
        
            
                
            
        

    This is a dedication to the kids who were classed as ‘difficult’. The ones who couldn’t sit still or learn the way everyone else did.
Being different doesn’t make you stupid or worth less than others, it makes you unique. And who doesn’t love being unique?
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Dear Reader,
If you are seeing this then it is too late. I am dead. I have given my life, my soul, and my happiness to the Gods above and the people who needed to survive more than me.
I didn’t do much in my short life, but I did try my best. It wasn’t always good enough but it was all I could do. My little cousins needed me – Katarina, Annabella and Gwendolyn Darklight, Heirs to Mirane and its many Kingdoms.
They had to live more than I did. They had to be able to come and win another fight. There was no other option for me, for my fate was set in stone the moment I was born with the eyes of the Devil and the soul of a heathen.
So read on, delve deep into my story, and understand that sometimes you just need to be the villain and be as hollow as the rest of the world is. Other times you need to sacrifice all you hold dear just so the things you love can see another day.
This is my story – the life and death of Lucifer Nox – and boy is it a wild ride. I hope you enjoy it and remember; sometimes you need to be wicked, it’s the only way to win.
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I didn’t believe in fate but considering my name was Lucifer, and I had a vast criminal record before I was eighteen, it sometimes felt like the universe had already sent me on a predetermined course of petty crimes and bad attitude that I could never attempt to control. I was a hellion who would never be anything different because the Gods in the heavens had chosen my life path and who was I to change it?
After three hundred and thirty-two days of darkness and the occasional bout of regret, I was finally about to take my first steps outside in the real world and leave the Connecticut juvenile detention facility behind for good. No more life of crime for this she-devil, no Sir. Not when I had been on my way to jail in a few weeks and had managed a lucky escape today thanks to a clerical error. The moment I turned eighteen I should have gone to a real prison but now, somehow, I was out and free to roam wild. I had my ability to cause havoc back and I was fucking excited even if I was terrified.
“Have a wonderful life here without me Officer Banks. I know you’re going to miss me.” I smirked at the portly older guard whose life I had been brightening at every opportunity.
“Don’t come back you little shit – I mean it. I never want to see your face again.” He almost snarled at me, his mustache practically wriggling off his face in rage. I hated mustaches, they were so gross and unnecessary. I mean, your body your choice but personally, nah. Men with mustaches were not trustworthy, they were definitely unstable.
Officer Banks loved to hate me, and I was sure that I was the only reason he ever got out of bed in the morning since his wife left him for her yoga instructor. Or maybe it was her pool guy. Either way, I was the thing that made his life worth living and without hating me he would have been too bored to even breath and no doubt took a shotgun to his mouth and blasted his dumb brains all over the walls of the motel he lived in. I was basically his savior and he ought to have been thanking me instead of trying to be rude.
“I have no intentions of stepping foot anywhere near this hellhole again, Sir; I’m fully cured of all evil inclinations and-”
“Yeah, yeah, just go. I don’t need to hear it.” Officer Banks unlocked the final gate in the courtyard, practically shoving me out and locking the bolts behind me before I had even taken a complete step. He was lucky I didn’t stumble onto my ass or else I would’ve climbed back over the damn fence and throttled him. Maybe peel his mustache off and shove it up his ass too just for fun. I could do it; I could do anything I put my mind to. Except reading. That shit was hard but I was dyslexic so I kinda felt like I had a pass to not touch books ever again.
“Love you too asshole!” I yelled back, sticking my middle finger up just in case he needed a little extra spice to dream about for the next decade of his life.
My dark olive arms glistened a little from the low sun catching the moisturizer I had not long slathered myself in so I could feel what it was like to be a slug – I was bored waiting for the release forms to be finalized. The clouds above were white and the same color as the cold wintery sky, and whilst I would have loved to see a little bit of sunshine and rainbows on my freedom day, considering it was early December I didn’t have much choice. Still, any sky was good sky considering the closest I’d gotten to it lately had been the slivers of light that crept through the chained ceiling yard my jailers let me play in occasionally.
Apparently, I wasn’t allowed to go into the real garden and see grass and all that shit because I was what they liked to call ‘a nightmare’ to deal with. Sure, I did try to throttle three different women in my first week but that was because they were annoying, not because I was a bad person. Personally, I thought my jailers just hated me because of my name or my eyes, which always terrified the good Christian folk who ran the place.
Apparently being called Lucifer wasn’t enough bad luck for me. Jane and Leo Nox had been stoners, who had taken one look when they adopted me as a baby, and noticed I had a hilarious genetic condition worthy of giving me the name of the Devil.
My eyes were red. I didn’t mean slightly red, or brown with red tinges. I meant full-on bright-ass red. The doctors reckoned it was some form of extreme Albinism, but I thought it was because I was the Devil reborn just like my name said. My idea made me feel a little better about life when it went wrong because I could just blame everything on being the Devil and absolve myself of all guilt. It was easy.
“How much for an hour, Babygirl? You look like you’d give me a hell of a ride.” A deep voice shouted from the driver’s seat of a beat-up convertible.
The top was down, giving me a full view of the beautiful black man that climbed out of the seat, his bleached white ear length hair blowing in the freezing wind. I was practically shivering in my clothes, and my white Converse were shaking on my feet, yet he looked like he was having the time of his damn life in the middle of summer.
“You couldn’t afford me, sweetcheeks – considering you’ve not had more than two dollars in your bank account for the last decade.” I sniped back, trying not to let the shit-eating grin consume my entire face as I ran towards the only person I had in the universe.
“Actually I have a whole twenty dollars on me today; figured I had to treat my best girl to a burger on her freedom day.” He laughed, opening his arms for a huge hug, “I seriously cannot believe you’re finally out, Luce!” 
“I missed you!” I cried, running forwards and wrapping my legs and arms around his strong body, relishing in the first real human contact I had in almost a year that didn’t involve violence.
Ellis Carter was my best – and only – friend in the entire world and he was the only person I had missed whilst I’d been away. Knowing he was the one I could see when I first came out had kept me up for the last two weeks since I found out that my case was suddenly dropped, and I would be let free. He was also the only person to see me; he had come religiously on visiting days, even if he had work or school.
I had tried calling my parents, but they never answered. Then when I switched to letters they were sent back to me. Which sucked ‘cuz it took me ages to write them and I even made sure to spell things the right way using one of those online thesaurus things smart people looked at. So yeah, parents had been a no show but Ellis had not – he had been fucking awesome.
“Shit, dude, you honestly don’t understand how happy I am to see you. Your visits have been sick, but those screens made me feel like a zoo animal and I fucking missed the way you smell and everything.”
Ellis smelt like nature, the same way he always had. It was a weird-ass scent that reminded me of camping and running through the woods like lunatics when we were younger.
“Come on, let’s get food and we can chat. I have a whole day planned of food and talking.” He grinned, his gray eyes crinkling with excitement as he gently placed me down on the floor and offered me a white fluffy jacket to cover my not winter-appropriate attire of denim shorts and a yellow crop top, before giving me the driver’s seat.
I hadn’t managed to get my license before I went away, but as I had done all the lessons in school I knew what to do in the general sense of things. Besides, I was almost eighteen and it was a little bit embarrassing if I couldn’t figure cars out. All I had to do was press the go pedal and try not to hit any bitches who were dumb enough to get in my way. It was simple.
“Where do you wanna go? I was thinking we could get a steamer from Ted’s.” Ellis asked as he fixed his seatbelt and then his hair. Ellis liked his hair, he had been debating becoming a hairdresser for a while too. Turned out he was shit at it, but it didn’t get rid of his desire. His own hair was always nice, but I would never trust him near my own even with a hairbrush.
“Ted’s sounds perfect.” I was almost salivating as I started the car and pulled off the side of the street Ellis had parked on.
It may have been cold as hell, and the wind coursing through my long bleached blonde hair was chilling me right to the bone, but I didn’t care. Here I was, finally free, driving a car down the street in the middle of the day, sitting inches from my best friend, about to get the greatest burger of all time from our favorite restaurant – as far as I was concerned, today was the best day ever and nothing could ruin it.




[image: Logo  Description automatically generated]
“Fuck I missed this. It’s been too long.” I groaned around a mouthful of my second steamer, the noises escaping me a bit too sexual. Steamers were cheeseburgers that were steamed instead of fried and were a staple of my childhood. Momma Jane had been a shit cook, but Daddy Leo tried sometimes and had always been good at making steamers.
If I had anything homecooked from my parents it was a burger, and thus they had become the one thing I needed to survive. I would have traded a limb for a steamer the past year if that option had ever been available. I had tried to cut a girl's arm off one night but that wasn’t for a burger, that was just because she kept trying to steal my damn shoes and I liked shoes. Shoes were my thing. Burgers and shoes. Burgers, shoes, and violence - the trifecta of a good life.
“I know right. I couldn’t come here without you and I think I’m regretting that choice.” Ellis sighed, leaning back into the red booth of Ted’s restaurant that was wonderfully empty as he licked his fingers clean and moaned way too loudly just like me.
There had been one table with four men in the back corner, but they hadn’t done much other than speaking to each other for about five minutes and finishing their coffees before vanishing. So we had spent the last half hour blissfully alone, able to talk freely without worrying about what strangers might think.
Not that either Ellis or I cared much about the opinion of strangers. But still, it was easier when people weren’t looking at you like you were entirely insane. Which happened an awful lot considering the type of things we liked to talk about with each other.
“Now that you’re fed, you wanna hear the good news or bad news first?” Ellis trailed a dark finger down the edge of his can of Diet Lemonade, swirling the condensation in circular patterns. He was only frowning a little which told me the bad news wasn’t all that bad really.
“Bad first.”
“Jane and Leo finalized their move to Chicago, 'cuz Jane got some big job for this rich dude.” He answered.
“The tech job? For Marquess Enterprises?” Ellis nodded at my question. “Mom talked about it all the time. She said she knew the owner David from college or something. He’s supposed to be a bit of a dick but hella smart – what about the job anyway?”
“Well, they obviously didn’t want to take your things with you, on account of not wanting anything to do with you anymore. So what little belongings you did have are in bags in my trunk.” Ellis grabbed my hand, entwining our fingers together. “They said to delete their number and wished you well. That was the gist of it.”
He probably thought I might have felt sad. Or maybe even angry. But truth be told I was numb. My parents adopted a kid because they figured having a child was what they should have been doing with their life, and they didn’t want to bring another child into an already full world. But before I turned two they realized they weren’t built to be parents. I didn’t recall them ever paying much attention to me beyond the legal necessities. Both of them were far more concerned with their jobs and social lives, often leaving me to hang out with the neighbor or be sent to Ellis and his grandma’s house when I became friends with him.
I had loved them, even tried to be the best kid ever. But no amount of begging or good behaviour could make people love you when they thought you were trash. It was a fact I had accepted a while back, even if it hurt. Personally I thought asking for a home, filled with people who loved me, wasn’t too much of an ask but clearly it was and I would deal.
“What’s the good news?” I asked, choosing to do as my parents wished and forget they even existed. At least I would try to do it…
“Somebody contacted me a couple weeks ago claiming to be your birth family – they’re trying to find you. I didn’t want to say anything until I was sure, but according to your lawyer, they’re the reason you got out; they had friends in high places and wallets without a bottom.”
That got a more visceral reaction from me, though not one Ellis was expecting. He had kinda got his ideas of bad and good warped I thought.
“What the fuck? Who does that?” I snapped, “They find their deadbeat kid they got rid of and what, they just bribe their way out of a fucking jail term?”
Anyone capable of paying the bribes required to get someone off for a very bad case of GBH were clearly rich as hell, or powerful. Neither of those were things I wanted to get involved with because it didn’t bode well for baby me.
“What’s wrong? I thought you always wanted to find your birth family.” Ellis frowned.
“Yeah, I did. But not if they’re rich – because that means they had no logical reason to dump me.”
I understood people got rid of children if they couldn’t afford them, hadn’t wanted kids, or simply were at a place in their life where they could not properly look after one. But rich people didn’t have that problem in my mind. They had the funds to solve all those issues. They could have literally paid for a nanny or some shit to raise me, they hadn’t needed to throw me away like yesterday’s trash – a trend that appeared to follow me it seemed.
“So they just didn’t want me and coming for me now means nothing. I don’t want to know parents who only cared when I was almost an adult – they literally could have aborted me and not forced me into life.” I wanted kids when I had a husband or whatever, but I still supported the right to abortion. I’d much prefer people got rid of a cluster of cells than let it grow into a baby they didn’t fucking want, or couldn’t keep. It was frustrating.
“That’s your choice, you know I’ll support you regardless.” Ellis shrugged, always on my side without complaint. “Right now I think you could be supported by getting a milkshake to wash down all this drama.”
I laughed as he chucked me a bit of cash, and I headed over to the counter to order us some milkshakes. The server who had been there when we came in was gone, so I rang the bell on the counter and waited like a good little customer. Two minutes later the girl hadn’t come back still, so I rang again, twice more just for effect. But once again a few minutes passed and she was still nowhere in sight.
“Helloooo,” I called, rolling my eyes at Ellis as he joined me at the counter, abandoning his wait. He was just as impatient as me and often had trouble sitting still for more than a few minutes at a time ‘cuz he had one of those ADHD thingies that made him hyperactive, but far more interesting than anyone else on the planet. “Anybody back there?”
“Maybe she’s gone for a smoke break?” As soon as Ellis spoke a bell chimed as the door opened again and he turned to look at it. “See, I told you I- what the fuck?!”
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I did not want to be traipsing the fucking Mortal Realm searching for some Princess who had no idea who she was. It was a hard mission that had already taken up a month of my life, with shitty admin work and bribes and I was entirely done with it. Bribing in general wasn’t something I cared about, but I knew our situation could have been solved faster if we hadn’t had to pretend to care about the opinions of humans.
There were three other men on the Guard team with me, two of which were Vampires. Larry and Julio could have coerced everybody into doing what we wanted them to and we could have been done weeks ago. But no. Queen Victoriana Darklight-Windsor didn’t want things done ‘without empathy to the humans and leaving their free will intact’.
If she hadn’t been the Queen of Marda I would have told her to fuck off with her ethics and done things my way. But alas, I could not find it in myself to disrespect my Queen. I did exactly as she asked like a perfect little errand boy.
“Incoming; black car to the left.” Dana, the final man on our team, used his excellent Harpy vision to spot the car we had been tailing moments before it pulled into the parking lot and became visible to the rest of us.
The top was down despite the cold and the two people that got out appeared thoroughly windswept.
“Next time avoid the post, but other than that not bad for a first attempt!” The male attempted to flatten down his wayward white hair, whilst laughing at his companion.
“Fuck you, El,” The girl – the God's damned girl – laughed as she rebutted the idea that she had crashed, “I barely scraped it.”
Both the pair were pretty, which was no surprise considering they were Fae, and Fae were always good-looking. But the girl was particularly beautiful for someone who was virtually human. Her waist-length hair was naturally dark but had been bleached blonde, complimenting the dark olive tones of her skin. Her lips were full and her nose strong, with a smattering of freckles coating her nose and cheeks. 
She had no makeup on, yet her lashes were long and dark enough that even from a distance she looked like she had the eyes of a doll. When you added in the fact she was curvy with a slender waist, and the air of power emitting from her that any idiot could have spotted, it was easy for me to confirm she was the girl we were here for. Though if not for the Fae in her showing through her bright red eyes, you could have mistaken her for a perfect barbie of some kind. 
“I’ll order, you grab a booth before they run out.” She snickered, her gaze scanning the entire restaurant and barely glancing our way.
Like most humans, she didn't really pay attention to her surroundings or us. If she had looked for more than a moment she would have spotted the unnaturally pale tinge to Larry and Julio’s skin or the fact that Dana’s eyes were gold. And maybe she would have noticed we were all in tactical gear, carrying swords on our backs. Sure, they were glamoured to not be obvious to humans, but this girl was Fae, and ought to have seen right through it if she looked hard enough.
“Hey cool contacts; they look so real.” The waitress beamed, offering her compliments to the girl as she rang up the order of something called steamers.
“Thanks.” The girl replied, not bothering to correct the server. Red eyes were not a norm for humans, so clearly it was easier to pretend. I would never have been able to do the same if I had been gifted with the sort of power that girl had, that had turned her eyes that unnatural hue. I would have been far too busy bragging.
The Fae girl handed over a few bills and waited for the server to turn her back before stealing a pair of bright red lollipops from the bowl on the counter with nothing more than a flick of her fingers. She slipped it into the pocket of her ridiculously tiny shorts, before catching me staring. I braced myself for the oncoming faux apologies as she pretended to be a good person and not the sort who stole dollar candies.
But she didn’t. Instead, she shot me a wink, before strutting towards her friend at the booth he had selected and carrying on their conversation without a care. For another five minutes I watched them both, waiting for either one to say something or seem remotely interested in us, or anything other than their dull conversation about movies and food.
“Outside.” Eventually, I barked at my team, giving them a second to down the last of their drinks before we headed out to the parking lot to discuss our tactics.
The weather was chilly but I didn't mind it so much. The sun was always going to be my favorite but sometimes I needed a break and let the cool wind of a real winter soothe me.
“What do we do about the Wolf pup?” Dana asked, as he lit a cigarette and shoved it in his mouth. I hated smoking. I hated anyone who smoked in general. In fact, I had half a mind to snatch the cigarette out of Dana's mouth and stomp on it like a child. But he was an adult so it wasn't my place to tell him what to do. If he wanted to suck on his cancer sticks then more fool him.
“He isn’t full Fae, I can smell the human in him too. But he’s at least half Werewolf.” Julio added, his Vampire sense of smell more than enough to scent the class type of a boy who clearly hadn’t known he was anything but normal.
It was exceptionally rare – we were talking like once every hundred years or so - for a Fae to get a Mortal pregnant. Fae rarely came to the Mortal Realm and the ones who did were usually too disgusted with the Mortal's to even take a bite, let alone anything more. So whichever Wolf had been odd enough to not only come here but impregnate a Mortal, needed their head checking and a serious look at their life.
“We bring him too. It might not have been part of the plan, but I think we can’t leave a Fae behind, and I can see the girl being a little easier to deal with if we bring her friend.”
So it was settled, we wouldn’t bring just the girl home to her parents and her real world, but we would steal away her Werewolf friend along for the ride. His pack would be somewhere in the Other Realm and it would only take a single DNA test to confirm who he belonged to. All Wolves in the country of Mirane, and in my home country of Marda, were required to enter a register. I wasn't entirely sure why, but it wasn't my job to make the rules so I simply accepted it without question.
With a sigh, Larry took a step towards the door, about to head back to the restaurant just as I grabbed his arm to stop him. It was irrational to give a shit about a girl I didn’t know but knowing where she had spent the last year of her life made me feel a tiny twinge of guilt at stopping her first real meal in a while. I was a dick to most people, but even I felt bad about interrupting the first proper meal she had probably had in at least a year.
“Let them eat.” I blurted out, “Might be easier to deal with if they’re not hungry.”
So we waited. Leaving the long-lost Princess of Marda to eat weird-looking burgers with her Wolf pup friend, enjoying the last few minutes of their regular lives before I came in and blew them to pieces on the order of her real parents.
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I was not a pessimistic person who saw danger coming from every shadow in the world. But four guys, three in huge gas masks, carrying swords, was definitely not something I would consider a ‘non-threat’. Especially considering they sprayed a bright green gas in our faces, that immediately sent Ellis coughing his guts up to the floor. The gas blinded me for a moment but my eyes seemed to burn and all traces of the gas disappeared as my vision quickly cleared.
Though my nose could do nothing to get rid of the toxic rotten egg smell that was clogging up my throat as it coated the room.
“El!” I screamed, as his coughs subsided and he slipped unconscious. Grabbing hold of his shoulders and shaking did nothing, and as the one attacker without a mask came towards me I knew that wasting my time on pointless things would only end up being worse for Ellis and me right now.
So instead I did what I did best and flicked that switch inside me that made me go fucking feral. I leaped onto the nearest guy and jammed my fingers into his throat, pleased when he choked and his beady eyes watered inside his mask. It hurt a little when he dropped me to the ground but honestly bruises and feeling sorry for myself could wait. Right now all I cared about was saving Ellis and not being kidnapped by strangers. Because everybody in the damn universe knew that nothing good ever came from kidnapping.
Not unless it was by a hot mafia guy who only kidnapped you because he thought you were super pretty and wanted to bang you every day before he married you and let you spend all his millions. But I would never be so lucky as to be chosen by a guy like that, I’d no doubt wind up getting the creepy stalker who wanted to wear me as a hat or bury me in a shallow grave after dressing up my corpse or something gross.
So I dropped onto the ground and bent in on myself, reaching around the floor for any sort of weapon. Ideally, there would be a convenient knife someone had dropped, or maybe a shard of sharp glass. In all honesty, I would have happily taken a rusty spoon or a pen. But there was nothing more than dirt and dust.
The un-masked man bent towards me suddenly, a weird-looking set of handcuffs in his grip, and I swung out my fist, connecting with his admittedly strong jaw with a bang. My knuckles hurt and I knew they would be bruised in the morning, but so long as I made it to the morning without being murdered I was cool with that.
I hit him with every ounce of strength I had, which might not have been a lot, but it should have been enough to make him tremble. With a yell of defiance, I leaped to my feet, yanking the coffee pot off the countertop and smashing it right across his stupidly chiseled features. The glass shattered, nicking my hands and scattering across the ground beside me.
The man barely flinched. His dark green eyes narrowed enough that I knew he must have felt something, even if he was smirking like an asshole as I continued punching every available surface of his bearded face and body. Which wasn’t easy considering he was way taller than me and had those stupid big arms that gym guys have. You know the sort that belongs on a guy who spends more time jacking off to his own reflection in the gym mirrors, after slamming a bunch of heavy weights up and down with a lot of unnecessary noise. 
Those types of muscles were not exactly easy to compete with when you had noodle arms and the only thick bit about you was your hips, stomach, and ass. Don’t get me wrong, I loved my curves and the way I looked, but a girl needed some muscles inside her to defeat nut jobs and despite going to juvie I had not reached the gym-going stage yet. So my arms were stuck as more squidgy than strong. It was like I was a pot of jello, trying to fight a solid brick.
“Now, now, Diavolo, if you come nicely I won’t have to use the cuffs. We can avoid all this anger.” Mr. Steroids said with a fancy accent that kinda made me hot under the collar but also meant he was definitely hired help. People with voices like his didn’t live around here.
“Fuck you.” I laughed, twisting around to knee him in the balls. Lots of inner strength was not required for a good dick shot. All I had to do was aim right and Mr. Muscle would be crying like a little bitch. This time as I connected he winced and cursed out a string of words I couldn’t understand as I turned to race for the door.
My logic was that if I could get to the car, I could grab the handgun I knew Ellis kept in his door and shoot the fuckers in the head before the two of us made a run for it. I knew how to shoot a gun decent enough and considering I couldn’t run for shit – not without getting out of breath and wanting to die inside – going all Hitman on their asses seemed like the best option.
Only I never made it more than a single step before one of the masked freaks yanked his face covering off and grabbed hold of me with a grip I could not shake. His dark eyes bored into mine as I hollered and fought. Until he opened his mouth and I could do nothing but eagerly listen as he spoke with a voice seeped in magic.
“You need to go to sleep, Princess. Close your eyes and slip away for a little while, because nothing bad is happening and you are utterly relaxed and calm.” 
My first thought was that he was insane. My second was that I ought to tell him to get the fuck out of here with his weird wannabe hypnotism. But then the third thought was that I was exceptionally exhausted and nothing in this world would be better than going to sleep. So like some kind of psychopath I calmly lay down on the ground and passed right out into dreamland, without a single care in the world.
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You know that precious moment right before you wake up fully, where your body still feels weightless and everything inside you is in a blissful darkness? Well I could stay there forever in pure bliss, especially considering I was lying on top of what felt like a cloud.
I wasn’t a huge fan of the dark or being alone, on account of spending the last year-ish of my life doing those things daily. But if I could stay wrapped in the silky sheets that were currently caressing my skin I probably would have ended up loving it. I would have died a happy girl without a single care about anything. I wouldn’t have even dreamed about being an unloved little brat with issues.
“How is our patient doing my lovely?” A deep voice asked from far too close to me for my liking.
I stilled, keeping my breathing normal as though I was still asleep. I wasn’t dumb enough to open my eyes and let the whole damn world know I was awake just yet – I had no idea where I was or who I was with which wasn’t ideal. My memory was perfect, not foggy like I expected, and I recalled my kidnapping with perfect precision.
“All the glass has been removed from her wounds, and everything has been healed up nicely I would say. The poultice took away most of the swelling on her knuckles and the cuts, so she should be right as rain in another hour or so.” Another voice replied.
