at Azazel, absolutely gobsmacked. “What the fuck was that?”

Azazel shook his head. “I’ve no idea but I do know one thing.”

“What?” Kyla asked.

“I’m really glad you don’t have her attitude. Then I’d definitely be staying a demon.”

Kyla laughed. “It could be deep down inside me somewhere. Maybe it’ll take her to bring it out of me.”

Azazel threw the bed covers back. “Oh yay. I can’t wait.”
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