The second voice was a woman, and if I wasn’t mistaken she sounded older. Sort of like how a grandma would sound with their sickly sweet tone filled with love. It was a little nauseating to listen to. I had never had a grandma and Ellis’ one wasn’t like that at all. She was a bad bitch who would feed you and be all nice and that but would also beat you with a wooden spoon if you forgot your manners. She still went out with her girls four nights a week and flirted with all the old guys down at her club; she wasn’t the baking cookies kinda lady.
“Excellent, I think I can take it from here then. You can go back to bed and get some beauty sleep. Though you don’t need it.” It was exceptionally difficult not to gag as the boy in the room responded to the woman.
“Hush you; I’m old enough to be your great-great-grandmother!” The woman laughed, as she rustled some things together and appeared to be stepping towards an exit.
“And yet you do not look a day older than me!” The boy replied. The pair exchanged another snippet of nasty fake flirting before the door clicked shut and the sounds of the woman walking away reached my ears and I found myself thoroughly pleased at the fact I wouldn’t be subjected to all that nastiness anymore.
The boy sighed and I was almost certain I heard him sitting down in a chair somewhere nearby. I couldn’t hear anyone else in the room but I wouldn’t know for sure until I opened my eyes. The idea of doing that, and making this entire kidnapping thing real, sounded absolutely horrific. I was preferring my idea of staying quiet and still and pretending to be asleep, it seemed less scary.
But then his phone rang, and all thoughts of sitting still and hiding vanished when I realized I was not here alone…
“The boy is with the butcher – if she doesn’t wake up shortly then we will deal with him first, it’s not a problem.” He sighed, “We just need to make sure we do this right; we don’t want to make a mess.”
All manner of violent thoughts rocketed through my mind. If Ellis was with someone called the butcher, I could hardly stay here faking sleep. No, I would get out of this bed and force the boy in the room with me to take me right to Ellis or else I’d tear his damn heart out of his chest. I didn’t know how to do that but I could figure it out; especially for Ellis.
Careful as anything I opened my eyes a touch, making sure to only lift my lids enough for me to see the general layout of the room I was in and where the boy was, but not enough that he would notice I was awake.
“I’ll be over in a minute then,” He sighed as he got to his feet, “don’t start without me.”
My hands shook with barely concealed rage as I watched the blurred shape of a tall blonde boy make his way towards a door. There was nothing else in this room bar the bed I slept on and the green suede chair he had been sitting in, so I was happy enough with the plan forming in my mind.
The boy had a gun stuck in the back of his blue jeans, the handle visible over his white t-shirt as it lifted when he moved. So long as I was quiet enough I could grab the gun before he even noticed I was awake. I could use it to force him to take me to Ellis, and if he didn’t comply then I would shoot him and find another bitch to follow my orders.
His long fingers wrapped around the door handle as I slowly slid out of bed, glad that someone had taken my shoes off, as bare feet were always quieter. The door swung open and I crept forwards, waiting for the perfect moment to strike.
Beyond the open door was a hallway adorned with far too much gold for my liking, but it was entirely empty. There were doors everywhere leading to God knows what, but there was currently nobody else about to catch me. With a grin I shoved the boy towards the ground with one hand, grabbing the handle of the gun with the other. Kicking his ankle out with my foot helped and in seconds he was lying on the ground in a lump whilst I held the gun to him.
“Well look who’s awake.” He breathed, a beautiful smile twisting up the edges of his plump lips.
Usually I would have had a smartass retort available before I threatened to shoot him unless he took me right to Ellis. But the sight of his gold eyes caught me in a trap, that no amount of attitude could help me escape.
The boy was paler than me - more white than tan. He had a strong jaw and just like the un-masked man from Ted’s restaurant, he was all chiseled and pretty to look at. It was unnerving to see so many good looking people in such a short space of time. It felt forced, wrong even. It made me think I was in some alternate dimension were people were hot and kidnapping was seen as entirely normal.
“Take me to Ellis.” I barked, ignoring the fact he had weird colored eyes and nudging the gun a little to indicate he get up to his feet. “I want to go to the guy I came here with.”
‘Came here’ was not exactly how I would have described my travel to this unknown place, but it was the best I could think of other than using the word kidnapping.
“Of course, love, I can take you right to him. There’s no need for weapons.” He held a hand out towards me, as though I would ever be stupid enough to hand him my gun just because he said he would do as he was told.
I snorted, rolling my eyes and gently pressing the end of the gun into his chest, which was easy enough considering we weren’t too far from the same height. The boy only had a handful of inches on me which I liked – dealing with a big, tall man right now would have been a hell of a lot harder. I had barely touched the giant freak at the restaurant and I had been trying really hard.
“I’ll keep the gun, and I suggest you do a little more leading and less talking, because I am really not in the mood for stupid conversation right now.”
He bowed, a smirk playing at the edge of his mouth once more. His wavy honey blonde hair tickled the tops of his ears as he bent down, his entire posture bridled with sass. I liked it at the same time as I hated it. It was clear the stranger was confident, and I loved me some cocky boys, but at the same time it meant he didn’t think I would really shoot him which was annoying because I really would do it.
“As you wish, love; follow me.”
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Guns were not a thing we used in the Other Realm, especially not in such a small country like Marda. Our two kingdoms; Artoria and Fallery, were filled with less people combined than those housed in the kingdom of Caledon in our neighbour country of Mirane.
I only knew this fact because my mother – or at least, the woman who raised me as her son – had originally come from Caledon, before she relocated here to Artoria when she married the man who behaved as though he was my father.
Every weapon here was variations of blades with golden handles. Firstly because blades were easier to use and more fitting for our atmosphere. Secondly because the moment I could walk my father realized I had the ability to manipulate gold. What kind of father and King would he be if he did not make it possible for me to singlehandedly control the entire populations weapons with nothing more than the flick of my wrist. So no, guns were not a thing here.
Which is exactly why I stole the one I found in the driver’s side door of the little convertible the Guards hunting for my fake sister had brought with them. I was curious more than anything. Many films from the Mortal Realm were filled with shoot outs and gun nuts and all sorts of fun things I would have loved to try out and witness myself. Sure, I had no idea how to shoot a gun or even know if it had bullets inside, but it wasn’t like I had thought the situation through more than a brief thought of ‘ooh new toy’.
Which is how I now ended up being led through my own home by a girl who knew exactly how to use the gun she had aimed at my back. I didn’t think she would shoot me; she was too cute and soft looking to be violent. But at the same time we had rescued her from a mortal jail so clearly her appearance was deceiving.
“Can we start things again?” I asked, hoping that my foolishness hadn’t wound up ruining our relationship before it had even begun, “My name’s Hale. Hale Windsor the first, Prince of Marda, if we’re being technical.”
It was a little dramatic using my full title but I loved to add a bit of flair to the mundane. Seeing as the girl behind me was the one who’s title I had stolen I figured I wouldn’t get much of a chance to continue using it when she realized who I was and hated me for it.
“I’ve never heard of Marda, but if you are a Prince then where’s your crown and why are you kidnapping people?” She deadpanned, “But either way I don’t care who you are Prince Hale. You’re hot and all but I’m not into being kidnapped.”
She may have scoffed over my name and title but I still enjoyed the way she said it, and the compliment she added. Her accent was pleasing to my ears and not something we tended to get around here, or even in Fallery. And whilst I often found myself on the receiving end of sweet words, I had never heard them come from a stranger with a gun pointed at me. She had no need to lie like everybody else around me did – it was refreshing.
“Do you have a name, love?” I tried again, as we headed down another identical gold and marble corridor towards the ballroom. I knew her name, but I liked pretending to be uninformed.
The ballroom wasn’t in use as anything more than a sort of lounge now a days, as my parents often preferred holding parties in their summer palace in Fallery, or in the gardens. But the ballroom was where everybody would be hanging out right now, waiting for news on the girl with the gun behind me.
“My name isn’t love I can tell you that.” She replied, though with a little less attitude than before.
“Well what am I to call you? I heard Enzo has dubbed you Diavolo but I don’t think the name is fitting.” She paused her walk, yanking on the back of my shirt and swinging me around to face her. She was strong enough for an almost mortal, but I only moved because I wanted to. My class type was strong and I could never be manhandled unless I allowed it to happen.
“Enzo?” Her dark brows raised, “Is that the name of the big fucker who kidnapped me?”
I smirked. “Yes. He is indeed the large ruffian who was tasked with escorting you here.”
“What the fuck are you feeding him?! I literally punched him in the face with a glass pot and the dude barely blinked.”
Her moments of befuddlement were wonderful to me, for I got to take a real look at her for the first time now that she was no longer unconscious and bloody.
She wasn’t much shorter than me, though where I was all skinny and muscular, she was curvy and soft. Her tiny denim shorts cinched in her waist, and the yellow crop top that slipped over her arms showcased her chest and the tiny golden necklace she wore, in the shape of a star.
Her bleached blonde hair reached her waist, with a slight curl at the ends. Her skin was olive hued and sun kissed despite the winter weather outside. Her rosy lips were full and her nose was cute and covered with freckles that danced up her cheeks. But the best part of her face was the illuminous red eyes that were currently narrowing in suspicion at me. I loved bright eyes – the more evil the better.
“Stop staring, it’s rude.” She huffed.
“I was simply admiring your beauty, love.” I replied. Usually my charms worked on everyone I met, with rare exception. But judging from the gagging noises coming from the girls mouth I could only presume she was one of those exceptions.
“If I tell you my name will you promise to stop being so cringy? You’re making my ears bleed.” The fire in her eyes was enough to dampen any insult in her words.
“Of course!” I beamed, coming to a stop at the large oak double doors that led to the ball room. “Your friend is inside this room, so perhaps you can share you name before we enter? Seeing as you will no doubt be collecting him and attempting to flee immediately.”
She wouldn’t be getting far on account of the handful of highly trained Guards, the King and Queen, and the pack of Wolves here to meet her friend and introduce him to the wonderful life of being a Werewolf. But it wasn’t my problem that her hopes were about to be dashed, I was simply doing my job of bringing her where she wanted to go.
“My name is Lucifer.” She sighed, the sound a little too pleasing on my ears, “Lucifer Nox.”
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Hale was the first person I had met who didn’t make a single comment or seem to even have any emotion about my stupid name. I wasn’t trying to like him, what with the whole kidnapping me thing, but I found it difficult not to appreciate how easy he was making everything. Even Ellis had thought I was lying at first, and his grandma has insisted on cleansing me with sage before I stepped into her house the first time. She used to bring me presents on Halloween too as though being nice to me would have kept her house safe from the ghosts that liked to wander around on the spookiest night of the year.
“Well, Lucifer, your friend is inside. Follow me?” Hale smirked, opening the door and walking through it before I even had the chance to respond.
We entered a ballroom, far grander than anything I had ever seen in the movies. The ceilings were high and painted with creatures from fantasy tales, the walls covered with portraits of people and golden artwork of various shapes and sizes. The floor was a solid oak that shined brighter than the damn sun, and the room itself was filled with various plants, couches and – worst of all – people.
“You little shit.” I cursed Hale, as he span and knocked the gun away from him before shooting me a wink and walking away, no longer putting up a pretence of him being scared of me holding a weapon at him.
“Apologies, love. But I didn’t lie to you; your friend is over there.” I slipped the gun into the back of my shorts as he pointed a finger towards the back of the room, where a group of ten or so people hovered above Ellis, who lay cursing on the floor.
Even from a distance I could see the unnatural shape to his arms, as they lay twisted and dislocated from their sockets. His yelling and what not didn’t help and I was pissed as hell in an instant.
“Ellis!” I shouted his name, instinctively running towards him with every intent of savaging the assholes who did this to him. Only I never made it.
Someone strong, and far bigger than me, hoisted me off the ground and pinned my back to their chest. Faintly I could hear them talking to me, saying everything was alright and that I need to calm down. But I barely registered what they said. Not when the only person I loved was having his bones shattered and reformed right in front of me. No, calmness was not something that even entered my thoughts. I was fucking murderous.
“Get off me!” I yelled, kicking and fighting with all my might to no avail. “What the fuck are you doing to him?!”
“He’s doing it to himself – he’s fine.” The man who held me repeated, speaking the same words over and over until they sunk into my mind.
Ellis was shaking and confused, his body writhing as the bones broke and reformed anew. But there was nobody touching him. Not a single soul laid a hand upon his body, nor were they holding any sort of devices that could be used to inflict that amount of pain.
“What’s happening to him?” I whispered, my fight dying a little.
“He’s turning into a Wolf. He’s not done it before so he has years of unseen transformations waiting to be unleashed. That’s why he’s hurting, usually it doesn’t cause more than a slight pain.” The man holding me replied, his voice deep. I didn’t turn to see who he was, but I could see his dark hands and a few random tattoos sporadically on his forearms.
He never let go of me, but I stopped fighting back entirely. Long enough to watch entranced as Ellis’s shaking reached it culmination, and he seemed to explode in a mountain of white fur. My entire body stilled, all the anger inside me dissipating faster than a candle flame in the wind. Ellis was no longer lying on the floor in a messy heap, he was a Wolf. An honest to God fucking Wolf. Like something out of a damn movie. Or nightmare – I hadn’t decided which.
“Holy shit.” I breathed, “What the fuck is going on?”
I was obviously high from the effects of the gas that the idiot in the restaurant had sprayed at me, or I had finally cracked after spending so long on my own in juvie. Or maybe I had hit my head somehow and had no recollection of it. Either way, there was something ridiculous happening and I was not in the mood for it.
Today was freedom day for God’s sake. It was supposed to be fun, stress free, and filled with all the stupid things I liked to do that I had missed out on the last year. It wasn’t supposed to wind up with a kidnapping, breaking bones and cute boys stealing guns from me.
It certainly was not supposed to have giant white Wolves in it, who were apparently my best friend but also looked hella terrifying and nothing like the boy I knew. Even after a few minutes, where the group surrounding Ellis explained how he could change back, and his Wolf body turned to the human one I knew. I was still not okay with how things had changed.
“Shit, Luce, did you see that?!” Ellis practically screamed with delight, as he ran towards me and stole me from the strange man’s arms. There was a sheen of sweat glistening on his skin but his eyes were gleaming with pleasure. He wasn’t scared in the slightest and I hated that – I was fucking terrified.
“El,” I whispered, ignoring the fact he didn’t seem to be confused, “we need to run; they’re obviously drugging us.”
Ellis scoffed at me, a small chuckle escaping.
“Oh baby no, we’re fine.” He gently lay me on my feet, caressing the side of my face, “Everything is awesome in fact; your parents are here, they can explain everything to you!”
There was never a single time in my life, in the last decade that I had known Ellis, that I had ever been disappointed in him. But hearing the sheer excitement dripping from his tongue at the mention of my so called parents sent shards of ice to my heart. We had been attacked, kidnapped, and now held in a room filled with strangers who had drugged us into thinking I was seeing Werewolves and magic? Fuck my parents, I didn’t care about them.
“You seriously have the audacity to say that? My parents are in Chicago living their best life sans daughter; don’t fucking start with this shit.” I snapped, taking a step back from him. “Whatever you think is happening here isn’t. I want to go home, and I want nothing more to do with anyone that abandons their fucking baby and then kidnaps her later on.”
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“Abandoning isn’t the word I’d use to describe the situation.” Hale chimed in, from the back of the room where he sat perched on a literal golden throne… If I didn’t already hate my current situation him being on a fucking throne like a colossal douche wasn’t helping.
“What the fuck would you know about it?” I snarled, “I met you two minutes ago when I pointed a gun at you, I don’t know why you think I’d give a shit about your opinion?”
I wasn’t trying to be a bitch but seriously? The guy didn’t know me from Adam, nor did he know my life story. It wasn’t his place to tell me that my adjectives were wrong. It was his job to show me the exit and tell me how the fuck I could get home.
Hale sat up straighter on the throne, his golden eyes narrowing a touch. I knew he wanted to yell at me. I could see that spark in his eyes that begged him to tell me I was a brat and to be nicer. But for whatever reason he was too much of a pussy to even raise his damn voice an octave. He kept being all happy and shit like I wasn’t yelling and imagining throwing things at him.
“Considering I call your parents mom and dad I think I have a valid opinion on the matter.”
“You’re my brother?” My face screwed up in disgust, “Ew I called you hot. What the fuck dude?”
Hale laughed, his voice echoing through the silent ballroom like I was a comedian or some shit. I was funny when I wanted to be, but right now I was trying to be mad, not funny. He needed to fuck off with the laughing.
“Not quite. They’re not actually my birth parents, they just raised me. That’s what we wanted to explain.”
“They replaced me with a boy? Nice.” I pouted, trying not to let the anxiety that plagued me rear its ugly head.
“No. You were stolen and someone left me in your place. My parents have spent my entire life raising me like their son whilst trying to find their daughter too. They never abandoned or replaced you; you were taken from them.”
I was not saying I was a mature person with my reaction, but I definitely think I did the best I could in the situation. By that I meant I stared at Hale for a solid minute, a multitude of ideas racing through my mind. Before turning and waltzing right out the doors that led to the woods without a look back. Nobody but Ellis tried to stop me, which in itself was a sign I should have spotted. People didn’t kidnap other people to let them walk out the door unless they knew there was no way for the victim to escape.
“Luce come on!” Ellis yelled after me, laughing defiantly when I flipped him the finger and continued on my merry way.
It was cold as shit outside, not to mention dark. But what was a little black winter night in the face of things. It wasn’t like I was wearing no shoes and a crop top and shorts…
“Fucking assholes I swear.” I whined to myself as I headed down the nearest path, figuring if I stuck to the one thing that was lit up with candles I wouldn’t get lost as well tonight.
“Dumb bitch people drugging me and lying out their pretty mouths.” With a curse I picked up a stick, hurling it through the air in anger as hard as I could.
It didn’t go very far, but it made me feel a touch better so I did it again. And again. Until my feet were truly numb and I was feeling a little less angry at the universe and all its bullshit.
Going back to the ballroom filled with idiots didn’t seem like a great idea to me, but I could hardly stand around in the cold until I died. So like a sensible person I followed the faint scent of smoke, and the vague noise of people. I planned on robbing someone’s shoes and a jacket before sprinting to the nearest police station. I didn’t trust cops but it wasn’t like I had loads of other options. There was a cult or something trying to steal me and my bestie.
A few minutes of blind stumbling later I was waltzing into a clearing practically dying of relief at the roaring fire in the middle of it. There were two people there but I didn’t even glance their way.
“Fuck that feels good.” I purred, as I almost threw myself onto one of the logs next to the fire, allowing the blaze to heat me up instantly. My numb limbs relished the fire, sucking up every ounce of heat they could.
“Please sit down, Diavolo, glad you could – wait. Where the fuck are your shoes?!”
The hellion on the log next to me was a familiar one, and all the rage inside me came fighting back to the surface. Lucky for him – Enzo if Hale was correct – I was unable to slap the beard off his face at the moment. I was shaking too bad and my fingertips were turning blue.
“Fuck you, Enzo.” I replied with far too much of a stutter for me to get the insult out clearly.
Enzo glared at me with his stupid pretty green eyes, chucking his bottle of beer onto the ground as he yanked my feet onto his lap without a care for the dirt that stained the bottom of them.
“Who the fuck wanders out in the woods dressed like that when it’s cold? Are you asking to die?” His tone was super angry, but the fact he was tucking me in blankets and draping his jacket over my shoulders said maybe the anger came from a nice place after all.
“Who the fuck kidnaps strangers from restaurants half hour after they get out of juvie?” I snapped back, “Then proceeds to knock them out and bring them to strange places where people are fancy looking liars and your best friend has four legs and howls at the fucking moon.”
Enzo glared at me once more, his eyes startling bright under the light of the fire. He was hot as fuck for an old dude who had mental issues – at least, I presumed he was broken in the head to willingly kidnap people.
“Good point, Diavolo.” He finally said, “But I didn’t knock you out. Julio’s a Vampire, he coerced you into going to sleep so you’d stop trying to cave my head in.”
Julio – presumably the masked man who had spoken to me in that weird way – was the man sitting opposite me by the fire, cradling a bottle of what almost looked like red wine.
“Sorry for the coercion.” He grinned, his pale skin flushing with what I hoped was guilt, “But it seemed the fastest option and like Enzo said, you were kinda going hard on his face.”
Julio seemed a lot more normal without his creepy mask. Sure, he was really pale, but apart from that there was nothing peculiar about him. His hair was a dirty blonde and his eyes brown. He was average height and build and looked like a normal nice guy who was kinda cute. He wasn’t my type in the slightest but I also wasn’t scared of him. He didn’t even register as someone I should fear, but if he was a Vampire, and not a deranged cult member, then surely I should have been a tiny bit scared.
“No offence but you don’t look like a Vampire.” I blurted out, “Not that I believe Vampires are real. I haven’t gone insane that fast yet.”
Julio got to his feet, a dark smile taking over him as he carefully lowered his bottle to the woodland floor.
“Here; does this help?”
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Like the massive show of he was, Julio turned his Vampire face onto full power. His features twisted up with darkness as his wickedly sharp fangs descended into his mouth. He bared them at Lucifer, with a little theatrical hiss that was definitely too far in my opinion – we didn’t want to scare her.
“Well damn; I take it back Jules. You’re a scary motherfucker.” Lucifer laughed, using the same nickname I had for Julio like they were best friends already.
He didn’t seem to mind. Not that I blamed him. When a beautiful girl gave you a nickname you tended to take it without complaint, and despite being eight years her senior I could appreciate how pretty Lucifer was. Not that I was looking at her in that context, but I had eyes.
“Not as bad as the monster next to you.” Jules teased, “He’s way scarier than I am.”
Jules wasn’t wrong, but I didn’t need him pointing that out. As a Minotaur I was inherently more fearsome to look at than a Vampire, who only really grew sharp teeth and looked a bit angry. When I turned into my full form I doubled in size – and as a six foot six man with arms bigger than most people’s heads, it was not an easy task to even enter a building when I became full sized.
Add in the thick twisted horns on top of my head and the tail, I was hardly most people’s cup of tea.
“This isn’t a share circle. I’m not whipping my horns out for the Principessa to ogle.” Besides, showing my true form off would require standing up, and I didn’t want to do that just yet. Not when I was attempting to stop the foolish girl from dying from the cold.
The blankets I’d wrapped her in were barely helping yet, not with the freezing winds. My jacket on her shoulders was okay but it was only denim so hardly a plethora of furs designed for heating her Royal skin. I was already failing in my duty as a Guard to the Windsor family with every second the, Diavolo spent shivering.
“Are you Italian? I swear that’s the Italian word for Princess.” Lucifer swept passed the talk of horns and monsters and I was pleased. The girl may have been basically Mortal and not Fae at the moment, but she was clearly smart enough to sense when people didn’t want to discuss things. Though as she was named after the Devil and had red eyes I could almost guarantee that she often dealt with people questioning her and being rude.
“It’s Caledonian. The original language of the Kingdom of Caledon, in the country of Mirane. It’s the nearest country to us, and where I was born.” I explained, “But yes, in your world it would have been Italian.”
Lucifer nodded, as she shivered once more and leaned in closer to me. I may not have had the same level of scent as Jules and other Vampires did. But even I could smell the intoxicating spice of her perfume. She smelt as good as she looked which was irritating as hell – there were more Vampire’s on the grounds than were optimal for keeping her safe. Her blood was practically begging all of the creatures in a ten mile radius to come get a taste…
“So um, why did you move here? And here being?” Lucifer asked quietly, after a few more moments of silence with nothing but the crackle of the fire in our ears.
“We’re in the country of Marda, and this Kingdom is Artoria. The other one is Fallery but that’s more of a summer Kingdom or for older Fae to retire in.” I explained. “I moved from Caledon as a child when Queen Victoriana Darklight married King Lazarus Windsor and moved here. My parents are both members of her Guard so they brought me too.”
Lucifer bobbed her head like my explanation made total sense to her despite having never heard of any of these people or places before. I doubted she even understood what it meant to be a Guard. I could have explained it all to her but it was a lot of information and I figured it would be overwhelming. There were plenty of books and things she could be given to study her histories and what not if she was interested.
“Queen Victoriana. Is she the Queen here still?” I nodded at Lucifer’s question, “So she’s Hale’s mom right?”
“You met Hale?” I asked, hoping the little shit had been less of a flirt than normal. He had no issues charming everyone from an eight hundred year old man to a woman with three kids and a husband. But I hoped even he drew the line at a girl who was destined to be his family.
They may not have been related by blood, but they were going to call the same people mom and dad and I refused to allow the shitbag Prince to make an already tense situation worse by trying to enamour his fake sister just because he loved being adored.
“I held a gun on him then tried to make him take me home, but he sort of tricked me and took me to a ballroom full of people instead and I got to watch my friend Ellis turn into a Wolf.” Lucifer replied with a sigh, as she stared into the embers of the fire. “So I guess you could say we had a great first meeting.”
My hackles raised and I could feel the anger inside me rushing to the surface.
“What the fuck are you talking about? You had a gun?”
Lucifer rolled her eyes, the sass radiating from her enough to rile me further.
“Chill dude. I know how to shoot and the safety was on, it wasn’t like I was going to cap him unless he turned out to be a legit criminal and went all psycho on me.”
Jules snorted out a laugh, choking on his beer.
“I don’t think Hale has the capability of being psycho. He’s too nice.” He said.
I didn’t agree. Hale may have been nice to everyone but I had seen that spark of darkness in his golden eyes and knew better than anyone how easy appearances could be to deceive. Hale was a better monster than I could ever be because he had learnt how to hide that part of himself. Nobody looked at him and saw a threat or a villain, they saw a boy with a sugar coated tongue.
“Enough about Hale anyway, I don’t want to hear about dumb people. I want to hear about this place.” Lucifer leaned back on her elbows, her feet digging into my thigh a little on purpose. “I wanna know all the juicy shit so I can get past the whole kidnapping-cult thing.
We were not a cult, but the kidnapping was valid, so I was more than happy to appease the Princess for now, so long as it kept her warm and not running through the wilderness.
“What do you want to know, Diavolo?”
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After an hour or so of random conversation and a wonderful fire, I decided Enzo and Jules seemed like decent enough people even if they had kidnapped me. Which was hella annoying seeing as I should have been trying to throw rocks at their heads and curse them to hell or something. I didn’t want to be nice and let them keep me company but at the same time I couldn’t bring myself to move and get all cold again when I had no idea where I was.
From the gist of the nonsense they said, I understood they worked as Guards for the Queen, so really the whole kidnapping thing had been their job so I could kinda let it slide and transferred my anger onto the faceless woman who had decided to send them after me in the first place.
What I couldn’t let slide however, was the fact that Enzo refused to allow me a single damn drink that wasn’t lemonade.
“But why!” I whined, probably not helping my case that I was mature enough to drink.
“You’re seventeen.” He replied, glowering at me with those stupid forest looking eyes he had in the middle of his dumb face.
“I turn eighteen in a couple weeks. Which you should know already if you’ve been stalking me so you could steal me away from my world like a giant creepy child taking predator freak.” I was laying it on a little thick but come on – I deserved at least one beer. And I wasn’t lying, my birthday was two days before Christmas eve which sucked for the most part, but it meant I really was about to become a legal adult in a matter of like three weeks.
“There is no legal drinking age here, Enzo, she’s not breaking any rules by having one drink?” Jules muttered, making me like him ten times more, “She has a point about how we fucked up her day a bit.” He shrugged.
“No but it’s twenty one where you come from, Diavolo, and I refuse to be the one who allows you to get drunk the first time and become a mess. So no; end of discussion.”
I stuck my tongue out at the grumpy Guard as I wriggled my hand out from one of the many blankets to stick my middle finger up at him. Jules snorted a laugh, before promptly making an excuse to go somewhere when he saw the evil glare Enzo shot his way.
“We’re going back to the palace. I think you’ve disturbed my evening long enough.” Enzo shot to his feet, bringing me straight with him.
His hands roamed across my waist and before I realized what was happening, he stole my gun from my shorts, pocketing it in the back of his own jeans.
“Dickhead!” I jumped for the gun, but Enzo was not someone I could fight, even if I wasn’t to.
“No chance.” He sighed, an evil flicker in his eyes.
“Put me down asshole.” I yelled, to no avail as Enzo slipped me over his shoulder, fireman lifting me like I was some sort of broken doll or child he needed to boss around.
“You’re not walking on the cold ground again with no shoes, especially when you make stupid choices like carrying a fucking loaded gun in your clothes.”
“I don’t need you to care about my wellbeing I can make decisions myself.” My fist pounded on his back but it was a pointless endeavour. Enzo couldn’t feel a damn thing. He was a mountain of hard muscle that no amount of punches could touch. It was irritating as hell.
“I don’t give a fuck about your wellbeing Diavolo, but I work for your family – your mother – and I will not let her down and make any mistakes with you just because you’re having a hard time understanding that you are not the one in control here.”
I hadn’t exactly been in control of my own fate my entire life so that was nothing new. But either way, I had never particularly been good at listening to other people when they told me what to do and I certainly would not be breaking that track record now. Especially not on the orders of a woman I vowed to hate for being the first person in a very long line to dump me.
“Fuck you. You’re such a miserable old man!” I didn’t really mean it but my words had the desired effect of pissing Enzo off. He was only twenty five – I had asked - but clearly he was already feeling like an old age pensioner.
“I’ll put you down if you tell me where you got the gun from?” He muttered, as he crunched on more logs and stones I was slightly glad not to be walking on again, not that I would admit it out loud.
“How about you tell me where you got your shitty personality from? Did it come with all those steroids you clearly love to snort?” I snapped, omitting the answer to his question.
Enzo burst out laughing so hard for a moment I wondered if he would drop me.
“I don’t take steroids Diavolo, never have. I’m all natural.”
When I pointed out I didn’t believe him nor would I ever, I was wonderfully treated to a lecture on making presumptions about people when I was a brainless child who had no experiences of the world.
“Well then how did you get your arms that big?” I didn’t believe Mr Muscle but I could humor him for a moment.
“I’m a Minotaur. Our entire bodies are naturally big, it’s part of what gives us power.”
“Your whole body huh? Every inch of it?” Sass dripped from my tongue as I took a moment to stare at Enzo’s ass. It was a nice ass, considering it belonged to a giant prick.
“Be quiet, Diavolo.” Enzo sighed, the lights of the ballroom dancing across his narrowed eyes through the open door. I didn’t know what his problem was, I thought I was funny and it wasn’t like I was the one who’d started it.
But clearly he was a grumpy guy who didn’t like people having sense of humour. Which was unfortunate right now considering I would have killed for someone to make me laugh and distract me.
“Do I have to go back in there?” My voice was barely above a whisper but I knew Enzo heard me anyway. For he paused his walking, gently lowering me onto my feet.
His hands stayed on my arms, the lingering warmth of his fire brushed skin banishing all the cold from reaching me. For such a beastly man his touch was awfully soft and gentle. If I was a monster I would have gone around crushing things up with my hands and throwing people over cliffs and shit.
“Unfortunately you do. You need to hear your story and learn about who you truly are.” Enzo’s lips bent into the tiniest of smiles that peeked through his beard, “But you will be fine, Diavolo. Nothing can scare the Devil – you know this.”
“And if I’m not fine? If I hate everything they say and want to go back home?” I had to fight the urge to stamp my foot and the only reason I didn’t was because of the ground beneath me being cold as shit and sharp.
“Then you pretend.” Enzo replied, slowly removing his hands off me as we edged towards the doors. “You pretend long enough to get out of there, then you come find me. I’ll take you back home, Lucifer if you really want me to. I won’t be part of forcing you to stay in a place you don’t want to be.” 
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King Lazarus Windsor had ruled the country of Marda for almost seventy years – because yes, Fae lived hundreds of years apparently, which was totally normal – after taking over from his father, Carmichael Windsor. Who had ruled for about six hundred years prior with his wife Elsbeth.
Now, Lazarus ruled with the wife he met on holiday and fell in love with at the ripe old age of sixteen; Victoriana Darklight-Windsor. According to Enzo, she hailed from the Kingdom of Caledon in Mirane and had been a Princess within the Darklight family. The Darklight’s – specifically a woman called Carissa – still ran Mirane and were exceptionally powerful and quite often evil.
It was safe to say as I laid eyes on my parents for the first time in my life, expecting people of great stature and perhaps with evil devil horns or witches hats, I was a little disappointed. They looked normal. They were pretty – like every other damn Fae did – but on first glance they seemed to be entirely regular people.
“Your Highnesses; I have returned with the Princess.” Enzo bowed to them, the respect in his tone enough to make me want to gag.
How could anybody respect people who were sitting on thrones at a dining table, wearing golden crowns, was beyond me. I thought seeing Hale in a throne was bad enough but seeing my parents in them too made my hackles raise and my temper flare again. I hated rich people, they were fucking irritating. I liked having money and all that, but I would never hoard enough to keep a country afloat for a decade.
“Thank you, Enzo.” Victoriana beamed, almost clutching her damn pearls as she lowered her goblet of what looked like wine. “Please join us; food should be out in a moment.”
She was blonde like me, only hers was a natural honey shade and mine was from the bleach Ellis had been sending me in juvie – because everybody knows boredom and big life changes meant getting out a box dye or something and ruining every inch of your hair. I was a natural brunette but I didn’t vibe with it as much so I preferred to butcher my hair within an inch of its life instead.
Victoriana kinda looked like me in her features too. Or I looked like her. The only major difference being her eyes, which were a beautiful chocolate brown, and where I was curves and soft flesh, she was slender and toned. She definitely went to the gym and refused to eat anything with chocolate in, I was sure of it. She probably got herself off to Pilates videos.
“Hello, Lucifer.” She said, her tone soft and low, “Can I call you Lucifer or do you prefer another name? Your friend Ellis has used so many different variations whilst we spoke that I am unsure.”
Victoriana waved towards Ellis, who was sitting on a green velvet chair at the other end of the table. He sheepishly grinned at me when I spotted him, but he was smart enough to keep his distance for now. In the past when I had been this mad at him it often ended with us scrapping like pups, and now that I thought about it, I really shouldn’t have been surprised. He was a pup…
“Lucifer is fine.” I replied to the Queen as I took a seat next to Enzo, as far away from the others as I could get, “What should I call you? Your highness or?”
“Call me Vick, or Victoriana. Either will do perfectly.” Vick offered another timid smile and it was honestly so awkward. The entire room was empty bar my new parents, fake brother, Ellis and Enzo. Yet I felt as though I stood naked in a room of a thousand strangers.
“Cool. I’d say it was nice to meet you Vick but um, you had me kidnapped so I don’t think I can lie that well.” I snorted, turning to the man who supposedly spawned me, “What about you? Shall I call you King or will Lazarus do?”
I aimed my question at my father, who hadn’t spoken a single word. I didn’t know if he was trying to go for the intimidating silent thing, but it was coming across as more bored than anything. Even when the waiters appeared and magicked platefuls of food in front of us, he still never opened his mouth.
Though I would admit that his eyes – which were a blinding silver shade – were kinda entertainment enough. Clearly my father’s family had funky colors in their eye genes. I didn’t need to hear him talk when I could figure out that he was where I got my fucked up eye color from.
“Laz would be sufficient I think.” He chuckled, tucking a lock of his chin length brown hair behind his ear as he reached for his fork. “And I think we ought to discuss this kidnapping thing, as I do believe Hale attempted to inform you on why we went to such extreme measures?”
Laz looked down at his fake son, who was happily digging into his plate of steak and salad. The food did look nice but there was no chance I could eat yet. Not when my stomach felt like it was filled with butterflies and thorns. I’d eat soon enough because I was hungry and I liked food, but I needed a minute or two to get over my hesitation.
“Hale said a lot of shit, most of which went in one ear and out the other.” I sniped, offering the little blonde rat a glare, “But it was something along the lines of me complaining that I was abandoned for a boy and he said that wasn’t true.”
Vick gasped, her eyes misting with honest to god tears like I’d just shot her in the heart or something. It was so over the top I couldn’t help but think it was fake. I didn’t like it even if it was real; she had no right to feel bad. She was the one who left me, or dropped me somewhere, or even stood by and let someone keep me. Because it may not have been her fault that I was taken, but if she had found me now, why the fuck hadn’t she found me earlier?
“Gods no! We did not abandon you. I would never – we would never have-”
“Alright, alright I believe you.” I interjected, sneaking a large sip of Enzo’s wine when he wasn’t looking as I lied. “What did happen then? The abridged version.”
Laz grabbed hold of his wife’s hand, curling his fingers over the top of hers. Vick immediately relaxed, leaning into his touch. I was jealous, it was kinda cute that they still liked each other after being together so long. I reckoned if I was ever dumb enough to find a husband I would divorced him within a few years – I didn’t like the idea of being chained down by something so silly as a man unless he was really nice to me and like a built in butler who gave me orgasms and dragged me out of a depressive phase when my mental health got bad.
“When you were young we thought it would be beneficial for you to play with other babies when you were watched by your nanny, so you and her son – Hale - would play together almost daily when your mother and I were called away to other tasks.” Laz said, his voice almost entirely flat like he had told this story a thousand times before, “When you were six months old we came to retrieve you from the nanny, only to discover she had taken you, and left her son behind.”
“Six months old?” I paused, trying not to feel bad for everyone involved when I was still leaning towards the disbelief side of the story, “Did I have a name then?”
“You were called Corinne. Corrinne Adalia Windsor.” Hale answered before the Royals could with a dark smile and a deep tone, “I used to be called Hale West before I took your place and you were turned into the Devil.”
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Lucifer’s eyes shot to me, a pang of sympathy burning on her face. When she thought I had been swapped for her, she had been mad as hell. But hearing that it was the other way around no doubt made her feel all kinds of sad for the cute baby boy who’s mommy chucked him away for another child…
“She left notes explaining that she had wanted a daughter, not a son, so had left her son in our care with the hopes that we would raise him and had taken you to be the daughter she wanted.” Mother continued quickly, “Obviously we did raise Hale, and he is our son in every meaning of the word, but we have never once stopped looking for you, in this entire realm and the mortal one.”
It was nice to hear my mother loved me even if she wasn’t blood, and if I was the reason she lost her daughter. I had known about Lucifer since I was old enough to comprehend the story, and despite feeling rather horrid about the situation myself, my parents had never made me feel like I wasn’t anything but their real son anyway. It did help me get over the fact my birth mother despised me, though I knew there were still psychological effects hitting me from it. There was a reason I liked it when people liked me – I needed it to feel sane.
My therapist believed I suffered from trauma of some kind and despised the idea of people leaving me. It was why I behaved perfectly, so that even the teachers at school would love me and not want to send me away. She also said it was the reason I took anti-anxiety and depression pills, but I didn’t believe her. How on earth could something that happened to me before I even learnt to walk be impacting me so greatly to this day? I was eighteen now for God’s sake, I was not a child.
“So a psycho nanny stole me away but then left me? That makes no sense. Why go through all that trouble just to dump me in a hospital and leave me there.” Lucifer questioned. “The nanny obviously had mental issues – considering she stole a literal child – but to have just upped and left me the way she did seems pointless.”
“We have no idea what was going through her mind, or why she left you all alone. By the time we found her she was already dead and you were long gone.” Mother replied.
“How did you find me then?” Lucifer’s eyes narrowed just a touch and I wondered what was running through her mind.
“I have a childhood friend called Tatiana who is a Vampire, and her family line has always been able to track magic even in Other Realms.” Mother sighed, “Your magic does not activate in the Mortal Realm until you turn eighteen, but because you were so close to that age, she managed to get a tiny glimpse of your signature, and Enzo discovered you from there.”
By Enzo discovering Lucifer, she meant he used the state Tatiana had given him, alongside the fact he was looking for a red eyed orphan. It was safe to say it wasn’t that hard to find Lucifer after that, not when she had criminal records and a highly publicised case from the trial that had landed her in juvie.
“Right okay. I think I can see the general gist of what happened.” Lucifer nibbled on her lower lip and quick as a flash Ellis was out of his seat, coming to stand beside her and hold her hand.
I didn’t understand their relationship, other than being told they were friends. To me it seemed a lot closer than a friend – I never held my friends hands or spoke of them with stars in my eyes as Ellis had been doing whilst Lucifer was gone. In fact, I doubted I could even recall any of my friends birthdays or surnames for the most part. Our entire group had never really been that way with each other in the years we had schooled together. Yet here was Lucifer and Ellis, two people who would clearly do anything, or be anything for the other. It was odd to me.
“You know my dad’s here. You met him earlier.” Ellis said, changing the subject to himself and away from Lucifer.
“Shit really; who?” Lucifers eyes widened, her mind already moving on from her own issues to Ellis.
“That big guy who was holding you earlier whilst I… uh… turned?” Ellis wrinkled his brows together, “Anyway, yeah. I know you didn’t really notice him much but apparently he’s my dad. So I’m like half Werewolf or something. Its fucking weird right? Not only are we from the same place, but we became friends back home too.”
“Actually it’s not surprising you guys became friends. Fae are attracted to their own kind, so if you were in each other’s proximity then it makes sense you were drawn to each other more than the humans.” I informed them.
Both of their faces screwed up in disgust, their reactions matching as they turned identical frowns on me.
“Ew what do you mean attracted?” Ellis gagged, “Don’t say gross things.”
“Dude even if he was straight he’s like my brother. What the fuck?” Lucifer added with an equally loud heave.
My eyes rolled, a small chuckle escaping everyone at the table at their hostility to my words.
“I didn’t mean sexually attracted, I meant drawn to each other. Sort of like you were more likely to find each other fun, compared to the humans around you.”
I couldn’t lie to myself though, the fact that Ellis was into men made a lot more sense to me with the nature of their relationship. I had never had a friendship with a girl that didn’t end up with her falling for me, or me wanting to sleep with her. Not that I was some big player that slept about the town, I had just never experienced any platonic relationships where people truly cared for each other without wanting to sleep together or one of them ending up hurt when their feelings were not reciprocated.
“Anyway, why don’t you tell us about yourself Lucifer. I’m sure everybody here would like to hear more about you – you too Ellis.”  I knew my parents would be desperate to hear any facet of information either of them would share about their lives together, but they would never get around to asking. My mother was one wrong word away from exploding into floods of tears, and my father was never very good at speaking when he was nervous. He tended to turn silent instead.
“Do you mind if we talk more tomorrow? I’m super tired and stuff.” Lucifer mumbled, letting out a yawn that I didn’t quite believe as she got to her feet. “Not that I wouldn’t love to chat more, it’s just I’ve already heard a lot today and I think I need a moment to just sleep it off.”
My parents jumped into the conversation, talking over each other as they told Lucifer about the bedroom they had made for her, and how they were more than happy to talk tomorrow in the morning instead.
The disappointment was easy to spot on both their faces, but I understood my new fake sisters point. She had been kidnapped, and discovered magic was real today. A little bit of a break before speaking to her long lost family was logical. I could imagine her mind was racing and she needed a bit of space to breath and figure things out.
“I can show you to your room.” I offered, “Let’s us get to know each other a little more on the way.”
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Hale’s offer was far too good to pass up on. Escaping anywhere, but especially to a bedroom of my own, sounded like heaven. I wasn’t entirely convinced I hadn’t been taken in by a cult and drugged, so I needed a bit of time to relax and get over the train of bad thoughts in my mind. Plus, my bullshit detector was going into overdrive every time one of my so-called parents spoke, and I wasn’t in the mood to sit here and be lied to any longer.
“My, um, dad said I can stay with him Luce, so I’ll see you in the morning too if that’s cool?” Ellis whispered, as he got to his feet.
I wanted to say no and get him to spend the night in my room chatting shit and making me feel better. I didn’t want to be alone again on my freedom day, when I had spent so much of the last year being lonely. But I could hardly tell Ellis to prioritise me over the dad he just discovered, I wasn’t that much of a bitch.
“Of course you can go. Just make sure you find me tomorrow and we can gossip!” I plastered a bright smile onto my tired face, “Plus I need to meet him properly and make sure he’s good enough for you.”
The last part wasn’t a lie. I needed to check out the man who claimed to be Ellis’s dad and make sure he wasn’t a total sleaze. Which considering Ellis’s mom had been a hooker, it wasn’t looking good.
Not that there was anything wrong with the sex trade, but people who paid for sex were often not that great in my experience. If the guy had to travel to the Mortal Realm, and then pay somebody, just to get laid, then clearly there was something suss with him. If I found out my suspicions were right then I would shoot his brains out for daring to get my besties hopes up at some sort of family reunion.
“Obvi. We can do brunch – and redo freedom day.” Ellis squealed, as he hugged me tight.
I clung to him for those few wonderful seconds of contact, basking in his love. But then far too soon he was gone, taking Laz and Vic’s offer to walk him over to the spot where most of the Wolves lived in a bunch of houses a mile through the woods.
I knew they would be piling him for information about me the second they walked out the doors, but I couldn’t find it in me to care. Ellis wouldn’t say much because he knew I wouldn’t want him to, so I wasn’t worried. Plus, they knew I was a criminal so it wasn’t like they could find out anymore juicy gossip about me anyway. Besides, considering they for sure sold me or something, I wasn’t inclined to care about their opinion.
“Enzo.” I called out to the Guard who had been attempting to sneak out the door without me seeing him.
“Yes, Diavolo?” He sighed, running a hand through his hair like I was annoying him so badly.
“Get a drink with me some time? Lemonade of course.” It was a risk, seeing as he had made it clear he thought I was just a job and mildly irritating, but he was the only one who hadn’t been treading on eggshells with me and I hated the idea of losing that so soon. I wanted a normal person who wouldn’t lie to me - someone who would tell me to shut up and not lie about things being better than they were.
Not to mention Enzo had said he would help me run if I wanted too, and I needed to keep him on side for that reason alone. I wasn’t dumb enough to nod my head and accept the tale of events from people I had only just met.
“You want to hang out with me?” He raised a dark brow, suspicious as ever. “Sure; just get your brother to call for me when you want.” He nudged his chin at Hale, who immediately denied being my sibling with a vehemence I hadn’t expected.
I wasn’t offended but come on, it wasn’t like I had the plague and would have been a terrible sibling. I reckoned I could have been a good sister if I had been given the opportunity to do so. I would have played games with him and taught him how to treat a lady right. I could have pushed him on a swing and beat his ass when he annoyed me. I would have been mean as hell at every opportunity but also killed anyone who so much as raised their voice at him…
“Cool, thanks. See you then.”
“Goodbye, Diavolo.” Enzo waved, heading out the room as fast as he could before I could ask anymore of him.
“Come on love, let’s go to bed.” Hale winked a golden eye at me, leading me out the door we entered in earlier.
There wasn’t much of a tour as he took me to my room, but I didn’t mind so much. He pointed at doors and told me what was in them but that was about it. There was no in depth descriptions nor were there any sort of real explanation on how not to get lost in the corridors that looked the same to me. But all that shortness meant we arrived at my bedroom in less than five minutes, and I no longer had to pretend to want to speak to people.
“Thanks for that shit tour, goodnight.” I muttered as soon as he pulled me to a stop by the door marked as mine. No kidding, my name had been made out of a solid piece of gold and it hung on the front of the door.
“Your people skills need a bit of work, love.” Hale sighed, taking a key out of his pocket and handing it to me. “This will unlock the door, don’t lose it because I will not be sourcing you another one.”
The key was golden and old looking, the sort that was used in medieval films to lock secret boxes that kept hidden treasures. I liked treasures and all, but I did not like being handed things to take care of.
“Well shit. I’m screwed then; I always lose keys. Guess I’ll have to find a Guard to flirt with so I can have a batch of them.” I was only half serious. I really did lose keys a lot, but I never would have flirted with a random guy to get what I wanted.
One, because I was terrible at it, but also because I could break into locks with ease and much preferred the idea of doing things myself than asking someone else.
“Fine then you insufferable fool.” Hale snatched the key back out of my hands, clasping it between his slender fingers for a second.
“What are you doing?” I asked. But he shushed me with a glare.
Hale’s golden eyes lit up like the sun was behind them, as he stared at the key in his grip until the metal began morphing. It twisted, turned and moulded itself as I could do nothing but watch on with awe until he finished, leaving a golden crown ring in the key’s place.
“There you go; your first crown, and you won’t get locked out.” Hale muttered, as he slowly slid the ring onto my ring finger. “Just touch the door with your hand and it will unlock so long as you keep the ring on.”
“Awh, a proposal from my new brother. How grossly sweet.” I teased, pleased when he burst out laughing.
“I think the correct response was thank you Prince Hale, you are the greatest person in the universe and I am in awe of your many talents.”
Unlocking the door took less than a second, and despite the fact I would never repeat what he said out loud, I was grateful that I would never have to remember a key. If I stayed here that was; I was still thoroughly in the mood to take off in the night.
“Thank you Hale, you’re an okay person, and I am glad for this one tiny thing you’re good at even though you’re part of the group responsible for kidnapping me and trying to indoctrinate me into your cult.”
“That will do I suppose.” Hale suddenly lifted my hand with the ring on, winding his fingers underneath mine, and bringing the back of my hand to his lips. “Goodnight Lucifer, I hope you have pleasant dreams and try not to worry about your life being upended too much.”
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Hale disappeared before I could reply to him. Not that I had anything to say anyway. Nobody had ever kissed the back of my hand, nor had they wished me goodnight like that and I was a little freaked out. Then I was embarrassed that I got freaked out over something that should have been fucking normal – clearly I was an idiot. He was just a poncy asshole who did fancy people things, it was normal for him and I should not have read into it the way I did.
“Get a fucking grip, Luce.” Scolding myself I headed into my new room, pretending that there was nothing strange going on in my life, and that I had simply moved house. It seemed easier than the alternative of thinking about magic, missing family and kidnappings. Besides, this morning I had woken up in a literal prison, so even a park bench would have been preferable to that. Not that my room could ever be compared to a park bench…
The ornate oak door led into a room bigger than most of the open plan first floor of the home I grew up in. Walls of pale blue were covered with that fancy rich people shit - you know, the carvings and those faces and all the pretty things that made places look expensive. I was pretty sure they were called panelling, or trims, or something equally dull.
The floors were made of soft oak, that was the same color as a lot of the handmade furniture inside. There was a desk, vanity table, mini library and small lounge, all in the first part of the room. Everything that wasn’t wood was white or gold – real gold.
I didn’t even know what half of the décor was other than knowing without doubt it was expensive and looked pretty. But even then, nothing compared to the bed. It was big enough to sleep ten and covered with pale blue sheets, gold velvets covers and faux fur blankets.
There were a mountain of pillows resting by the ornate golden headboard and the second I dived onto the bed I got lost in a sea of softness and downy pillows that I never wanted to get out of. Unfortunately I did have to leave the bed to continue my tour, but I knew I would be getting back in the covers as soon as I was able.
“Fuck me this is fancy.” I whispered, as I opened one of the two unknown doors on opposite side of the room.
The one I picked first led to a full sized bathroom, minimal in design but holding everything one could ever need. There was a large claw footed tub in the middle of the room, double sinks, smart toilet, and a rainfall shower. Not to mention shelves upon shelves of beauty products, butter soft towels and robes.
I wasn’t exactly a two in one shampoo conditioner girl, but I hardly had a big hair care routine other than brushing it and hoping it looked alright. But one look at the vast array of magical bottles made me wonder what it could be like to be one of those people with the million step hair care plan.
The same was said for the closet as soon as I found my way into it. I liked clothes enough, and always made sure I looked semi-decent when I went out. But I had never owned a massive amount of clothing, and the things I did have were seriously normal. Think shorts, jeans, crop tops or regular t-shirts. There was nothing expensive or fancy about any of it and most of it wasn’t my style, it was just what we could afford or was bought for me.
The same could not be said for my clothes here where the walk in closet had row upon row of what I could only describe as pretty Princess clothes. Gowns that were frilly, puffy and pastel. Plenty of lace, tulle and sparkly shit I couldn’t even name. There were short gowns, long ones, huge ones and slim ones. There were matching pants and blazers, and even the regular things like jeans and shirts looked and felt expensive.
I had drawers filled with socks, fancy lingerie and jewellery, and even an entire ten shelf section dedicated to shoes that almost blew my mind. There were darker colors like red and blue, but mainly all the clothing was lighter shades of green, yellow and white. Not to mention all the floral designs and abundance of ribbons and bows.
It looked like a five year old girl had thrown up in the room, after she had eaten too many unicorn shaped cookies and candy bars. There was nothing in the room that I would have ever bought for myself or even contemplated wearing. And yet I loved it. Each and every item of clothing captured my heart instantly. I wanted to lie in my closet and stare at my new belongings until my heart stopped pounding with unbridled excitement. Maybe roll around on the plush carpet and be all happy and what not.
I didn’t do it, I went back to my bed. But still the thought kept returning, and I knew the second I woke in the morning, able to wear something new, I would be like a damn kid in a toy store. Nothing would curb the happiness inside me at all my new material things.
The whole bedroom and lifestyle was vast, luxurious and quite frankly – ridiculous. I hadn’t been poverty stricken back home, but I wasn’t rich either. My parents could go out and see their friends or get their hair done, but still had to watch how much they spent on groceries and wait a while before buying a new TV.
Extravagance this extreme was not something I had ever seen or desired, and yet now that I was standing in it I couldn’t help but be overcome by a giddy glee and the desire to spoil myself rotten. I was rich. Or my parents were, and I was by default. Either way, I was on the cusp of a lifestyle and bank account size that I could never have dreamed off and it was fucking awesome.
Sure, it had strings attached. Like being nice to my new parents. But so long as they weren’t complete assholes I could deal in exchange for pretty things – I was easy enough to buy, there was no way around that. When the morning came, and I could remove myself from my bed and start fresh, I would play happy families and pretend for the most part if I had to. Because in reality, what else did I have?
There was no home, family, or life for me outside the walls of this palace that wanted to buy my love. Ellis was the only person I cared for and he was here with me. So I could fake it until I made it better than the best of them. At least I thought I could, until the evening became the middle of the night and I found myself sneaking out of my room, aiming to find a kitchen or something so I could rob some snacks and things to make myself feel better. Because surprise, surprise, I had been crying a little and feeling hella overwhelmed.
After far too long a time of me wandering around and lost, I stumbled across a small library room. There was no food inside it, but my eyes locked on a fancy looking bar cart and I was more than happy to make do with that for the moment.
“Come here you beauty.” I purred to a half empty bottle of rum, as I snatched it up and took a long glug.
I much preferred drinking in my room so I headed back that way, sipping on my drink and letting it calm the incessant nerves and unease inside my stomach, that were telling me everything was wrong. I wasn’t a big drinker, but I did sometimes enjoy the easy confidence that came with a few doubles of whatever I could find.
The rum went down smooth enough and I was a little tipsy on my walk. A tune was hummed under my breath and I was almost home free when a pair of hands snaked out, wrapping around my waist and pulling me out of the shadows as I jumped out of my skin and dropped my bottle. It smashed on the ground, making far too much  noise for how quiet it was.
“What are you doing sulking around in the dark?” Hale breathed right in my ear, and I involuntarily shivered at his proximity and the fact he wore nothing but shorts. His golden body was on display and he was shredded delightfully. It was making me drool a little too much, but seriously, I wanted to drag my hands over every inch of him and see if he felt as good as he looked.
The alcohol on his breath was sweet and only added to my drunken desire. Maybe it was the stress, or the alcohol I knew I couldn’t handle, but instead of pulling away, I pushed Hale into the wall, loving how easy he let me manhandle him as his golden eyes widened and a smirk played up the corner of his lips. I hadn’t so much as touched myself in Juvie, not liking the idea of a random audience, and now that I was inebriated my hormones were seemingly making themselves known a little too much.
“You’re kinda hot for a kidnapper.” I murmured, as I trailed my fingers across his strong cheekbones. “Do you think that-” My words were cut off as Hale kissed me.
The kiss was hot. It wasn’t a cute, first date and innocent type of kiss. Nope, it was a full blown tongue in each other’s mouths and barely coming up for breath type of kiss. Fireworks were going off in my brain and if the hallway had suddenly lit itself on fire I would not have noticed in the slightest. All I could feel was Hale, and his expert tongue.
My soul seemed to be dancing and I could have sworn a damn choir was hollering tunes inside my brain. I had absolutely no idea what I was thinking, to be so brazen in the middle of a damn palace. But before I could so much as contemplate how stupid I was being, I had Hale pushed down on a bench and I climbed into his lap.
His shorts were pulled down and so were mine and boy was it a glorious sight. I didn’t even waste any time with foreplay for doing more than a bit of making out; I went right for the thing I craved badly with nothing more than a single look at him, to see if he needed me as badly as I needed him in the moment.
I was desperate for a connection of some kind that couldn’t be faked and, like I had thought earlier, having spent so long in a jail filled with people, I was a bit too eager to get laid. Hale’s grip on me tightened and he groaned as his thick dick slid inside me, and his large hands wrapped tight around my waist like they were made for me.
“We shouldn’t.” He moaned. I bounced faster, happily taking what I wanted even if I barely knew the guy and we sure as hell weren’t wearing any protection.
“I know.” I replied, but to be fair, he wasn’t exactly trying to say anything. He was holding me tight and bringing his hips up to meet me with each and every thrust. He was fucking me just as hard and rough so clearly I wasn’t the only one who wanted something.
For a while there were no sounds in the dark except for our skin slapping together and the moans from both our mouths. It was eerily nice, and considering I thought he was a bit of a douche, I thoroughly enjoyed the way Hale was writhing beneath me and how I was enjoying his company. He was fun when he was telling me nice things and making me fall apart.
“Come for me, Lucifer.” Hale whispered, as he brought a finger down to rub the bundle of nerves between my thighs and make me instantly shake.
It didn’t take long after that for me to feel the burn of pleasure building all throughout my body, and eventually my breathing became hitched and I came apart with a scream muffled by biting down on Hale’s neck. A few more thrusts later and he followed me into oblivion, his groans echoing throughout the corridor a bit too loud, as a strange burning sensation tingled on my wrist.
I didn’t know how long we stayed together, wrapped in our weird embrace, but eventually we had been out in the open too long and I had no choice but to get up and fix my clothes. Hale followed suit, not saying a word as he fixed his shorts and ran a hand through his messy hair. His golden eyes were burning with something unspoken and he kept looking down at his own wrist, but I couldn’t figure out what was bothering him.
Shooting a look down I spotted a small moon shaped mark on my skin. It looked like a tattoo, but at the same time it didn’t, and I was far too drunk to even understand what the hell kind of magic was at play.
“What’s this?” I breathed, showing him my arm.
Hale stared at the mark in utter horror for a second, before shrugging his shoulders, clearly no idea what it was. But my legs were shaky and so were his, and we were both a little frazzled, so I let it slide for now. The hallway was silent and I half expected him to say something, or even try to follow me into my room. But then a Guard came around the corner and Hale completely shut down.
“Your Highnesses!” The Guard nodded his head respectfully, “Is everything alright?” He looked at Hale and the broken glass and rum on the floor, “Does your sister need assistance Sir, I am more than happy to offer aid so you can return to your slumber.”
Hale froze, his face reddening as his eyes turned cold.
“Show her back to her room please, Jarvis.” Hale patted the Guard on the shoulder then walked off, not once looking back at me as I silently followed the Guard back to my room, wondering if I had just made a monumental mistake, as a tiny piece of my already fragile heart broke away.
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Tossing and turning all night, what little sleep I had plagued with nonsensical dreams meant I woke up in an asshole mood with absolutely no desire to do anything but drink gallons of coffee and punch people who looked at me funny. Which considering Julio had been giving me the side eye all through breakfast, I was about a millisecond away from doing one of those things to him. Which would have been unfortunate considering he would no doubt bite me in revenge, and I personally wasn’t a fan of being drunk from by a Vampire.
“What the hell is your problem?” I snarled, over my just eaten stack of protein pancakes and bacon that were identical to the ones my Nonna used to make for me as a growing boy.
I could have gone down to the palace to eat but I was hungry and didn’t have the energy. Plus, my sister had taught me how to cook and I did enjoy it, though rarely got the chance to do it anymore. Most days I was so busy with work I just grabbed food from the palace and saved myself the hassle of washing dishes – which were the bane of my existence; I despised doing dishes.
“Nothing.” Julio replied. His mouth was filled with the remnants of his own breakfast, far too eager was his response that he couldn’t even find time to swallow.
“Then why the fuck do you keep looking at me like your waiting for something bad to happen? I’m not about to murder you over leftover bacon so clearly somethings up.”
Minotaur’s ran through protein like nobody’s business. In fact, it was what fuelled our magic. We had to eat about ten times the amount regular Fae did, and so in theory, I would actually kill a man for bacon if it came down to it. But right now I had no interest in battling my Vampire housemate when I knew he would give it me anyway if I asked nicely.
“I just heard something last night that I know you’re going to hate so I figured I would wait until you had a good meal in you before I said anything.” Julio sighed, scraping back his wooden dining chair and heading over to the sink with both our plates. “We both know you’re a little touchy when you’re hungry.”
Our house was all on one level, with two bedrooms, two bathrooms, and an open plan kitchen/lounge/diner. It was all white and minimalistic, but with a touch of southern comfort inside. I hated it, but it was free housing from our job so I would hardly complain.
Still, it irked me when Julio made a mess with the dirty dishes, by splashing water all over the countertops or not swirling his plates off before putting them in the dish washer. I knew that you didn’t have to rinse before the dishwasher but it was how I had been taught and how I preferred things even with my aversion to dishes.
“Spit it out,” I snapped, turning the coffee pot on to boil and grabbing myself a large mug “or go away. Your constant looks are annoying.”
“Vick and Laz are going to be doing a tour of the country with Lucifer starting at the end of the week. They’re trying to get travel plans set up so they can show her everything and do a press tour of some kind. But that means she is going to need Guards, and apparently our names are the top two choices. Me because I’m amazing, you because they know you’re good at your job and Lucifer didn’t seem to hate the sight of you.” Julio said after a long moment of silence. “From what I can gather, they don’t want her in Marda for that long; they want to keep her on the move and Vick mentioned something about having a busy schedule and not fitting in a reunion with her family.”
I froze, unable to really believe my luck would be so bad as to end up with yet another long task when I had only returned home yesterday. I may not have felt like I was home in the palace grounds, but it sure as hell beat sitting in a car or being in a Realm that didn’t belong to me at all.
“Are you serious? Why the fuck would they do that? Diavolo just arrived yesterday – she doesn’t want to go on tour like a damn media puppet.” The words slipped out my mouth before I even realized they were true.
I wasn’t the only person who had just come home; Lucifer was. I doubted the little brat would want to go on a big public tour with her new parents. Not after the cool way she had been dealing with them last night. I knew she had not wanted to come here, and despite finding out about her story and biological family, there was no way I could miss the disdain in her eyes when she looked at everyone.
Lucifer was not happy being made to return to Marda, and she certainly did not accept the tale of her childhood. She was suspicious, and uncomfortable, and I certainly was not willing to take part in worsening her already dire mood. I was accustomed to the sight of a girl being forced to do things she didn’t like and it boiled my blood. I couldn’t sit by and watch it happen again, not when I was now old enough to fix things.
“No idea, but I don’t make the plans I just follow them.” Julio shrugged, as he stretched and wipe a lock of dirty blonde hair from his eyes. “I don’t want to go either but I don’t know how to get out of it without admitting it sounds like hell and you know out of the two of us, you’re far more inclined to get away with an attitude with Vick.”
My brain began spinning as I debated all potential ways I could avoid the responsibility, whilst not damaging my reputation or outright refusing a potential order. Julio may have been right, by saying that Vick held a soft spot for me, but that was only because she felt sorry for me. It didn’t give me a free pass to do as I pleased and decline the requests of my job. Which meant I had to find a different plan, one that would make sure that nothing could change on a whim of the King or Queen.
Unlucky for me, the only thing I could think of was getting a red eyed Devil girl on my side before any sorts of plans could be made – my gut somehow knowing Lucifer would dislike the intended arrangement as much as I did.
“I’ll sort it; just make me a strong coffee, extra sugar and cream.” Julio had the drink I requested in my hand barely a moment later. “Thanks.”
He nodded as I left, heading out into the brisk early morning fog towards the palace. As a Guard I was able to wander freely at any time of day or night, but I still kept quiet and made sure to hurry along. If people saw me then they would stop and chat, which only meant delays that I could not risk. So ignoring the pretty sunrise and view that I would normally take in, I briskly walked towards the bedroom Lucifer had been given, hoping to catch her before one of the staff woke her for breakfast.
I didn’t know if she was a morning person or not, but frankly I didn’t have time to care. The coffee Julio gave me was the same order she placed almost every day at the restaurant we found her in back in the Mortal Realm before she went to juvie, so I took a chance she still liked it even after a year locked up. Seeing as her first stop out of Juvie had been to said restaurant, I hazard a guess Lucifer definitely was a creature of habit.
If I could bribe her with a kind gesture then I could buy myself enough time to convince her to want to stay in the palace, or near it for a few more weeks, instead of driving around locked in a fancy car for hours on end, listening to the same shit classical music King Lazarus seemed to enjoy. Not that I thought she would need convincing. I was still firm in my belief she would hate moving around anyway, especially with the parents she did not know or trust.
On the off chance she wasn’t I had other ideas. There wasn’t much else I could think of saying other than letting Lucifer know how boring it would be, and how much time she would be forced to spend inside and in a small space. Leaning on her dislike for both of those things seemed like a smart idea, and no doubt the best I could come up with on such short notice. So as I strode through the silent halls of the palace, I sent a little prayer up to Haziel – the God of Fate and Fortune for the Other Realm - that today would work in my favour.
I needed a little luck. Or at least, a little better luck than I had for the last couple years. Considering I had been nothing but a loyal soldier and hardworking Fae, it was about time I was owed something good, even if that goodness came from Diavolo herself.
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The door to my bedroom pounded three times with a knock that was far too loud considering the sun hadn’t rose fully yet. I liked mornings, and often found myself waking before sunrise each day, but I was tired as hell from all the stress of freedom day and would have killed for another hour in a bed that was even better than the one I woke up in after my kidnapping. Not to mention I was sore as fuck in all the right places and would have loved to relax in my bliss for a while.
“Go away.” I called out, to whatever unlucky soul had been tasked with annoying me.
“Not a chance, Diavolo.” Came the reply.
I jumped out of bed so fast I got headrush and stumbled back down onto the sheets a moment.
“What do you want, Enzo? It’s too early to get drunk.” I shouted out, as I hurried to my feet and raked my fingers through my messy hair.
“Open the door and I’ll tell you what I want.” Enzo yelled back, irritation clear in his voice.
I swore I didn’t care what I looked like just because Enzo was visiting me, it was more just me not wanting to had bed head in general. The mouthwash I swirled rapidly in my bathroom was just an added precaution, for you know, anybody. As was the deodorant.
It was just kindness really.
“What?” The door swung open as I snapped half-heartedly.
Enzo pursed his lips, raking his green eyes down my clothes and shaking his head as he noticed they were the same ones I arrived in.
“You have a closet filled with new clothing.” Enzo said, handing me a giant mug of coffee from his stupid man hands that I instantly inhaled like it was my choice of drug.
“I got tired and fell asleep; sue me.” My eyes rolled as he barged past me into my bedroom, “Oh please do come in.” I sniped.
Enzo didn’t even look around as he flounced into the chair closest to him and waved me over like we were in his damn room. I reckoned he was so used to being in charge that he never once dreamed of asking people to do things nicely, he probably just yelled out a command and everyone came running.
“Sit.” He ordered, pointing at the chair opposite himself.
“Woof.” I replied, as I sat in the one next to him with a huff, making sure to take up some of his space just because he told me what to do and where to sit.
“There’s no time for your attitude, Diavolo, I have something to discuss.”
“Sure, but if you bark orders at me like I’m a dog then I’m going to act like one. So maybe change your tone a little yeah?” I sipped my coffee, groaning when it tasted just as sickly sweet as I always loved it. The creep clearly knew my order and I didn’t know if I found it sweet or weird.
“I take it the drink is to your satisfaction?” Enzo deadpanned, as his hand ran through his beard like an old school villain contemplating world domination.
“Yup. Thanks – now what do you want? I know it’s a bribe for something.”
I was not an idiot. There was no way the guy made coffees for people at the crack of dawn just out of niceness. He was either on a job or asking me for something, and I had a feeling it was the latter.
“The King and Queen are going to task me and Julio with Guarding you for the coming weeks, as they take you on a tour of Marda. There will be many hours in a car, driving and sightseeing, as you are forced into some family bonding. Whilst also being hounded by the press and made to do many interviews and talk shows.” Enzo said matter of fact.
“No fucking chance.” I replied with venom, “Sounds like hell.”
To my utter surprise Enzo seemed to really enjoy my answer. “Then we are on the same page; how do we get out of it?”
I leaned down into the chair, letting my stiff limbs loose. The side of my thigh skimmed Enzo’s leg and despite him wearing jeans, he jumped like my bare skin had personally offended him. It was funny as hell even if it was a little insulting that he found my touch so abysmal.
“What’s Hale doing on this trip? Surely he won’t want to come on something like that.” I asked, trying not to remember what Hale’s face looked like as he came inside me and sticking to more normal friendly images.
“Prince Hale will be attending school like he always does when the King and Queen travel. He goes to Windsor Academy for Fae, and lives there during the week.”
“A school with board?” I mused, a flicker of an idea lighting in my mind that wasn’t amazing but could potentially be doable if I got Ellis on board too.
Though I was a little agreeable with a school, a small groan escaped me as Enzo began laughing. The bastard knew exactly what I was thinking and got there right before I could like it was his idea.
“You tell the King and Queen you want to join your new brother at school; to learn about being Fae and all that other bullshit. That should work.” Enzo chuckled, as he got back to his feet happy as anything with our little plan.
“Will it even work?” I didn’t want to go to school. I hadn’t liked it when I went in the Mortal Realm and I had been semi-popular and had decent enough grades despite sucking in English class. Now I would be a brand new lost little sheep, without a clue what anything in the world meant and if I didn’t tell anyone about being dyslexic, they would just presume I was stupid. But if I did tell them, then I had to deal with the bullshit of that too.
“It should work brilliantly. The Queen is a huge fan of education for all, and the King thinks it is one of the most important things a Fae can have – it’s why there is only one school for all of Marda’s children, so that nobody would miss out on education regardless of their familial income or background.”
The soft velvet cushion on the chair next to me was in my hands in an instant, boring into my face as I feigned suffocation with the loudest wails and large gestures. Was it dramatic of me? Yes. Where there alternatives? Apparently none that I could think of.
“Urghhhhhh.” I groaned as Enzo headed to the door, practically running out of my room.
“You should like school. There are plenty of lovesick boys for you to wrap around your finger, and jealous girls to stomp on with your designer boots.” Enzo replied, his brows raised in confusion. “I thought that would be right up your alley after the little prison I rescued you from.”
The pillow soared through the air, smacking against Enzo’s rock hard chest with a thud. I had wanted it to hit his face but clearly I was having a bad day all around.
“Right because I’m a whore and a bitch? Guess I just need loads of dicks to suck and girls to pick on for their lipstick choice.” Venom dripped from my tongue as I rushed to my feet, my temper flaring.
“No, Diavolo, because you are beautiful and powerful. Both things that other people covet and end up despising you for. Men will flock to you so they can steal every ounce of power and touch they can, and women will want to be you for the exact same reasons. I meant no offence.”
My mouth gaped open and I did nothing but stare. I hadn’t been expecting a single nice thing to come from the surly Guard, let alone a compliment as huge as that. I figured he was having a stroke or something, and he didn’t understand what he was saying.
“I’m hot and strong?” I repeated, “Are you ill?”
He rolled his eyes and folded his arms.
“Stop looking at me like my head has grown three sizes and get dressed – we have a plan to end before it even starts.”
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I had been right to think the shower was going to be the best damn thing in the universe. Despite barely having the time to do more than a quick hair/body wash, and not having chance to use the plethora of other products, I was still feeling and smelling damn great.
The bottles said they were supposed to make me smell like fire which sounded right up my street. I wasn’t exactly sure how a person could smell like fire in a good way, and without the nasty stench of smoke, but I was pleased with the result regardless.
“What do I smell like?” I asked Enzo, as I finished drying my hair and flicked through my closet for something to wear.
“I’m not a Vampiro, why does it matter?” He replied, his deep voice echoing a little off my high walls.
“It matters because I want to smell nice obviously – I want to be that person who people get near and think ‘oh shit she smells hot’.” Three dresses were the top contenders and I held each one up to my body, struggling to make a fast choice, “Help me pick a dress? Otherwise we’re going to be here all day.”
Enzo muttered curses under his breath, some of which I did not understand but could grasp the general gist of. I didn’t know any languages other than English but I would learn something insults in Italian just so I could be mean to Enzo when I fancied it. If I stayed here that was; I was still inclined to run at a moment’s notice.
“You smell like apples, oranges and maybe a little bit of cinnamon. It’s spicy but in a nice way; like a cabin fire in the winter.” Came Enzo’s voice from the doorway to my closet, “I would also say choose the lilac dress, it will make your eyes stand out more than the blue or red.”
I nodded, thanking him for his choice as I hurried to find matching underwear and change. The dress reached halfway down my thighs and was a pale lilac that could almost pass as white. It was off the shoulder with puffy sleeves and made of silk and that cool tulle stuff you often found on Princess gowns. I didn’t know what style I was going for but I knew I loved it. Especially when there were delicate shimmery butterflies stuck all over my dress too. I was like a real Princess with her dress up clothes.
Though the dress was cute as hell, it had a lot of sheer gossamer parts that would show off whatever I wore underneath. So I figured it was best to wear a white slip underneath, just in case. I didn’t mind flashing my underwear at strangers if it was intentional, not accidental, and today didn’t really seem like a thong-viewing day for me.
Once done I selected a pair of white heels that had a ball of white fluff on the front, added some pink gloss and lashes and finally completed my look with a spritz of perfume and a twirl in my fancy mirror.
“Do I look hot?” I asked Enzo, as I continued spinning in the mirror admiring myself, “Or do I look like a fairy threw up on me?”
Enzo’s sighed, as he ran his gaze down my body a little too long for him to deny that I looked anything other than amazing. His hand lifted, running through his hair a few times as he took way too long to tell me if I was a mess or not.
“You look like a beautiful fairy, Diavolo, now stop wasting my time and come on.”
“That’s like the billionth compliment you’ve given me this morning; are you sure you aren’t sick, Enzo?”
“Sick of you asking me to compliment you, yes.” He rolled his eyes as we headed out into the corridor towards what I guessed was breakfast, “But you don’t need to worry, after today I won’t compliment you ever again, and when you ask me my opinion on your clothing I shall say you look horrid in each item.”
My new best friend and I continued bickering as I followed him blindly towards the damn good smells of breakfast. Apart from toast and bacon I couldn’t tell what else there was, but the second we waltzed through the doors into a cute rustic dining room I found a table laden with more plates and bowls of food than I could count.
“Good morning, Lucifer!” Vick beamed, from her seat at the head of the table next to her husband, who echoed a similar greeting.
“Did you sleep well?” Laz queried, as I grabbed a seat as far away from them as I could get, practically throwing Enzo into the one next to me. He didn’t put up much of a fuss which told me he ate breakfast with the King and Queen often enough that they wouldn’t find it weird.
“Yeah thanks. I like my bed and all my stuff.” I beamed, as I grabbed a large mug of coffee the second one of the waiters poured it for me, “You didn’t have to get me things though; but I really do appreciate it.”
The pair began denying my need for no new things, insisting that a ‘handful of clothes’ was the least they could offer me. It was a hell of a lot more than a handful but they were rich so their opinions were skewed.
“If anything isn’t to your requirements then please let us know and I will happily change everything.” Vick said, the stiffness of her shoulders easing just a little the more I ate and drank.
It wasn’t as if I liked missing out on food, especially when it tasted so good. Toast, pastries, bacon, sausage, eggs and fruit filled my plate to the brim and I dug into it heartily. I almost moaned out loud a few times and had to reign it in. On the bright side none of it seemed to be poisoned, so I figured that maybe the Windsor’s were going to attempt to kill me just yet, if I pissed them off.
“I forgot to ask if there were any allergies or food requirements you had that we ought to know of?” Vick asked, when I was halfway through my second piece of toast slathered in salted butter.
“Nah. I’m all good.” I replied, “Though I don’t like broccoli. It makes me gag and want to die inside ‘cuz mom used to make me eat it all the time as a kid even when I didn’t like it.”
I shivered involuntarily, the horrific memories of forced vegetables returning with a vengeance. Vegetables as a whole weren’t an issue, I was a pretty non-fussy eater, but broccoli was the one thing that even now I couldn’t stomach. Even the sight of it made my stomach dance and I had to do all that meditation type of crap to not throw up.
“That’s perfect then.” Laz grinned falsely, as he snaked his hand into his wife’s, who looked one wrong moment away from stabbing something. “We will not force any sorts of unpleasing vegetables on you like your – uh – mother did.”
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I knew before I even sat down my mother would have a face like thunder and be on the verge of another bout of hysterical tears. Lucifer calling the woman who raised her mom was not a big deal, nor was it something shocking. But still I knew my own mother would find it upsetting considering it was the role she was supposed to have filled herself.
“Good morning all!” I half yelled as I stumbled into the room, snatching a chair opposite my new fake sister and life ruining intruder and thoroughly changing the subject as fast as I could - as well as avoiding looking Lucifer’s way. “Have you ever had desert for breakfast, love? I once had a chocolate cake for my birthday breakfast and I still can’t get over how good it was.”
It wasn’t even a lie; for my twelfth birthday I had asked for cake at breakfast and my parents had obliged. I may have spent the rest of the morning throwing up but it was seriously worth it. The hour of bliss as I ate it was still burned into my mind six years later.
“Yeah I have. Me and El did it for my sixteenth then spent the entire day in bed feeling shit afterwards.” Lucifer grinned, launching into an animated tale of her birthday escapades with her best friend.
By the time everyone had finished eating there was not an ounce of sadness or awkwardness in the house. My parents were relaxed and Lucifer seemed in good spirits too. Even Enzo, who was often grouchy more than fine, was offering the occasional word in the conversation. Though the more I watched him the more confused I became. Enzo joining us for breakfast was not unusual – we often had various Guards or friends join us. What was odd to me was that he was speaking, and he smiled at Lucifer once.
Enzo didn’t smile, everybody knew that. The surly beast hadn’t so much as cracked a smirk properly in the last two years since he lost his sister. I hadn’t known he was still capable of doing it. As he nudged Lucifer in the side and smirked her way I knew something had to be wrong, or they were simply planning something devious. She was so clearly going to wreak havoc here, and I had been foolish enough to let her get under my skin, no doubts Enzo would be the same.
Just because we had hooked up, and the ridiculous Gods above us has decided to burn a mate mark into both our wrists, didn’t mean anything. There was no way she could be my mate – it was impossible and I refused to accept it. A Griffin like me, destined to rule the country, was surely not supposed to be soulmates with a Devil girl that had a criminal record and a lust for violence in her hellfire eyes.
“So I actually meant to ask you guys something.” Lucifer piped up after a moment, “Enzo was telling me all about Marda, and magic and all that jazz. And he mentioned you guys pay for a school nearby?”
“Windsor Academy for Fae – it’s a pet project of ours we’re quite proud of.” Dad answered, his silver eyes glistening with excitement. “It was made to bring education to all Fae in our country, as opposed to just those who were well off and I think it’s been doing a brilliant job so far.”
Lucifer paid rapt attention, umming and gushing at the right points, as my parents continued to tell her all about their beloved school. Her cheeks were flush, akin to how they were when she bounced on my cock, and it was hard as hell not to picture it and groan. I wanted to wrap her lips around me and see if she could suck as good as she fucked. But at the same time I wanted to banish her from the Kingdom and away from my life.
“That’s so cool. I’m like super big into education myself, and that school really does sound like a great place to be!” Lucifer squealed, “I’m jealous that you get to go there Hale.”
She was lying. There was absolutely no doubt in my mind that Lucifer was lying through her teeth. I had seen every ounce of information we had garnered on her and knew she had been an average student at best, who had only turned up or done enough work to avoid failing entirely. She was dyslexic and had records of not wanting the extra help she needed, and instead chose to just ignore her issues. I didn’t get why, it was no big deal to me, but I knew she didn’t care about school that much or else she surely would have taken help.
Even if I wasn’t aware of all of that, despite knowing Lucifer for a handful of hours I felt as though her personality did not fit the type that belonged on those who loved schooling. She was short tempered and seemed to despise anyone telling her what to do. Her language was foul and she gave off an unmistakeable aura of carefreeness. She was nothing like me. It was another sign the mark on my skin was wrong; surely my mate would have been a better fit? I ought to have had a sturdy woman, who would help keep me calm and stable. Not a firecracker liable to drown me and herself on a whim.
“You know, I’m going to school today to hand in an assignment, you should come with me and register to join. I’m sure our parents would be more than happy to get you into school and begin your education.” I smirked, taking a bite out of a juicy strawberry.
It was probably a little bit of an asshole move to call her out, but I didn’t think it fair for Lucifer to get my parents hopes up about her wanting to be in school when she wouldn’t want to do it.
“That would be amazing! Could I really do that?” She turned her head to my parents, her faux excitement more than enough to convince them she was being honest.
“Well, we had intended on doing a little bit of a tour of Marda in the coming weeks, but if you really want to get your education then I would never dream of hindering you.” Mom rose to her feet, her chocolate eyes warm and bright. She was so happy that Lucifer seemed to be taking a higher interest in us and our lives today that she was blind to the fact it was a ruse.
“Thanks so much. I really appreciate it.” Lucifer grinned, smug as anything, “I’m sure it will be amazing and I really am grateful for the opportunity you guys.”
“You must come home on the weekends though, like Hale does.” Mother quickly added, “So we can get to know each other and make sure you get a chance to spend time in your home – and of course, your friend Ellis must join you too so that you can both learn the things you’ve missed.”
Lucifer accepted the conditions, and quickly began discussing with my parents on what items she would need to purchase for her dorm room. Considering they hadn’t been to school in a rather long time, my parents knew everything Lucifer would need without having to think much on it.
By the time an hour had passed and Enzo was pulling our family’s blacked out Chevrolet Suburban to the front of the Palace, Lucifer had an entire stores worth of furniture and décor being delivered later on today for her new dorm room.
“Are you ready to go?” Julio was accompanying us and he held the car doors open for us all to clamber inside. He often came with Enzo as my parents preferred using at least two Guards, not just one, and the pair worked well together. I was fairly sure they were friends too but I didn’t exactly involve myself in the Guards affairs.
“Hell yeah.” Lucifer and Ellis began fighting over the front seat of the car, their fists flying with reckless abandon.
It was going to be an exceptionally long day and the stress of it was already getting to me. Lucifer was no longer going anywhere, and I would get to have her with me at school as well as home. She may have been up to something but it was fine. I could figure it out. There was plenty of opportunity for me to get to know the little firecracker who’s life I had stolen and was no doubt here to steal it right back. I could find out what devilish machinations she was up to and figure out a way to remove the mark on our wrists before my parents found out and got rid of me just like my birth mother had.
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It hadn’t taken us more than fifteen minutes to drive to school. Not because the distance was that short, but because Enzo drove like a crackhead. From the front passenger seat of the car I could see his speed never dropping below ninety, and I doubted he had even used the break once, even to turn.
I didn’t complain once about his driving skills but Enzo glared at me the whole time like he knew what I was thinking anyway. By the time he pulled the car into park, in the courtyard of what looked like an old Georgian English manner, he was well and truly in prime grumpy mode and no longer speaking beyond simple grunts or nods.
“We’ll start with reception. Granger works weekends still so she can get you both signed up and sort out all the logistics.” Julio rabbited on, but I hardly paid him much notice as I took in the huge estate we had ended up at, with its mass amount of windows and white bricks.
I couldn’t see much past the ridiculous mansion, but I could definitely see the edges of a vast garden that contained a hedge maze that I would be running around in at the earliest convenience – maybe wearing a full length gown and a crown to complete my Princess fantasy. All I needed was a Vampire or something to chase me through and bite me before we had wild sex on the grass, or whatever it was normal people fantasized about.
“I think it would be faster if we split up.” Hale muttered, keeping his eyes on the ground, and actively away from me.
“That’s fine, I can show them the way if you want to go speak to your Professors?” Julio replied, as he and Hale made plans for meeting up later on when we had found out what dorms we could have.
Before I knew it, Hale had gone off in a different direction, and Julio was leading Enzo, Ellis and I through the giant oak doors into a cute reception area. The ceilings were high and covered with a pale green wallpaper, the floors a solid dark oak, and there were a multitude of doors and staircases in my view.
“Good morning, Julio!” A black woman with pretty braids practically screamed from behind her desk in the middle of the foyer, “To what do I owe the pleasure of your company today?”
“Hey! I have some new students that need registering for Monday.” Julio waved to me and Ellis, and Granger immediately hopped to her feet. She was wearing a cute pink dress with flowers on it and it instantly made me like her.
“Oh my, your highness!” She bowed to me and I had to bite back the snort, “I didn’t see you there, I’m so sorry.” Granger bit her lip, her hazel eyes widening.
A part of me totally wanted to run with the scary Royal family member thing and jump on that power train and abuse the shit out of it. But the rest of me decided that I could wait and use that on a more deserving subject than the tiny receptionist who seemed nice. It seemed unfair to scare someone who didn’t deserve it.
“Don’t worry about it babe.” I grinned, offering her a hand to shake, “I’m Lucifer. Just Lucifer, or Luci. There’s no need for any of that poncy Royal shit.”
Granger shook my hand and slowly sat back in her chair, muttering about how great it was to finally meet me and all those other polite things people said when they pretended to give a shit about your sudden appearance. Though in all honesty she did actually seem excited to have me, not that I could understand why.
“If you want to give me all the personal details I need, I can get everything set up for you right away.” Granger said, and I left Julio to it when he offered.
Granger’s grey eyes lit up as her and Jules spoke, and the eager way her gaze darted down his body and back up was easy to spot – the receptionist clearly had a thing for our Vampire, and considering she was kinda hot and nice I was all for them banging.
Even grumpy Enzo seemed to agree with me when I nudged him with my elbow and wriggled my eyebrows in their direction.
“Sesso.” I whispered, using one of the only Italian words I knew, just for Enzo’s ears.
He stood up straighter, his glare intensifying.
“Dio mi aiuti.” Enzo pinched the bridge of his nose, a heaving sigh wracking his large body.
“I agree.” My finger poked into the end of his nose, as I added a small boop noise for affect, glad Enzo was obviously in agreement at our two companions needing to bang. I mean, I didn’t actually know what he said but I presumed it was ‘hell yeah, Lucifer, you’re totally right.’
Wasting no time I delved into matchmaker role.
“So Granger, you single, or is there a lucky person waiting at home for you?” I leaned across her desk, stealing a pen to spin across my fingers. I thought I looked cool as shit but Enzo snatched the pen from me, returning it to the table and half-dragging me away for the walk to our dorms. He ruined my fun a bit but it was fine, I could always go back and speak to Granger on my own. I knew where she worked now and I was a persistent little brat when I wanted something.
“What’s with the cock blocking?” I wondered if he was jealous, bored, or simply not into people getting it on.
Enzo pursed his lips, “It is inappropriate for you to be talking about sex in the school you will be attending, with members of staff.”
“I’m not a virgin, Enzo. I can talk about sex and recognize when other people want to have it.” Shaking my head, I tried not to laugh at the tightening of Enzo’s eyes.
“Your virginity isn’t the conversation here, I simply think it would be more polite to not have those sorts of conversations with members of staff – you could make people uncomfortable, Lucifer.”
He was right, but also fuck it. “I make people uncomfortable when I breath, Grumpy, but fine. I won’t try to set Jules up with the hot receptionist.”
Satisfied, Enzo mulled in silence as I twirled about the drive, spinning on my shoes and waiting. Clearly Julio had done the job well enough without my presence for he followed a moment later, Ellis in tow.
“We best be sharing a dorm if we have to share; I’m not being with a gross person I don’t know.” Ellis gagged as he continued a prior conversation as he shot me a look, “Imagine if they eat toast in bed or like, listen to classical music.”
“Ew.” I joined in with his faux vomiting, “Or they have phone calls on loudspeaker even when there’s other people in the room and wear Lynx Africa instead of showering.”
Julio seemed to be good at his job because he had the foresight already to make sure we were together. Dorms were in groups of four, where everyone had their own room but shared a small lounge and bathroom. Julio explained all the finer details but once again I found my mind wandering to more interesting things; like if my roommates were hot and why Julio seemed to know so much about school.
“Jules, you don’t seem as old and boring as Enzo, when did you finish school?” I wondered, guessing he wasn’t much older than me.
“Last year.” Julio replied, telling me he was twenty two. “So it’s probably a good thing I came with you; I can give you a heads up before you meet your dorm mates.”
“For what? Are they dirty people?” Ellis asked, as we skipped arm in arm along a winding corridor, following the silent Enzo who had so far refused to look at me or anything other than the sky or floor.
“Nah but the school is kinda funny with how the students behave.
“Are they in cults?” I hadn’t gotten over my cult thing just yet, it was still a concern.
“Sort of.” Jules sighed, “The school is split into three factions; the Elite, the Neutral’s, and the Wicked. And whilst you guys will definitely be Elite, your room mates are the leaders of the Wicked. It will probably cause a bit of conflict but you should be okay considering your new Princess title. Hale gets away with being a little in-between and he’s never had an issue.”
Ellis and I looked at each other, before bursting into a fit of giggles.
“What the fuck does that mean?” I chuckled, “They’re like gangs or something?”
Jules nodded, explaining each faction in better detail as Ellis and I tried our best not to laugh at the sheer stupidness of high school games I thought I had already left behind.
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The Neutral were as they sounded; the middle ground of students who were neither rich nor poor, or powerful or powerless. That was where most people started out until they showed signs of belonging to one of the other two groups.
The Elite were the top dogs of the school, made up of Royalty and their court. Or old billionaires children and those with high amounts of power. It was led by Liza Mountbatten, the Werewolf daughter of a High Lord who was a final year student that Julio remembered being ‘a grade A stuck up bitch with a power complex’.
She was joined by Remi Mills, a Harpy man whose parents ran the country’s biggest shipping company, responsible for exporting goods to the rest of the countries in the Other Realm. It was all rather boring and I personally couldn’t give a fuck. I hadn’t done gangs in juvie because I didn’t work well in a team, so I would not be joining one in a school I didn’t care about either.
“So they’re a couple of rich brats? Sounds dull.” It did sound boring to me; I didn’t particularly care what people had or where they came from. For me, it was more about their personalities and whether or not they were ride or die type of people. I wanted to know if you would cut a bitch for insulting me, not sit there bragging about the fifty pairs of Louboutin’s you owned.
“I would have thought Hale would be the King of that group, isn’t he the most Elite of them all?” Ellis asked, as we finally made it through the corridors, to an elevator that would take us up to the top floor that contained our bedrooms. I was hella glad we had an elevator because I didn’t fancy doing loads of steps. Meeting new people when I was gasping for breath had sounded like hell.
“He technically is the King of the Elites, but in case you haven’t noticed by now, Hale doesn’t do group things. He’s more of a lone wolf and doesn’t particularly care for spending much time invested in other people and their issues.” Julio answered.
“Or maybe the little Prince doesn’t care for bullshit high school games?” Enzo snapped, before quickly returning to his stoic silence.
The final group, the Wicked, were made up of new money kids, those whose families had life’s of crime, or those too poor to be granted much of a good time in school. It was the polar opposite of the Elite, and most people who joined were judged on what they did, as opposed to what they had. Admittedly it sounded more my speed than the others but as it was the crime-loving group I chose to keep my opinion to myself.
“So they’re the ones we have to share a dorm with? What happens if they’re criminals and try to murder us in our sleep?” Ellis whined half-heartedly, as he brushed his lightened hair into a small bun on the top of his head.
“You’re forgetting you already have a criminal in your life. What’s a couple more?” Enzo interrupted our conversation, with a sour voice that irked me.
“Excuse you; I had all charges against me dropped.” I stuck my middle finger up at Enzo as I began tapping my foot in irritation. I was still a little mad about my freedom day being ruined, and so far I had no clue when it would be redone.
“Because I got them dropped. Not because you were guiltless – you caved an innocent man’s head in with a crowbar, Diavolo, you already have a longer rap sheet than both the kids in your dorm and it was only by pure luck that you were not tried for murder.”
Enzo was not lying. I had indeed beat a man half to death with a crow bar and the slippery bastard had managed to survive. But that was just the summarized version of my actions, without any of the context that the courts seemed to gloss over too. His blatant disregard for the truth and his easy acceptance that I was simply unhinged or whatever pissed me right off.
“That ‘innocent man’,” I rolled my eyes as I sarcastically emphasized the word through clenched teeth, “fixed my mom’s car and refused to give it back to me until I paid him – and I don’t mean with cash – and when I refused he shoved me to my knees and tried to force his dick in my mouth.”
It was safe to say I did not take kindly to being pushed around and a crow bar that was near me had slid into my hand with ease. I would have liked to say I hesitated, or thought about my actions, before I tried to kill the guy. But truthfully I didn’t. I enjoyed every damn seconds of his screams and pain – they made me feel strong, and a little bit like a beast inside my soul was finally wetting its appetite for destruction after too long asleep.
“He’s lucky all he got was the beat down.” Ellis added with a deadly snarl, “If I had been there I would have killed him so I don’t think these situations remotely compare.”
The vibe in the elevator dropped to arctic levels and if it hadn’t been so fucked up I would have laughed. I had gotten over my what happened after a couple weeks of being in Juvie – I literally had all the time in the world to sit there thinking things over and feeling like life sucked. It didn’t bother me now…
“Lucifer I’m sorry.” Enzo said eventually, his voice dripping with sincerity. “I had no idea that was the real story; we all presumed it was the tale of you being an attempted thief just like that bastardo claimed.”
“It’s cool Grumpy; just let it go.” I shrugged, as the elevator came to a stop, and we all trailed outside into the waiting corridor, “I have.”
“Then you are a far better person than me. I would have been clinging onto violent thoughts about him for years – or perhaps gone back and finished the job entirely.” Enzo’s eyes burned like fire, and a shiver passed over my skin at the anger inside him.
“If I had the ability to I would.” I whispered, quiet enough that Julio and Ellis would hopefully not hear. “I would string him up from the ceiling and cut all his organs out whilst he watched. But that isn’t happening any time soon so I don’t think about it.”
With a shrug I wandered away to the door Julio was knocking on just before he walked inside. But Enzo grabbed my arm, stopping me a second before I could follow.
“I might not have known you long Diavolo, but rest assured nobody in this world will lay a finger on you again. If they try I will slice their throats open just for you to watch – I promise that.”
“Shit Enzo; don’t tell me things like that. I might just fall in love with you.” I laughed and he grinned at me – the promises of his violence coating me in a thick balm of contentment I didn’t know I needed. He may have been doing his job, but he was the first person to ever say things like that to me aside from Ellis, and I really liked the sound of it. I had always wanted people ready to be violent for me; it made me happy inside.
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Showers were only good if they were hot enough to burn your skin and make you contemplate the meaning of life. I was talking smoke filling the room, my tight chest loosening from the steam, and my pasty ass Vampire body turning bright lobster red. All the while my mind should have been numbed into silence, my ears hearing nothing but the steady flow of water as it cascaded down my body. That was the way to do it, and it obviously required a little time and patience to achieve.
It was safe to say I did not appreciate some idiot knocking on my door and letting themselves into my common room when I had barely managed to wash my body in the smokeless bathroom. I may have been clean on my skin, but my soul hadn’t had time to fully cleanse itself of sins just yet. My head still throbbed with issues that I hadn’t dealt with and my eyes were tired and dry.
Did the intruder not realize I was busy planning a monumental thing right now? Did they not know that the long lost Princess of Marda was returning to our country soon enough, and that I was going to find a way to steal her away from her family again? I didn’t know a damn thing about her, other than her face and some random facts.r But that was all I needed to know, for nobody with red eyes like the Devil was going to escape my fancy, especially when the rest of her was like a succulent feast for me in every which way.
If I could have burned the sight of her curves, in the random array of photographs I got my hands on, into my brain forever I would have done so. But even then I doubted it would be enough. I rarely ever had a desire to taste the blood of a certain Fae, but the moment I saw a hazy picture, of the little Princess in an orange jumpsuit, I was instantly filled with the urge to sink my teeth into her skin, and see what the most Elite of Wicked women tasted like.
I knew my best friend and roommate, Zoya, was out somewhere galivanting with the hoard of Wicked boys who wanted to get into her pants – plus, she was also making someone find out more information on the Princess, so that I could use it to get to know every crevice of her soul, and ideally figure out how to capture her. So whoever had come to disturb me was not someone I would allow to get away with it. Because I had a list of one who could enter my space without permission and she was not here, therefor the intruder was dead. There was no question about it.
“If it’s not life or death I suggest you get the fuck out before I gut you and hang you from the fucking flagpole outside.” I barked at the top of my lungs, wrapping a fluffy white towel around my waist before stomping out the bathroom and smacking right into a girl I should have seen.
Her photo’s did not do her justice. She was a tiny thing, easily over a foot shorter than me. I mean, I was six foot four, but she couldn’t be more than five foot four without her heels on, so it was a fair assessment calling her tiny. She had a bundle of long dyed blonde hair, and dark olive skin I was jealous of – she looked as though she had come back from months in the hot Caledonian heat yet I knew it was not true.
I could never tan, it was one of the many banes of my existence apart from being me in general, but I did prefer it when other people were kissed by the sun. It made them so much more appealing to my tastebuds and I often compared it to meat, before and after cooking. There was definitely an obvious winner.
My hands grabbed hold of her waist on instinct, straightening her back up and preventing her from falling on her delectable ass. But I realized far too late that touching her was a dumbass decision, for she was curvaceous, soft and smelt delicious – a deadly combination when I was so very hungry and irritated. My fangs instantly shot to attention and the initial desire I had to eat her, only strengthened to ridiculous heights.
“Ooh I reckon I could be a great flag.” She said, her full painted lips twisting up in a smirk as I debated how easy I could sink my fangs into her skin before one of her companions noticed, “But I don’t think I fancy being gutted, that seems like a waste of this pretty dress if it ends up all bloody.”
A laugh escaped before I could stop myself, and she wriggled back out my hold, flicking invisible dust off her sparkly dress that was admittedly kinda pretty. I didn’t usually like shiny things but she sparkled like a toy just begging to be broken – and I did enjoy broken stuff. I was a collector of all things shattered in a way.
“I think you are far too beautiful to end up on the wrong end of my knife, Butterfly.” I purred, giving her a nickname because of all the butterflies hanging on the material of her outfit. I did think she was flawless, even if I hadn’t been hungry I would have said the same. “Maybe I can convince you to end up on the receiving end of my fan-”
The moment our gazes caught, and my unworthy eyes latched onto her blinding red ones I upgraded my compliment and shut down my feeding ideas for a moment. She was stunning – practically perfect now that I got a good look of her and the darkness that hid behind her blood red eyes – and I could not dare rush into something with her. I would wait; I would bide my time. Because there was no way to mistake that she had been wicked in her prior life and was eager to be wicked again. And as the King of all things Wicked, I knew I could get her to come running to me soon enough. Then, only then, would I take what I wanted.
“Lucifer Nox.” She shoved one of her hands out towards me as I stilled, “I’m your new roomie so maybe put your dick away and get that fuck me look off your face. We have more guests.”
I shook her delicate hand, urging my dark thoughts of a late breakfast deep down inside me. Sure, she would have made a great meal, but not for someone like me – not without her consent and a great deal of pleasure for her. There was no way I could break her until she was mine. If I did, I would lose her. But if I owned her very soul, then we could descend into hell together and it would be bliss. I simply had to wait.
“Zade Baxter, it a pleasure to meet you Miss Nox – please introduce me to your guests.”
Lucifer pointed out the three men who had joined her. I recognized the one – another Vampire called Julio. He had still been at school here when I started, and I had made it habit to know all other Vampire’s in my vicinity. The other two were strangers to me, but the older guy with the beard stood with his back rod straight and his hand on the sword at his hip, so it was hardly a leap to presume him a Guard.
“Apologies for barging in Mr Baxter,” Julio stuttered, “but I was tasked with bringing your two new roommates here, and unfortunately I can’t let the Princess flounder out in public for too long or else I would have waited for you to answer the door.”
“What on earth could I have done to deserve the honor of having a Princess in my room?” I teased, smarming at the sheer respect in Julio’s voice. It always made me feel happy inside when other people feared me despite not even knowing me that well. I got off on it a little. Julio may have been out of the school and know nothing more than me from my first year, but he was scared of me and knew well enough to be polite.
“She’s not in your room, she’s sharing a common room with you.” The bearded one snarled, “So get dressed and we can have an actual conversation.”
I didn’t make a habit of listening to anyone but my own mind, but in this case I did want to get dressed myself and avoid any unnecessary flashing of my junk to the new kids and their Guards. Especially when the irritated one was a Minotaur – their kind were a bitch to fight and I wasn’t entirely sure I could win. I would try, but he was bigger than me, stronger than me, and despite my natural talent for fighting and penchant for knives, I had no doubts a Guard would be superiorly trained in comparison.
Quick as a flash I darted into my bedroom, slipping on some black jeans and a Led Zeppelin tank, and returning to the common room in less than thirty seconds. Being able to get ready quickly was one of my most favoured Vampire talents, alongside my ability to text fast. It was always useful when I needed to do sneaky things or hunt down my second in command and summon her to my side in an instant.
Zade
Home now – new Royal roomie and her friend
Zoya
Princess?! Don’t lie to me Z, I won’t forgive u
Zade
No lie, I promise. She’s legit here and she looks even better than the photos. Send out a message before you come; she is mine, no Vampire or otherwise lays a finger on her. In fact, no other person does, regardless of class. She belongs to me.
Zoya
OMW; u better not fuck this up 4 me before I get there & ok psycho, I can send out a warning. But what happens if she’s gay? Or she simply doesn’t want to choke on ur ugly dick
Zade
If she likes girls then that’s fine, if she likes dick then its impossible for her not to like mine. She’s dark, I’m dark, what more could she possibly want in this world?
Zoya
Idk, maybe someone with a decent personality and not an ego bigger than his oversized head?
Zoya had many wonderful traits, but the biggest was her sheer curiosity and sass. The moment we had heard about the Princess returning to our realm, she had been scouring the internet nonstop for any sort of new stories and gossip. It had been the focal point of her obsessions ever since and meeting the Princess in real life was bound to make her day. I hadn’t shared all of my information on Lucifer with her, out of respect for her privacy. But at least now I didn’t have to feel guilty about it because Zoya got something far better than a snippet of secrets; she got the Princess herself.
“As Enzo was saying,” Julio continued talking the second I stepped back into the room, “Lucifer and Ellis will be joining the school and shall be your new roommates.” He hesitated, as though battling with whether or not to tell me the demands the palace had, or if he should respect my authority. His hesitation to offend me only wound up my already high ego, and I was practically dripping with arrogance. Zoya was right when she was I was a cocky bastard but it was fine; I owned it. I was more than aware.
“The Princess shall be a welcome newcomer to our humble abode, as will her companion.” I put on my best charmer smile, sticking my hand out to the dark skinned boy with the silver hair who introduced himself as Ellis. “Even if he is a Werewolf.”
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The whole thing of Fae being inherently attractive was great in theory, but when I had to speak to a guy who I immediately pictured naked it was a little hard. Not that I was some sort of perv or anything, but Zade was hot as fuck and I was almost drooling the moment he barged into me and his soft hands had stopped me from falling over.
He was a giant man, who towered over me even in my cute as hell heels. His eyes were light green, and his chin length hair dark as night. But the best part was the double ring piercings in his eyebrow and bottom lip, and the tattoos that covered every bare inch of his pale skin. I had an urge to lick them which was fucking odd but I rolled with it.
“Don’t call me a Princess, it’s weird as hell.” I barked, “Just call me Lucifer or Luce or even Dave. Anything normal – and what’s wrong with Wolves anyway? Are you species-ist? Or racist? I don’t know what the correct word is.”
I really didn’t want fancy titles, not yet. If I was in school and heard a Princess was joining us I would prejudge her before I had a chance to meet her and that was the exact sort of thing I wanted to avoid. I also wanted to avoid anyone being mean to Ellis just because he happened to bark now. If I could get over it when I hadn’t known Werewolves existed then no other fucker could say a word to him about his new tail and shit. I’d shove my foot down their throat if they did.
“No worries, Butterfly, I can drop the poncy titles for you.” Zade roamed his gaze down my body and back to my face ever so slowly and I couldn’t help but shiver, “I can drop anything else for you too if you just say the word.” He winked, making my vagina combust. “And there is no issue with Ellis being a Wolf, which is not the case for a lot of my kind, hence my saying it.”
Flirty boys were funny – I always got along with them. But apparently Enzo didn’t share the same opinion. His eyes narrowed and he stepped forward, moving into Zade’s line of sight and preventing me from staring at him and wondering if it would be inappropriate to ask him to take his top back off and let me sit on his face. Considering I’d screwed Hale a few hours ago I was raring to go again, clearly I was a hoe now, or else maybe I was bored.
“Enough of that.” Enzo snapped, “We’re just introducing you to, Diavolo, not setting you up. If you’re going to misbehave then we will just get you moved.”
“Is that right huh?” Zade grinned cockily, and I swear to God if he grew Devil horns I wouldn’t have questioned it. “I didn’t realize a Guard held powers in this school. How interesting.”
The sass radiating from his tone was enough to make me laugh, but like the best person ever I refused to giggle on Enzo’s behalf. It would be rude to my new bestie if I didn’t defend him against the hot Vampire.
“Anywayyyy,” I interrupted, pushing past Enzo a little bit, “Nice to meet you Zade, but can we meet our other dorm mate? I heard there were two of you and I’m kinda hoping for a girl, no offence.”
Right on que the front door rushed open, and a bundle of bright clothes practically fell inside with a squeal.
“Oh my Gods hiiii!” A tall, slender Indian girl yelled, straightening up and wiping down the creases in her pink denim dungarees – that had literal clouds painted on them – and her lilac sheer blouse. “I’m Zoya! It’s so good to meet you.”
Zoya raced towards me, her mismatched checked vans squeaking on the ground in her haste to throw her arms around me in a giant hug.
“Um, hey, I‘m Lucifer.” I mumbled, hugging her back as best as I could. “I’m guessing you’re our other roommate?”
“Yes and you have absolutely no idea how good it is to have more people in here. Zade’s scared everyone else off the last two years and he’s so boring when lessons are done. I’ve been desperate for some new people to hang out with in here!” Zoya spoke so quickly that her words were in danger of morphing into one word.
“Well that’s cool, me and Ellis are the life of the party.” I said, as Zoya hugged Ellis in greeting too, “I like your hair by the way, always thought I would look dumb with short hair.”
Zoya’s black locks were cut bluntly to her angled jaw, making her sharp features stand out perfectly. It really suited her and I knew the best way to make friends with new people was to tell them something nice – it always worked with me at least. If you told me I was pretty I would be nice to you for sure. I got off on compliments.
“See you’re the first person who actually really means that when you say it. Most people say that it’s cool but secretly think they would never do it because they would look dumb.” Zoya trilled, “I’m glad you’re not a liar Luce – can I call you Luce, or do you prefer Lucifer – because I really want us to be friends and stuff if we have to share a home for a while. Just makes things way easier and more fun, you know what I mean?”
Zade slid forwards on silent feet, using his weird Vamp speed that I tried not to think about too much and freak out over, to hook his arm round Zoya’s shoulders and gently move her away from us. It didn’t take a mind reader to see he was keeping an eye on her and making sure we didn’t react badly to her hyperactive energy.
I recognized the look in his eyes because it was the same one that entered mine whenever Ellis was around me. I didn’t give a shit what other people thought of me much, but nobody could say bad things to him if I was around, I wouldn’t allow it.
“Call me Luce, or Luci, and of course! Sounds fun as fuck.” I said, trying my best to smile bright enough that she really did believe me. I wasn’t lying, but I was nervous as fuck about how she had known I was telling the truth before.
“Babe that actually sounds amazing. Me and Luce were just talking about needing more girls in our gang – it got a little dick heavy with these two goons following us. Oh and the Prince.” Ellis rolled his eyes, “Plus Luci is right. You're hot as hell! Have you got a partner, or can we wing man together? I need a good hoe night out ASAP.”
With ease Ellis lessened all of Zade’s concerns, whilst simultaneously making certified besties with Zoya. He was better at shit talking than I was, and he actually meant everything he said too. Ellis didn’t feel the need to lie, and he was nice as fuck. He’d still curb stomp someone if they were mean, but like, his initial personality was really sweet and chilled.
“I’m single, so obvi down for a hoe night out.” Zoya practically bounced off the walls as she shrugged out of Zade’s embrace, “We actually have a club event soon if you’re down?”
I left the pair of them to their plan making, trusting Ellis not to rope me in for anything I would hate, and instead having a wander around the common room a little better. It wasn’t that interesting, but I liked it. The walls were white and the floor a dark wood, with a couple gray couches and a big TV on the one wall. There was a small fridge/freezer, with two wooden cupboards and a sink next to it. A coffee table, big Persian rug and a cactus were the only other things here, making the room feel lived in but not cramped in the slightest. I could see myself living here for a while without much complaint – it was actually kind of less intimidating than my new palace room.
“Which bedroom do you want? Opposite me or down the corridor?” Zade asked, as he snuck up behind me like a freaky silent mouse.
“I’ll take the one opposite you.” I replied, turning to face him with a flirty grin, “Save you the walk when you wanna come hang out.”
“Oh I don’t think I’d mind putting in the effort for you. You would definitely be worth it all.” He leaned in closer, dancing a cool finger across my cheek and sending a shiver down my spine just as Enzo shouted me to come on, and that we were leaving, “See you soon little, Butterfly.” Zade purred, his green eyes on me the entire way out the door. “I’m looking forward to having you here with me.”
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Hale was in a mood by the time we caught up to him, which judging from the way Julio kept side eyeing him, it didn’t seem to be a common occurrence for the Prince to be anything but a bundle of charm and joy. I had no idea what could have caused it seeing as he was only gone to hand in an assignment, but I didn’t care enough to ask. I was a bit miffed with how he had switched last night and not bothered to tell me about the weird little mark on my wrist that I was too scared to ask anyone else about.
“But surely there are other rooms available?” I heard him say to Granger, as I headed back into the reception, tired and a little bored of looking at the same things.
Enzo and Julio had taken us on a tour of the school, showing us all the classrooms, the dining hall, the huge gym and the gardens. It was cool and all but most of the rooms looked the same to me; big, monochromatic white, and full of random flowers and desks. There was nothing interesting to me about a school and its rooms. All I cared about were the people.
“Unfortunately no. I understand your hesitance, Hale, but really, I doubt Liza will think too much-” Granger was stopped when Hale waved a hand at her, turning his back and retreating out the room with a huff and mutterings of things being fine.
“What the fuck’s your problem?” Ellis laughed, “Who’s Liza and why is she getting your dick in a twist.”
“Liza is the girl in charge of the posh kid cult?” I asked, recalling the conversation we had in the car about the dumb gangs here.
“Yes she is, and she is going to ruin both of you before you’ve even started school at this rate.” Hale huffed, running his hands through his already tousled hair. “You’re roommates with the King and Queen of Wicked, and she’s already harassing me about it – I don’t need the stress of ridiculous school politics right now, I’ve got way too much to do already.”
“Wait, Zoya is in charge of Wicked too? How? She’s like a candy coated Unicorn.” I wasn’t wrong; she really did remind me of a Unicorn with the colors she had on and her vibe, and I couldn’t picture her being evil. Zade I didn’t even question; he had big dick energy and I figured he was a badass from the way Jules had fangirled over him too. “Wait is she actually a Unicorn? Are they real!?”
“A Unicorn who’s the daughter of serial killers and perfectly capable of slitting a man’s throat before he’s even noticed he’s in danger.” Julio replied, “She’s dangerous, don’t make the mistake of thinking she’s anything less. But to answer your question, Unicorns are real, but Zoya is a Siren, a rare class type for this country but quite common in others like Mirane.”
The sheer admiration coating Julio’s words was unmissable, as were the stars in his dark eyes. I guessed a Siren was a mermaid, but the idea of anyone growing a tail or something like that was unfathomable, so I made a note to ask Hale about Siren’s in more detail later so I didn’t look like a fool when I spoke to Zoya again. I would wait until Hale stopped being annoying though because I didn’t want him to yell at me and the pair of us to fight. I figured his parents would be mad if I kicked his ass.
“Sounds to me like you’ve got a thing for her, Jules – want me to set you up? I don’t know how a mermaid and a Vampire could work but I’m sure the pair of you could figure it out no problem.” My offer was sincere even if I didn’t have a plan. I just liked the idea of helping my new Vampire friend get himself a hot girlfriend if he wanted one.
“Diavolo I already warned you to stop embarrassing the staff. So please get in the car – it’s time to leave.” Enzo, who had spent the entirety of the rest of the tour basking in his grumpy silence, rushed me towards the car with a frown marring his face.
“Calling him staff seems a bit rude don’t you think?” I muttered, “Me and Jules could be friends, he shouldn’t be regulated to a singular role just because he happens to have a job here. Don’t be such an asshole.”
“Yeah Enzo, don’t be such a stronzo.” Julio added, laughing his head off as he and the other two boys jumped into the car, leaving me with a grumpy Guard man.
“What’s your deal Mr Muscle?” I didn’t like the idea of Enzo being mad. I didn’t know what he had to be mad over, but I much preferred it when the people around me were happy. It made life easier and I was all for things being easy.
Enzo narrowed his eyes, glaring at me like I was a little demon hellbent on ruining his life. I wasn’t, but I could be. If he continued glaring at me then I sure as hell would try. He’d figure that out soon enough though.
“Zade Baxter is the son of the leaders of the most notorious criminal empire in the Other Realm. They have been on the run for almost a decade and whilst he claims to be innocent, I have no doubts that their son follows in their footsteps.”
“So?” I didn’t care even if Zade was a criminal. It didn’t bother me and I knew better than to judge. Maybe his parents were innocent and he hadn’t so much as raised his voice any anyone before. Or maybe he enjoyed stomping on people’s heads and the idea of that made me all sorts of hot and bothered. Either way, unless he did something to me, or something I deemed inexcusable, then I would be nice and form my own opinion of him.
“So you need to be careful about who you make friends with. Just because he flirts with you doesn’t mean you need to jump straight into bed with him; that boy won’t be nice to you for more than a week just so he can say he bagged a Princess and you can feel better about your life and if you are desperate to find a dick to ride I’m sure there are other, more suitable, suitors for you.”
My temper flared and without thinking I slapped Enzo right across his too hard cheek. My hand stung and I doubted he felt it, but it felt fucking great.
“Fuck you first of all. I’m not some dumb whore who gets dick-blind after one meeting.” I scoffed, “Second of all, you’re not in charge of me so how about you do something better with your day than whining about a guy flirting with me. Surely you have other things to do you dick?”
I didn’t know what else he was going to say to me, nor did I care, so I climbed into the car and slammed the door shut on his dumb face. Of course I only found myself in a car with another scowling man and I really didn’t have the patience for it.
“Fix that scowl before I cut it off your face.” I growled at Hale, “If you have a problem then spit it out, don’t be a bitch.”
Hale was shellshocked. He said nothing for a moment and simply looked at me. Then he gulped and seemed to find his balls somewhere. Either it was the look in my eyes or the fact that people probably only spoke to him nicely, but he seemed to get his words out and fix a smile.
He fiddled with the large watch on his wrist before fixing a false smile to his lips.
“There is no problem. Everything’s fine love.”




[image: Text  Description automatically generated]
My cheek stung with the phantom of pain that I didn’t really feel. As a Minotaur, I had a high pain threshold and rarely felt anything. But for some reason, though the blow itself was nothing, the emotion that attached it was rather strong.
The whole ride home I didn’t say a word, but I could feel the irritation that had been coursing through me all day finally slowing down. I was ashamed my of myself now, and a little embarrassed that I had managed to insult the Principessa once more, without even meaning to do so.
It wasn’t like I thought Lucifer was an idiot, I simply knew Zade and guys like him. I had only meant to warn lucifer away from the stupid Vampiro, not piss her off and make her think I was rude. The whole way back to the palace I was stuck in my own head, thinking and worrying. Knowing I had messed up made my skin crawl and I would not be able to relax after work unless I managed to solve my issues now.
As the car pulled to a stop at the Palace I hesitated to get out, not knowing what I should do. I had never been very good with people in general, and I was supposed to be in charge of looking after Lucifer especially, it was hard to stay silent and let her waltz back into the castle mad even if it hadn’t been my fault for it.
“Everyone out bar the Princess.” I ordered, and not a soul hesitated at the tone of my voice, even Hale.
Lucifer stared at me, arms folded over her chest and her eyes narrowed. I could see instantly why Hale had changed his tune – she looked terrifying. There was an anger behind her eyes that could make the biggest of monsters cower. I didn’t think she could damage me, but I knew she would give it her all if she chose to do so.
“What?” She hissed, her jaw clenched, arms folded tight.
“I don’t mean to upset you, I don’t know how to speak to people that well, women especially.” It was not a good excuse but I didn’t like lying, so I told Lucifer the truth.
“Did you not have a mom or sisters to teach you?” She snarked, “My mom was shit but even she taught me how to speak to people politely and not accuse them of being a dumb whore every ten seconds.”
Shards of ice stabbed into my heart and my mouth dried out. Hesitantly I wet my lips, trying not to let my emotions show on my face.
“My mom was busy being a Guard, so for the most part I was raised by my older sibling.” Picturing my sisters face hurt but I couldn’t stop it. “I had a sister.”
Lucifer paused. “Had?” She repeated softly, her anger gone in an instant as she clocked the tremor in my admission.
“She died.” Getting the words past my lips was like pushing nails into concrete with my bare hands – too fucking hard. I honestly didn’t think I had ever really spoken about my sister at all. “Her name was Gianna, and she was ten years older than me but it never felt like it. We were close.”
Close was an understatement. Gianna had help raise me when our parents had been off fighting or doing whatever it was they deemed more important than looking after their children. Even when I had become old enough to be self-sufficient Gianna had continued to mother me – she had never let me down, or cast me aside even when I was being a dick.
“I’m sorry.” Lucifer bit her lip, before leaning forwards in the car and squeezing my shoulder. “I don’t know what it’s like to lose a sibling because I’ve never had one. But I know what it’s like to have everything in your life go to shit in a single moment and I get it isn’t fun. It hurts and even though people offer you condolences or say sweet words they don’t do shit. Nothing does. All you can do is learn to live with the bad stuff.”
She stayed there a moment, her small hand on my shoulder, offering me comfort that I didn’t know how to accept. What did I say? Did I tell her that I appreciated it, but she was right and no amount of words would ever take away the hole in my heart that belonged to my best friend. Or that every time I snapped and yelled it was because I hated seeing anyone get dragged down into a situation that my sister had been in. Gianna had been taken, misguided and used. She had been forced to do things she didn’t want to do all at the guise of a man and a title – I couldn’t stand it when other people had the same happen.
Blowing out a deep breath I shook the thoughts of my sister out of my mind and back into the deep recesses of my heart that were never to be touched.
“I’m sorry you went to Juvie. You didn’t deserve it.” She did not, and I had half a mind to go back to the Mortal Realm for a little trip to the man responsible for sending her there.
Lucifer snorted. “Honestly, apart from the devastating loneliness and dark, it wasn’t too bad. I got to watch a lot of TV and draw. Plus, it wasn’t like I had much of a life to miss out on anyway.”
I knew my sympathies would not be wanted, so I kept them to myself, instead choosing to pick a lighter topic and swiftly change the hollow vibe that was almost drowning us.
“You like to draw?” I asked.
Lucifer nodded. “Yeah, I’m not any good though. But it doesn’t matter – I just do it for fun.”
It may not have been my responsibility to help her but I felt like it was – I had brought her here, I had been the one to snatch her from her life and bring her to my world. I owed her the chance to keep some of the life she had before I wrecked it and stole her.
“What else do you like doing for fun? I can get anything you want ordered.” It was easy enough to buy things from the Mortal Realm too if that was what she required. I had connections and her parents pockets never ended.
Lucifer contemplated my question as though she had to think hard about her hobbies.
“Dunno. I wanna watch Netflix I guess.” She shrugged, “I don’t really know what else.”
“Well what about gaming? Or an instrument?” I thought of all the things I enjoyed doing as inspiration. “Or reading?”
Lucifer’s cheeks blushed bright red.
“You not like reading? I love it.” I had an entire shelf of books next to my bed alone. They were the ones currently on my to be read pile and each night before bed I read at least six chapters.
“I, uh, struggle with it sometimes. The words are all funny.” She bit the inside of her cheek, “I’m dyslexic, so like, reading is hard for me. I never really bothered with it ‘cuz my teachers couldn’t teach me very well and I got frustrated.”
I could see she was embarrassed even without being able to feel emotions or read minds. Only a fool would miss the blush on her cheeks and the stutter in her usually confident tone. I had to be careful in my response, and not accidentally wind up insulting her further. I had known she was dyslexic, but I didn’t want to presume anything by it. I knew a guy in school who had been the same, yet still loved to read. It all depended on the person.
“Do you, maybe want to learn?” The words came out slowly, unsure of myself even as I offered. “I could help you. If you wanted. No pressure.”
Lucifer eyed me up and down, not sure if she could trust my intentions or not. It wasn’t a false offer; I had no objections helping her out. I enjoyed teaching other people to do things and despite not liking my Guard job, I did like it when I had to help the others out with various weapons or techniques. I had no desire to be a teacher but I did appreciate the warm glow of helping another person figure out something they were struggling with.
“Would you really do that?” Lucifer muttered eventually, as she sat back in her seat. “Why?”
I shrugged. “I work for your family, it is my job to help you.”
It was a lie. Or at least, a manipulation of the truth. Whilst it was my job to help her family this fell outside of my role. It was simply an offer because it seemed like something she wanted and I had the urge to help her. But I didn’t think my truth would go down well if she thought I was being nice or something.
“Okay. Yeah, please. That would be great.” Lucifer beamed, shaking off her stress and slipping right back into her usually sassy mood. “Thanks for the suggestion, Grumpy.”
“No problem. I’ll sort something out.” With a smile I waved her off, the pair of us getting out the car and heading back into the palace in silence, not needing to discuss anything else. It was weird, but I felt calm. Despite knowing Lucifer for a few short hours, and pissing her off more than being nice, I felt like we had found ourselves in a weird sort of companionship now, and the longer we stayed together the easier it would be for us to slip into a friendship that we both probably needed more than we would ever admit.
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The music I was trying to deafen myself with blast around my room as I kept my eyes shut and tried not to let the irritation in my bones keep me up. It wasn’t late, but I wanted an early night before school. The day I had registered had gone far too fast, with tours of the palace (proper ones this time from Vick and Laz) and more shopping. I barely had time for anything now other than sleep and try not to wake up in a bitch mood tomorrow or spend too long faffing about with my new purchases.
It wasn’t like I needed anything but my new parents had insisted on buying me shit so I took it. Hours were spent perusing the local mall, which looked pretty much like the ones back home, and by the time we returned home I only had the energy to eat food and go straight to bed. I hadn’t even emptied my bags of new purchases yet.
To be honest, it had been awkward as hell for the most part. The people who ditched me kept switching between sucking up to me or being silent and morbid about things. There was something they weren’t telling me, and I couldn’t figure it out at all, I only knew it was bad. There was a feeling in my bones I could not ignore, screaming at me to question things.
Today had been the same. The morning I had managed to avoid people, by spending hours huddled in my room with Ellis as we talked about everything that had changed. But then his daddy had come calling and he had ditched me to go hang with his new family – he had siblings and everything apparently. I wasn’t trying to be a bitch about it but Ellis had been a little too happy to go and I had spent my afternoon sulking in my bedroom about the fact that I had no cool siblings or parents I actually wanted to get to know.
It was unreasonable for me to complain; Ellis had a family for God’s sake. He wanted to get to know them and I was happy they seemed to like the idea of him. But the loneliness from juvie hadn’t faded and now I felt like I was standing on a rocky ledge, everything under my feet shaking and liable to give way any second. Things were changing too fast for my liking and I was struggling to cope without the person I had long relied on to keep me sane.
I needed a distraction and having spent my afternoon watching shit TV shows, I decided to prepare myself for my new school instead. I had an hour long shower and pamper session, shaving every ounce of my body before scrubbing and painting everything I could. Then I did a lengthy hair mask and routine, trying to freshen my bleach up with some purple shampoo.
I even set up my new device. It was called a Portal and was like a large phone that was somehow useful for school. Hale had attempted to tell me all about it at dinner but I couldn’t stop zoning out and by the time he was done I hadn’t absorbed a single word, other than to find out we had social media here. It kinda looked like Instagram so I made use of my boredom to see what it was about.
Considering I had no posts and my profile picture was one of those gray avatar things, I had amassed almost ten thousand followers already. Hale had logged me in earlier on, but obviously hadn’t set anything else up. I was glad though as it meant I now had at least one entertaining thing to do.
With a sigh I got out of bed, heading to the largest mirror I had and snapping a few selfies. They weren’t anything exciting, just me in an oversized t-shirt and long white socks. But I posed, one hand on the wall as I leaned over, keeping the camera over my face so you could only see the rest of me, making sure to take enough different snaps until I was happy enough.
Uploading my first photo was easy, but I couldn’t be bothered with a caption so I left it mostly blank, using nothing but a devil emoji to make my point. I didn’t think much of it until ten minutes later, when I came back to find my Portal chock full of notifications. Most were likes, comments and random shit of people seemingly excited to see me.
Sure, curiosity got the better of me and I did search up everyone I knew and follow them. But as most of their profiles were private I couldn’t do more than be nosy at Jules’ account and the six selfies he had… Though my Portal kept beeping constantly, and within ten minutes I was overwhelmed. I had no idea why people would care though, and ignored every single notification, even deleting all of my DM’s and turning my direct messaging security so only friends could message. It was a bit much for me to concentrate on so many things, and I figured I was ready to take a break just as the first interesting message came through.
Zade
You look delectable.
I clicked the button that let me have messages read out loud by a robot lady, making sure to listen four times before I stopped freaking out. He was just a pretty boy, I had dealt with pretty boys before. It was no big deal and just because I went weirdly excited seeing his name on my screen didn’t mean I had to show that out loud. I could be chill. I may have struggled using the voice-to-text function to reply back but that was just a regular response…
Lucifer
I feel like we have different definitions of delectable
It was definitely even more stupid of me to click on Zade’s profile and see his photos. Not only did he have double the amount of people following him than me, but every single picture on his account was filled with love and very thirsty people. Surprisingly his pictures weren’t just topless selfies of him trying to show everyone how hot he was. He had his clothes on in all of them and they were all just him hanging out with friends or himself. I was shocked even more to find the only girl in any photos was Zoya.
I had expected there to be a slew of bikini clad women dangling off him arm or maybe something with an ex or whatever, but there was nothing. Sure, Zoya had very little clothes on in one or two pictures, but it was more like clubbing outfits than anything and for the most part she was fully clothe too, in her rainbow fashion.
It didn’t help me calm down. If Zade had been a bit of a hoe and rotated through women daily then I could have forced myself to be smarter and ignore him. I never would have replied or let him say anything to me because whilst I didn’t care if other people wanted to sleep around, it wasn’t the life for me. I was a loyal bitch who liked the idea of a long romance. I was lonely inside and wanted someone to be fucking obsessed with me. I’d even take a stalker if I was in the right mood for one.
Turned out Zade seemed to be a gentleman and nice too. It was fucking annoying; as if a hot guy with tattoos had the right be respectful and sweet. It made hating him so much harder and though Enzo’s warning was replaying in the back of my mind, my vagina-brain won out instead.
Zade
Maybe. Guess we can find out?
Are you excited for school tomorrow, or nervous? If you are nervous then you don’t need to be. I know you’re an Elite Princess but all of Wicked will be kind to you. I won’t allow anyone to make you sad.
The second he asked about my feelings and seemed to give a shit I threw my Portal onto my bed and screamed into my pillow. I was screwed. I knew I was screwed. If he was as nice in person as I thought he would be I wouldn’t be able to hack it. I was a sucker for people being kind to me and I was emotionally damaged enough to fall in love with the first motherfucker who treated me like a Goddess. I didn’t want it to happen, I couldn’t afford for it to happen, but I knew it would. It was inevitable.
Lucifer
I’m not nervous for the people part, I can handle people. I guess I just don’t understand anything about this world and have no idea what I’m walking in to – going to juvie was easier. All I had to worry about was stabbings, not werewolves or shit like that
It wasn’t even a lie really. Obviously I had been a tiny bit nervous going to juvie, but more because I had no idea how long I would be in there or if I would see Ellis again. Within a week inside I had been fine. But this school thing was different. I had no idea about anything because nobody had stopped to tell me. Sure, Hale had given me a few bits of information, but not enough.
I mean, I had been avoiding conversations him and my new parents today but still. All I knew was that I was in the Kingdom of Artoria, in the Country of Marda. Vampire’s, Siren’s, Werewolves and Minotaur’s were real – but they were known to me because I had met them. That was it. I had no idea what my parents were, or even Hale. Or worse; me. Was I destined to grow fangs? Or giants wings? Was I going to be a fierce beast or something utterly adorable?
My Portal rang and I almost had a heart attack. Bending down I looked at the screen, seeing Zade’s name flash on it. I hesitated answering for only a second before saying fuck it and blowing out a deep breath.
“Hey.” My voice sounded normal enough to my ears.
“Hey to you too.” He purred, his voice deep and toe curling as it was laced with fatigue. “I figured I’d call and see if you wanted any help?”
I couldn’t stay on the phone with him for long, not unless I wanted him to whisper sweet nothings and make me happy in my cold dead heart. He had a deep voice - the sort you wanted telling you nice shit all the time. The type of voice you wanted whispering in your ear telling you about how much of a good girl you were.
“With what?”
“Everything. You said you don’t know much about our world and clearly nobody your end has bothered to tell you. So ask me anything, Lucifer, and I’ll tell you all you need to know.” Zade replied, much to my glee.
It was easier asking him than someone in the palace because he wasn’t supposed to be family. My new parents would take my eager questioning a little too gladly and I wasn’t really in the mood for it. I was still a little iffy over my backstory and needed time to figure shit out. The idea of the nanny kidnapping me, only to leave me barely any time later, made zero sense. Obviously kidnapping in general made no sense, but that was really annoying me. Not to mention, why was it ‘so easy’ for Enzo to find me now? How come he hadn’t found me before?
When I had been a baby, the news had been rampant about the little red eyed girl abandoned. There had been plenty of articles and things all about me, and as red eyes weren’t that common, it wasn’t like my parents couldn’t have just searched the web for tales of me. The moment they had heard about me they could have DNA tested me and seen if I was their kid or just a mortal one with weird features. I didn’t understand how it took them well over a decade…
Shoving thoughts of weirdos and parents out my mind I listened to Zade, leaning into his offer for help eagerly. He was really smart and knew everything I wanted to know and I loved that he didn’t make me feel dumb for asking him questions. Within the hour Zade had answered every question of mine. From the stupid to the good. I knew all the different class types in Marda, and a bunch more that were common in other places. I even wrote them down so I could keep track.
-          Vampire, Witch, Minotaur, Basilisk, Werewolf, Griffin, Harpy and Banshee (wtf is a griffin?)

-          More classes, like Siren’s, but not as common, as most people in Marda stick to their own kind and not a lot of people move to the country or leave it (does it matter? Why not be a weird vamp-siren hybrid or something?)

Zade had also explained how magic in Marda wasn’t the same as other countries. In Mirane, our neighbor country, only those in power had special magic added to their class types, but in Marda, everybody got something. Though our magics were typically a bit smaller or weaker than in Mirane, every single person who was born here, or lived here long enough, gained another skill to use. Which meant not only would I find out what creature I turned into, but I would soon get magic. It was kind of exhilarating and as soon as Zade mentioned it I craved something strong and full of bad bitch energy.
All too soon though it was dark as hell outside and I could barely keep the yawns away. I needed to get to sleep or else when I woke for school I would be miserable and not in the mood to pretend to care about other people and learning. So it was with a resigned sigh that I thanked my new roomie and his bountiful knowledge and bid him goodnight.
“Guess I’ll see you tomorrow.” I muttered over another yawn.
Zade chuckled and I heard the rustling of his own quilt as he got into bed too. It was definitely past midnight and I hoped he didn’t mind less than eight hours of sleep too.
“See you tomorrow, Butterfly – have sweet dreams and think of pleasant nonsense.”
“You too.” I replied, before hanging up and falling into one of the calmest night’s sleep I had had in a while even if my dreams were filled with green eyes and idiotic boys.
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First days were always the worst. Whether that was with school, a job, or even just doing something random like joining a new gym. There was no escaping the nerves, uncertainty, and sheer stress of trying to remember everything you needed and how to be a nice person. Even girls who had been unwillingly stolen from their old life felt anxiety. Obviously it was a lot easier in cases like mine where you were a Princess and had an army of slave people to complete your every whim.
Though my slave person didn’t seem to like being dubbed that, and his eyes were narrowed all morning long as I made him hand me outfit after outfit, from the second I finished an awfully silent breakfast with my new fammo who had kept trying to talk to me about classes I liked yet had no idea about any of the human ones I had taken. It was kinda hard telling them how much I loved geography when they didn’t study it or even know anything about the Mortal Realm.
Like, I tried, I really did. But they basically shut down any mention of my old life and seemed more inclined to push me into magic subjects. Which I guess made sense because I probably needed to know magic things if I was staying here, but at the same time, it would have been nice if they had been interested in Mortal Lucifer, not just the one they had in their castle.
“Nothing fits right.” I complained, as I dropped yet another perfect dress back onto the no pile. “I look like a dumb kid playing dress up.”
The urge to give up filled me and despite knowing I couldn’t waltz into my new school in nothing but my underwear, I did still have the desire to do it.
“I’m sure it’s fine.” Enzo deadpanned, from his position just outside my closet. He had refused to come inside and help me when I had taken my clothes off, and I really didn’t get why. Underwear was no different to swimming costumes in my opinion, but whatever. He missed out on my peachy ass jiggling when I moved, his loss.
“No, everything is wrong. It doesn’t look like me.” Enzo didn’t get it. It wasn’t just that I was going to school, it was that I was being introduced to the larger world in general as someone I wasn’t. This was my first outing as captive Princess of the Windsor family.
“Does it matter that much? You met people here half asleep in shorts and a cropped shirt. Why does the school need to be any different?”
“People are expecting to meet Lucifer Windsor, the pretty little Princess of Marda. They don’t want me, rocking up with my ass cheeks hanging out and bags under my eyes.” I huffed, as I dropped to the ground and searched for more inspiration. “Do I look regal to you, or do I look like someone who needs a good night’s sleep and an attitude adjustment?”
Enzo chose not to answer, and I continued my huffing and stress. Eventually I must have made enough noise or Enzo was worried about damage because he left, and I heard the door to my room open and close rather hard.
“Dickhead.” I muttered, as I went about doing my hair instead.
It wasn’t like I did much, and despite Vick and Laz offering to get me a damn stylist and makeup artist, I had point blanked refused. Ellis had meant to help me but he was late with his siblings or whatever, and I didn’t trust strangers touching my face enough to let them paint me. So instead I aggressively straightened my already decently straight hair and pinned up a little on one side using some pink clips. The hair routine I had done the night before had already made my blonde ten times better; my hair felt soft and looked well looked after, not a mess.
My makeup was kept simple too; a bare face except some lilac shimmery highlighter on my cheeks, mascara on my lashes, and a nude gloss on my lips. On another day, when I had more time to make an effort or care, I would put more time into my face. But I had been genetically blessed with clear skin so didn’t feel the need to lather on the foundation or anything when I was running so late.
I’d expected the shoes to be the hardest thing for me to choose, on account of wanting to wear them all, but I had been able to easily settle on a nude pair of heels with ribbons that tied up my calves a little bit. They were high but I could walk in high shoes; Jane Nox had been a fan of platforms and hooker heels and I had often dressed up in her clothes when I was stupid enough to want to be like my mommy still before I realized she didn’t like me that much.
All that was left was the outfit, and after sliding on a fresh lingerie set in a pale pink, I scoured the shelves and rails for last minute inspiration, grabbing different things out when they caught my eye.
“That outfit needs more layers.” A deep voice purred, “You can wear what you want of course, but I wouldn’t advise going in something so skimpy, love. Might give people the wrong impression on your first day.”
I span around, dropping the dress in my hands so I could glare at Hale, where he hovered in my closet doorway, leaned against the frame. His golden eyes looked me up and down and despite wanting to throw something at him I remained calm and was nice instead.
“If I could choose what to wear I wouldn’t be having this problem.” Huffing I waved behind me, “I asked Enzo for his help but he’s busy being grumpy.”
There was a snort of indignation from outside my closet.
“I got Hale to help you so you’d stop whining and hurry up.” Enzo answered, and I tried not to be mad at him anymore. He had abandoned me to seek me some aid and I kinda liked that – ten bestie points to him.
“Well, what do you know about clothes?” I barked at Hale, as he walked past me to inspect the mess I had made and the remainder of my wardrobe, actively keeping a distance as he moved past me and trying not to think too much about the moon mark on my wrist he still hadn’t said shit about.
“I know a lot. I like clothes, and I also helped mother select these pieces for you.” Hale turned to inspect me and a shiver ran down my spine as he looked me up and down. He seemed to like what he was seeing, and he had screwed me, but he was also a little bit of a douche so I had no idea what he really thought. “I know what colors suit you best and what shapes. But if you tell me what sort of look you are going for then I can make this entire debacle end in a moment.”
Part of me wanted to tell him to fuck off and leave me to it as I was independent, but the rest of me knew I was dangerously close to being late and losing my patience.
“Dunno. I wanted a dress. Maybe pink. That’s as far as I got.” I shrugged, waving to the mess, “But be my guest, figure something out.”
Hale worked silently, pulling the hangers over one by one, inspecting each option that fit my criteria with very critical eyes. I had no idea what he was searching for but on his third rail he sighed and smiled satisfied, as he pulled out a dress for me.
“Try this.” He ordered and he passed the dress over and helped me step into it so I didn’t have to take my shoes off. His hands on my bare skin was nice as hell until I saw him clock the mark on my wrist and pull a pissed off face. After that, I felt a little nervous, not good.
The dress was a short sleeved midi one with ruffles, in a very light pink. There were little strawberries all over it in a shiny sequin material, and there was a deep V-necked top that was cinched in at my waist. The moment I slid it over my hips and Hale tied the ribbon around my waist tight, I knew it was the one. It was perfect, and now that I was fully dressed and done, I could stare at my own reflection happily.
“I take it you approve?” Hale murmured, as he stood slightly behind me, watching my face in the mirror.
“I approve for sure. I love it, thanks!” Squealing I span around, offering him a high five before racing off to grab a small purse to take too.
I didn’t need to take much with me, for everything we needed for school lessons was on my Portal, and the rest would be sent to the school today. Vick and Laz had told me that my closet at school was full too, but that if I wanted anything from the palace sent there I only had to ask. Or if I needed something purchasing then that could be done with ease too. They really were running with the buying my love train of thought and the funny thing was, they had spend shit tons of money before even asking me what I liked – yeah, I loved everything, but what would they have done if I didn’t? It was weird.
“Are you ready to go then, Diavolo?” Enzo half-yelled from outside the door and I rolled my eyes, but followed Hale out to him, taking the opportunity to admire Hale’s ass for a second before I realized it was probably weird of me to do so when he was a bit of a butt-head. I mean, he was dressed simply in a white t shirt and blue jeans, but the jeans were really tight over his ass and it was hard to miss. It wasn’t entirely my fault.
“Say goodbye to your parents.” Enzo ordered once we made it to the ball room that seemed to be a common place for breakfast and what not.
Hale walked inside and I hesitated, my hand staying on the door a moment. Honestly I didn’t want to go inside. I didn’t want to see my parents and act like I was entirely normal and over the change in my life. They were too eager for me to be their kid and I didn’t vibe with that. But I could hardly ignore them and run away – I was already going to get to escape for five days a week, surely I could manage to say bye to them before I did it.
Enzo seemed to notice my hesitation. “What’s wrong?”
“Dunno.” I shrugged, “Just nerves or something.” I lied, before opening the door and offering one of the fastest and worst goodbyes that anyone had probably seen in a century, before hightailing it to the car.
***
School looked the same as the day I first saw it, only with far more people. Now that it was not the weekend the corridors, rooms and even outside, were heaving with students. There was no uniform, so everyone was dressed as they pleased, and despite being happy in what I wore I couldn’t help but notice I seemed to be one of the only ones wearing color. Most students had gone for black, white or super boring shades that were dark. It was almost depressing.
Even Ellis had on black jeans and a cashmere sweater that I had no idea he would like. Turned out my new parents had decked him out with his own closet too, and he was more than eager to take advantage just like I was because he wasn’t being bought by his parents, so there was no negativity attached to it for him.
“Everyone looks boring.” I whined, as Enzo and Julio bid us goodbye and drove off back to the palace, leaving Ellis and I in Hale’s supposedly capable hands.
“How would you know when you’ve not spoken to anyone?” Hale asked, as he marched us through the crowd of students, who each turned their eyes onto me the second I came near, as he led us to a pair of students who were hovering by the entrance.
“Me and Luce have a built in bullshit detector.” Ellis chimed, as he hooked his arm through mine, “We don’t need to speak to people to know if we like them or not. We can see the vibes from a mile away.”
I nodded my head vigorously, agreeing with every word as Hale shot us a weird look and blew out an exasperated breath.
“Right well, I’m going to introduce you to some people and may I suggest you judge them once you know them? It would make life a lot easier.” He didn’t clarify, but when he took us to the pair waiting at the door I instantly understood his issue.
They radiated cold, shallowness. Ellis and I shared a look and we both knew instantly that regardless of who they were or what Hale said, we would not get along unless by some miracle me and my bestie had manged to cock up the vibes or unease radiating through the air.
“Hale.” The girl spoke first, her red painted lips twisted in a smile, “Are these your friends?”
Hale introduced us, giving me confirmation to my feelings. The girl was Liza Mountbatten, the Werewolf who ran the Elite group in school. She was beautiful, there was no denying that. She kinda reminded me of an actress called Jamie Chung and everything about her screamed money. Her black hair was straightened to within an inch of its life, her makeup sculpted by a God. Her outfit was simple in essence and consisted of nothing more than a dress and cardigan. But the dress was pure silk and the cardigan cashmere.
The heels she wore had red soles too and all her jewellery was made of pearls. Even before she thrust her flawlessly manicured hand out to me I didn’t trust her for shit. I would be nice to her for now, but I wondered how long it would last. Me and rich people didn’t usually vibe and just because I was sorta loaded now didn’t mean my morals had upped and turned rich over-night. I was still an eat-the-rich girl at heart.
“Pleasure to meet you.” Liza smized, “Do you have a nickname or anything? Hale told us your Mortal name and it’s rather… interesting wouldn’t you say?”
“Nah. I only go by Lucifer I’m afraid.” I lied through my teeth as I shook her hand hard and returned her fake smile. “I like being named after the Devil; means people already know what I’m like from the second they hear my name.”
Liza laughed but there was no humour there. But I didn’t give a fuck to continue talking to her so I turned to her friend. He was the other idiot who ran her cult, and his name was Remi Mills. He looked like every frat boy douchebag who played golf on weekends and bragged about how many cars his daddy’s credit card had brought him. I didn’t trust him and I knew instantly he was giving off a bad aura – the sort of vibe where you knew to watch your drinks around him and not to go back to his empty house ‘to hang out’.
It didn’t help his cause that he wore slacks that were a little too tight, and a jumper tied around his shoulders. It didn’t help even more when his eyes were on my boobs and not my face as I begrudgingly shook his hand. I had nice boobs but seriously? Imagine if I walked around looking at men’s dicks when I greeted them.
“You are not at all what I expected.” Remi purred, “Given your time in the Mortal Realm we were all expecting someone… different.”
I wondered what he meant by that. Did he think I should have been in my juvie jumpsuit or maybe with an extra head? Or that I looked too nice to be a deviant? Either way, I was going to be nice for about five more minutes, then I would cut his eyes out his face for funsies. I didn’t like him.
Ellis was introduced too and the way they spoke to him was slightly worse than me. They didn’t say any words that were bad exactly, it was more like the tone they used and the disdain that dripped from them in droves. Zade had warned me a lot of the Elite’s didn’t like people they considered to be ‘half breeds’ and Ellis was one. He was half Mortal, and half Fae. His class type hadn’t been dulled by another Fae type, his had been changed by the fact his mom had been entirely human. They would see him as lesser.
“Shall we head to class then?” Hale intervened in the end, as our conversations turned a little silent. We all followed him, but Ellis and I stuck to the back, having a conversation entirely in our minds.
I didn’t care about what species someone was, and I knew a lot of people that were nice wouldn’t care either, but the idea of anyone, even a piece of shit, saying anything to my best friend about his heritage made me enraged. I knew it wouldn’t take me long to switch. One wrong comment, from anyone, even if it was a big fucking monster of a man, would send me spiralling and my true nature would be revealed. I could only hope it wouldn’t happen on day one, and I got to have at least a single day on my best behaviour.
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Despite being a higher Fae education level than Lucifer, I was in all of her classes. The school and my parents thought it best that they stick her with me so that I could somehow help her out and make sure she caught up quickly. I wouldn’t have minded in the slightest had she actually been at school to learn. But by the end of the first day it was more than clear to me she did not care in the slightest about her education.
Potions had been first, with Professor Ding. She was a kind woman of at least one hundred, who was a Werewolf and often let students do as they pleased in her classes so long as they got the potion right at the end. She had been sweet to Lucifer, and Ellis, and had introduced them both to the other students. But for the entire lesson that followed Ellis and Lucifer mainly spoke to themselves and did no work. They interacted with me a little bit, and barely said two words to Liza or Remi, even though the pair were trying their best to welcome my clearly ungrateful fake sister to the fold.
After that it was Human History with Professor Collins, an elderly Vampire man with red hair, and he was the first double lesson of the day. He was ecstatic to meet Lucifer, and the only teacher she had spoken to for more than an initial hello. But she spoke to him about human life, of returned to her conversations with Ellis as though they were the only ones in the room. That was it.
The worst part was as the day progressed I could see all the members of Wicked being extra nice to her. They would hold doors open, offer her kind smiles, and there was no drama or anything when she was around. We had even sat outside for lunch, in the middle of the courtyard Wicked kids often liked to brawl in, and yet not a soul came near us.
Usually they would have been starting fights and rude, but for some reason they were behaving. They were treating her like Lucifer was special and I hated that idea. Not a single soul flirted with her or anything either; they were being respectful. Which was weird as hell because the last time we had a new girl, who was pretty but not a scratch on Lucifer, the hoards of Wicked boys had been all over her like a bad rash.
Liza and Remi noticed. They spotted everything, with eagle eyes and disdain. They had already been mad about the fact Lucifer was rooming with Zade and Zoya, but at my insistence they trusted that it meant nothing. Lucifer and Ellis would be joining the Elite because that was where they belonged. It was where you went when you wanted to do well in life and be nice. At least I presumed it was but I wasn’t exactly that involved. I couldn’t bothered with the stress of it all – I wasn’t a child who wanted to play ruler when I was going to be a ruler one day.
The rest of the day continued in the same manner and by the time it was over I was on edge and thoroughly done. Usually I would have enjoyed my three hour long History class, on account of it being one of my favorite subjects, but when I was stuck babysitting a girl who cared more about talking to her friend than listening - it was hard.
Despite being from money I had no desire to spend my days sponging off my parents. I wanted my own company and my own riches. Perhaps by doing something useful, like law or business. I needed the best education I could get and to know everything there was to know about my country and the Other Realm. Having to deal with Lucifer was definitely throwing a spanner in the works, and I needed to find a way to deal with it sooner rather than later.
The minute History finished at the end of the day and Lucifer and Ellis swanned off to talk to a few random students in our class, I was cornered before I could do damage control myself.
“She isn’t exactly how you described her, Hale.” Liza narrowed her eyes but kept her smile bright. “I thought you said she was going to be Elite material, even with that boy hanging off her.”
My hackles raised and I felt my temper flare. Liza had a brilliant way of saying things that technically weren’t wrong, but still sounded horrid. She could insult you without insulting you and it was difficult to deal with. I knew what she meant about Ellis, but without her actually saying it I could hardly call her out on her prejudice’s.
“I’ll talk to Lucifer after school.” I promised, eager to get the pair away from me. “I’ll get her to be a bit nicer and what not.”
Liza nodded, glad I was taking her orders without much complaint.
“Excellent, I think we can get her into shape and good enough soon. It’s exciting.” Liza turned her head, eyeing Lucifer with disdain.
“I don’t know, I think she’ll need a lot of hands on work.” Remi kept his eyes on Lucifer too, staring a bit too hard for my liking. Despite knowing the mate bond was a lie, the Griffin inside me roared with the desire to tear off Remi’s head when he thought he could look at her ass or something else that he would never get to touch.
Personally I thought Lucifer was perfect as she was, even with her irritating tendencies and her short temper. I just wished she wasn’t my responsibility. But I couldn’t find the right words to say so simply nodded my head and excused myself from Liza and Remi as fast as I could and went back to my day pretending to be happy. It was the best way to be; it wasn’t like anyone would have wanted to know me if they knew my true opinions and real personality. I’d just wind up more alone than I already was and in case it wasn’t obvious; that was not a fun idea to me.
Lucifer and Ellis waited for me to join them before asking how to get to their rooms, and it was in silence that I led them through the school. It wasn’t hard to figure out the way, as there were signs everywhere, but it was frustrating for a newcomer because all the school looked identical. Even the classrooms were the same combination of wooden desks in lines or semi-circles, filled with storage shelves and plants.
“What’s up with you?” Lucifer asked eventually, as we made it to the elevator that would take us upstairs. Lucifer’s room was only a floor above mine, though hers was full. Despite being on record as having roommates it was actually a lie. The other three rooms in my dorm were empty, just the way I wanted them. I had no desire to share my space with strangers, even the idea of it sounded revolting.
“Nothing, love, why?” I replied, as the elevator dinged to a stop.
“You’ve been super quiet and all miserable looking.” She poked my cheek and I froze, “If you’re not mad then why’d you keep frowning?”
At first I didn’t respond, so she kept poking me until I could stay quiet no longer. I grabbed her hand, yanking it away from my face. For some ridiculous reason I held onto her for a moment, keeping her close even though I didn’t want her touching me that way. Like it was such a carefree and easy thing to do. As though her touch wasn’t deadly and the fastest way to break my resolve to be nice because all I wanted to do was bend her over and fuck her until she thought of nothing but me.
“I have had a long day babysitting people who so clearly do not care about education.” I hissed, losing the last of my patience with the Gods and Elite’s games. “I do not understand why you are here, when neither of you have a desire to learn.”
Storming out the lift I headed to Lucifer’s room, banging on it three times before remembering that I had keys on me to give to Ellis and Lucifer. With a curse I hunted through my bag, finding the relevant keys for both. Ellis took his without complaint, but he was looking at me like I was insane or something.
Lucifer on the other hand was her typical bratty self.
“Keep your key bitch.” She huffed, as Ellis opened the door.
I bit my tongue, trying to remain calm despite my outburst. I didn’t enjoy reacting to people so viscerally – I was usually so calm and charming.
“No, you can’t get into the room otherwise.”
“So? I’ll just get Ellis to let me in. Or Zade or something.” She shrugged nonchalantly and I had no time for it.
With a huff I stuck my hand against her chest, over the top of the golden necklace she had been wearing since her arrival. Lucifer narrowed her eyes and looked like she wanted to shove me away, but I hushed her and told her to wait and for whatever reason she did as she was told, making my Griffin purr in delight at her submission.
Using my magic I moulded her key into a small moon. By the time I was done she had another necklace around her neck and was no longer my problem to deal with as she could now get into her room as she pleased.
“There. Now you can get into your room and stop being annoying.” I turned on my feet and walked away without another word, heading down to my dorm and slamming the door behind me. I didn’t know what the hell was wrong today but I didn’t have the energy to deal with it. Too many things were infuriating me and all I wanted was to lie down in bed and have a ten year nap. I didn’t need this drama.
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School was about as interesting as watching paint dry and I was glad it was over. Sure, the lessons were different in their topics, but fundamentally they were the same. I was supposed to work with people I didn’t know and read from books or use books to help me make potions or whatever. I had no time for that so I did what I always did when uncomfortable; ignored everyone and clung to Ellis like a life raft.
He had pulled through for me like usual, and even got me to loosen up and chat to strangers. My head had been in the clouds so much I hadn’t even noticed all the apparently Wicked students being nice to me. But Ellis had, and he got me to speak to some. Honestly, I couldn’t remember any of their names, but I had been all normal and shit with them. I said hello, asked about whatever they liked doing, and chatted utter foolishness until good old Hale had come stomping over and taken me away.
At first I was grateful for his assistance because it meant I could scurry off to my bedroom and see what it looked like now all the furniture was in it. But he had gone and been a miserable bitch for no reason, and now I was in a mood. Everyone around me seemed to be snappy as hell and constantly acting like I had done something wrong – it was aggravating and they needed to fuck off as soon as possible. I wasn’t the one who kidnapped me and brought myself to Marda!
On the other hand, my bedroom was pretty cool and the second Hale left I was allowed to explore to my heart’s content. Yeah, it looked like a generic dorm room with plain white walls, a single bed and wooden floors. But the bed was golden, with lush pillows and blankets in various shades of nude and pink. There was a giant fluffy rug across the floor that was soft as hell, and my desk was one of those fancy stand up or sit down ones that would have been more useful to someone who would actually sit at it and write things for hours on end.
There was a floor length mirror leaned against another wall, once again with a golden frame that was super intricate and looked heavy as fuck. One wrong move and I’d be flattened like a pancake underneath it. But still, I could take nice selfies so it was worth the risk to me. I was a bit of a social media hoe sometimes; it had been my only connection to the outside world for a long time when I was locked up. In fact, I even stopped to snap a selfie to upload before I moved on. I didn’t caption it again with anything other than a middle finger, just for fun, yet my Portal beeped incessantly within seconds.
The closet was great too, and simply just a smaller version of the one in the palace, though with a few empty shelves and rails for things I wanted to bring with me. It was all pretty good considering it had been used to buy my love or whatever the hell it was Vick and Laz were hoping to do.
“Oooh, can I borrow these?” Ellis had come with me to be nosy and was eyeing up some of the different men’s t-shirts I had on my shelf. “I think I would look hot in these.”
I nodded, telling him to help himself. I didn’t care if he took half the damn shelf; what was mine was his. But Ellis wasn’t in the mood to wear hooker heels and skirts, he was more inclined to stick to the tops. It was kinda funny that we were the same size, but I did have big boobs so had to get larger sizes to fit them, so it kinda made sense.
Once finished in my room we headed to Ellis’ and his looked basically the same as mine. But where I had a desk, he had a couch and bookshelves, and his color pallet was more gray’s and purples than anything else. It seemed once again my new parents had used their money and bought Ellis everything he wanted to. I was happy for him but seriously? They could have bought my love a lot easier if they sat down and asked what I wanted, as opposed to just going all out and purchasing every rich people item they could find.
“Do you remember the way down to the cafeteria? I don’t want to call Hale and ask.” Throwing myself down on Ellis’ bed I huffed, not liking the idea of having to ask the asshole who was rude to me for aid just so I could eat dinner.
Ellis shook his head. “No, but I kinda don’t want to eat dinner with everyone anyway. I think I’ve had enough people around me for one day.” He shuddered and I agreed. But as neither of us knew how to order take out we had no choice but to ask someone. Luckily there was one other number I had in my Portal, who was probably far more inclined to be nice to me on account of him being nothing but a damn delight so far.
“Hey, Butterfly.” Zade purred down the phone, having answered on the first ring. “What can I do for you?”
“Me and El want to order food in but we don’t know how and I was kinda hoping you would tell me?”
There was the unmistakeable sounds of someone having the crap kicked out of them in the background. I could hear yells, the slamming of fists against skin, and a whole lot of cursing. Clearly the King of the Wicked was a little busy and I hadn’t seen him or Zoya at lunch today so I wondered how long they had been causing chaos for.
“Tell me what you want and I can get it.” Zade said, walking away from whatever the hell was happening near him, “But in the future, there is an app on your Portal. I’ll show you how to use it later.”
Within twenty minutes, most of which I spent drooling and trying not to legit die of hunger, the common room door opened and the scent of burgers and fries wafted to my nose. It was embarrassing how fast Ellis and I scarpered out to join Zade, who had Zoya with him. The pair both specked with blood and carrying the goods.
“Uh, did we interrupt?” I asked, as Ellis took the food and Zoya ran off to wash her hands.
Zade flitted toward me, using his Vampire speed and admittedly scaring the shit out of me a little with its unexpectedness. I wasn’t used to people being so damn fast; it was unnerving.
“No, you could never interrupt. We can take a break.” He leaned down to me, kissing my cheek in greeting before running off again to have the world’s fastest wash and change. Zoya had barely dried her hands and face before Zade was back and I was envious as hell. If I had his speed I would never be late to anything ever again. Okay that was probably a lie, I would be late, but at least I would only ever be late on purpose.
“Does that mean you’re gonna eat and run?” I asked, as I shoved fries into my mouth three at a time.
Ellis was going to see his dad – who I still hadn’t met properly??? – shortly which meant if my other two roomies left again I would be on my own and I didn’t particularly like that idea. I wanted to do something fun, maybe make a friend and chat shit about Hale or something.
“Zade has to work but I’m staying.” Zoya snatched a fry off of Zade’s plate and jumped over the back of the couch to take her seat. “Wanna have a sleepover? We can braid each-others hair and talk about boys.” She laughed as she unpacked her food with relish.
I had never been to a sleepover or had one on one time with a girl, I had only stayed/hung out with Ellis, and Zoya was the same. Neither of us knew what girls did when they chilled together but I was more than happy to figure it out. It would be an interesting experiment to see how well we meshed together without buffers. She seemed nice enough and was hella bubbly but without Ellis making me a nicer person I had no idea if I would be boring company or not.
Eventually though, after an hour of random chatter as we all got to know each other better, the boys departed for their various adventures leaving Zoya and I alone. Admittedly I was nervous; I wanted things to go well. Not just because she was my roommate and it made things awkward as hell if we didn’t, but because I had always wanted a female friend. Not that Ellis wasn’t awesome, ‘cuz he was, but sometimes I just wanted a girls opinion on things you know?
“Wanna stick a movie on?” Zoya asked and I nodded.
With a brief demonstration on where to find movies and how I could project them onto any flat surface via my Portal, we sat down together with an abundance of snacks Zoya stole from Zade’s stash (a stash I would attempt to find the location of for future emergencies) and we settled in for a night together.
“Why do you have TV’s here then? If you can just project stuff.” I asked, as I spread out on my chair, wrapped in a blanket off my bed.
She shrugged. “Some people just prefer them I guess. I know Zade likes having one opposite his bed because the wall isn’t that flat and he says he can spot all the inconsistencies in the picture.” Her dark eyes rolled.
Waggling my eyebrows I asked a question just to satisfy my own curiosity even though I already figured the answer would be no. “Have you two ever…?”
I didn’t think they had, but it was something I had wanted to know all the same. People used to ask Ellis and I the same question all the time if they didn’t know he was gay and it always amused me that people couldn’t handle the idea of a boy and girl being just friends.
Zoya screwed her face up in disgust as I burst out laughing. “He’s lucky I even let him hug me, ew.”
And so it began. The conversation flowed between us and even when Ellis returned and went to bed, the pair of us stayed awake, laughing and talking to our hearts content about boys, school, life and everything we could think of. The one movie turned into three and before we knew it, we were both passed out in the common room snoring our brains out, until the door opened and a tiny part of my brain was dragged out of the unconscious.
“Oi dipshit, go to bed.” I heard Zoya grumble and huff as someone woke her up.
“Night Z.” She replied through a yawn, but I wasn’t really listening. I always slept pretty deeply and it was harder for me to wake up fully without a good ten minutes or so of contemplating life.
I didn’t know what time it was or what was going on – my mind still trapped in dreamland. But at some point I felt the cool embrace of steel arms wrapping me tight against their chest and lifting me off the chair. As though I weighed nothing I was carried into my bedroom and delicately lay down upon my bed, with a blanket tucked in around me for good measure.
“Sweet dreams, Butterfly.” A voice whispered, as I rolled over once before continuing my deep slumber, without a care in the world.
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The first lesson of the day being two hours of Human Sports (our alternative to Hunting as apparently it was better to learn sports than violence much to Zoya’s chagrin) was never going to be fun, especially with a full stomach. For breakfast I had gone to the cafeteria; a generic white room with long rectangle wooden tables and chairs and wolfed down a bunch of fruit and pastries with Ellis at too early an hour for so much good food.
Hale had been there, but sat on his own in a corner, with headphones in, so I never bothered to approach. His cronies had offered Ellis and I a seat at their table, and though I wanted to decline, Ellis had sat down before I opened my mouth so I had no choice but to join him. Though the entire time I kept quiet, roaming my gaze over the rest of the room instead. It was much more interesting to look at Zoya and her table of courters, or Zade and his business dealings. I had no idea what he was doing but he kept flitting between different people, barking orders and looking real yummy in his tight jeans and t-shirt.
Every time he saw me staring he winked at me and like a little bitch I blushed and giggled. Liza noticed on more than once occasion, and though she never commented on it, I could see the anger in her eyes. But I didn’t give a fuck about her opinion so I simply pretended she didn’t exist. The same went for Remi and every other stuck up Elite member. If they wanted to call me out then they would, but they did not.
Unfortunately my own ignorance didn’t last forever. My patience had already been wearing thin with the bullshit lessons and as Sports continued, and I half paid attention to whatever bullshit conversations were going on around me, I couldn’t help but get involved.
“Of course she can’t understand what we’re talking about, she’s poor as dirt.” A brunette friend of Liza’s scoffed, “It’s not like anyone with half an education would ever become a criminal.”
My brows mashed together as Zoya sighed, her hands gripping the edge of the bat like she wanted to stop herself from using it on the boys head. I had no idea what the conversation was about, but it was easy to see they were talking about Zoya and I didn’t like that. I might have only know her a short time, but she was cool and had been nothing but a bundle of fucking joy to me and Ellis.
“Why’s he calling you a criminal?” I asked, wondering what heinous crimes innocent looking Zoya could have possibly done.
“Because my parents are serial killers and went to jail for life when I was thirteen.” Zoya deadpanned, not beating around the bush, “I haven’t so much as jaywalked in the damn street outside of school but apparently it makes no difference to the Elite. If my blood is criminal then so am I.”
She moved back to the game a moment, taking her turn to smack to the baseball way further than I ever could. I didn’t mind sports so much, I just wasn’t totally great at them. Hitting things for entertainment seemed pointless, when there were plenty of people you could hit for a far better time. Plus, the sports were always dead choices. Why couldn’t I do something fun like dodgeball, where I could slap someone with a ball? Why did it have to involve running and proper arm strength?
“Hey, you – brown hair with the loud voice.” I shouted, pointing my finger at the boy who had been talking.
“Um, yeah?” He replied, his hazel eyes widening just a touch. He looked happy that I had singled him out, as though his life was made because someone like me even noticed his existence… It was sad. In fact it was very sad and I almost laughed at how wrong he was. Because it wasn’t a good thing to be singled out by me; I never did it for nice reasons.
“Wanna explain what you just said a little better for me? I’m curious as to why you think all criminals are inherently stupid.”
There was no mistaking my tone to those that new me, and Ellis immediately chuckled as he braced himself for what he had dubbed my ‘devil moments’. But apart from him, nobody else seemed to clock the sass in my voice. It shouldn’t have surprised me though, they were all fucking idiots with narrow minds and empty heads.
“Oh yeah, we just know that people who commit crimes are uneducated, which is why it’s always the poor people that do it. They’re jealous of our money and power but aren’t smart enough to go out and get real jobs themselves so instead they turn to crime.” The boy replied. He bounced on the edge of his feet, a wide grin covering his stupid face.
He barely noticed as I slid the bat out of Zoya’s hand and began edging closer to him.
“Okay but why does that make Zoya a criminal? She hasn’t done any crime and if she’s second in Wicked then that’s a kind of power. How come she’s still in the same bracket as all those other people?”
The boy wasn’t the one to answer this time, Remi did. The giant oaf opened his mouth and angered me far more than anyone had in a rather long time.
“She’s a half-breed.” He spat, venom coating his tongue, “Her father’s a Harpy and her mother a Siren? It’s disgusting, and even if she weren’t complete trash, she’d still be nothing from her lack of quality breeding.”
The bat in my hands swung through the air without me making the conscious decision to do it. The thick wooden end curved through the wind, cracking against Remi’s shoulder with a satisfying thud in just the right spot. He cursed, clutching his arm as he stumbled back, and I dropped the bat in an instant. I knew if I continued holding it I would cave his head in and that was hardly a good look for the second day of school.
So instead I relied on the same two things I always had; my temper and Ellis. As I dove onto Remi and rained my punches down on him, Ellis did the same to his brunette friend without so much as a word. Though Ellis’s enemy admittedly went down a lot faster because Ellis was far stronger than me.
But it didn’t seem to matter much, for Remi couldn’t get a moment to lay his hands on me properly. Sure, he got a couple elbows in and manage to split my lip a little out of sheer luck. But his shoulder was bruised to shit from my bat and I was going feral on his ass before he had chance to do more than lay back and take it like a bitch.
Everything was going swimmingly until three friends of the dumb brunette joined in, attempting to make it an unfair fight for Ellis. Before I had time to panic Zoya and her friends had dived in too, and there was a full on brawl. The Professors yells echoed off the walls, as did the sounds of cursing and insults being traded  back and forth between all the participants, egging me on further. My hands were a blur of light long after Remi stopped fighting back and I leaned into that part of my soul that begged for violence and pain.
It was the same one that landed me in Juvie in the first place and had always gotten me in trouble over the years. I ought to have known better than to listen blindly, but truth be told I didn’t care. I liked violence – I liked being the one inflicting pain on those who I thought deserved it. It made me feel good inside. It made me feel powerful, as opposed to powerless. It made me feel like people were taking notice and I wasn’t just an invisible speck on the wall that nobody cared to take note of.
“Enough!” A deep voice yelled, and at once all members of Wicked jumped back, reigning their anger in and dispersing like the perfectly trained attack dogs they were.
I wasn’t so well trained and landed a few more digs before something solid grabbed hold of me, spinning me around and away from Remi to face them instead.
“He started it.” I muttered to Zade, as he stared down at me in disbelief and released my arms. I should have guessed it was him who had arrived the moment his goons listened to commands without pause.
Zade grabbed my chin, his fingers soft but firm as he raked in the blood speckled on my skin and the cut in my lip. For a second he simply stared, but not with anger or anything I had expected. It almost seemed like he was proud of me…
“Come on, Butterfly, you’re far too beautiful to spend time covered in another’s blood.” He said eventually, after using his Vampire senses to quickly check me head to toe for injuries.
“How do you know it’s not all mine?” I asked, as I allowed Zade to grab my hand and lead me out the room, and up towards our dorms.
“Because your blood smells like Heaven to me and what’s on you smells like scum.”
I laughed, clutching his hand a little tighter. I didn’t know if he was telling the truth about my blood being that nice, but I didn’t care. I was a whore for compliments, especially when they came from a tattooed God with a candy coated tongue.
“Guys; clean up, Zoya, bring Ellis. I think it’s time we had a chat with our two newcomers.” Zade barked an order to Zoya and his crew without turning his head back, his trust in his group deep enough he didn’t feel the need to check his demands were being followed.
“What do we need to talk about?” I wondered out loud.
“Whether you really are as Elite as the Prince made you out to be.” Zade laughed darkly, “Or if I was right, and you’re more Wicked than nice.”
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Electricity cackled in the air as I wiped away the last drop of blood from my little monster’s skin. She was perfect once more, no longer dirty with the blood of my enemies, and I was calm again. Well, not calm exactly because I had never been calm, but I was more in control and didn’t have the urge to smash things or find an idiot Elite to brutalize for my own entertainment. I’d probably find one later but I could handle myself for now.
Seeing Lucifer fighting, and splattered with red, had made everything inside me twist up in a panic. I had barely known the girl a few days and yet the millisecond I thought she had been injured had been enough to make the Vampire darkness inside of me rear its head and beg for a chance to wreak havoc. It was a strange conundrum, given my usual obliviousness to violent things, and yet I did not care. I liked feeling the surge of emotions she brought out of me; it meant I wasn’t as numb and empty as I thought I was. It meant when I saw her photos and felt the odd sort of connection to her, it hadn’t been a case of me being drunk and a little sad.
Remi was lucky Lucifer had beaten the crap out of him already, for I would have done far worse to him than a broken limb and some bruises had he truly hurt her. It was insane but it was the truth. The moment she had accosted me outside my shower she certified herself as my obsession and until she said otherwise she would remain mine, and nobody laid their hands on what was mine and lived to tell the tale. Which was not a lie in the slightest. I may have been a nice guy in the general sense – like I would hold open doors for people and say my please and thanks. But I was born in violence and I had stayed there since. Death was my friend and I would send her unwilling souls whenever I felt like it.
“Can I ask you a question?” Lucifer muttered softly, as she sat in front of me on my bathroom countertop. Her tanned legs dangled either side of my hips, the bare skin from where her Sports shorts had ridden up, catching on my jeans. Her skin was multiple shades darker than mine and I admired it with a little too much desire.
I wanted to tear the rest of my clothing off so I could feel her softness against every part of me and see if she tasted as fiery as she was. But as it was doubtful she’d find much joy in that I stayed still, pushing all thoughts of her out of my mind. Just because I had ridiculous thoughts didn’t mean I had to act them out, I could control myself. I wasn’t entirely lost to the darkness in my mind just yet. Maybe.
“You can ask me anything you want.” I replied, continuing to use the damp cloth to wipe her skin ever so gently, careful not to accidentally use my extra strength and bruise.
“What does it feel like to bite people?” She asked curiously, “I know you must like it because it gives you power, but what does it actually feel like? You’re obviously the first Vampire I’ve ever met and I always liked them in movies.”
It was a simple enough question that I had no qualms answering, so I told Lucifer how it felt like satiating a hunger after days without food. The blood was smooth, cool to my burning throat, and lit me up on the inside like fireworks in the night sky. Blood made me feel powerful, and it calmed the beast under my skin. It didn’t feel like hunger when you lacked food, it was more like a thirst that no amount of water could ever quench. Taking other people’s powers through their blood made me feel strong, almost invincible.
“What does it feel like to the people you bite?” Was her next question, which was a little trickier to answer.
“It’s different for everyone. Some people enjoy it, others hate it. Really it’s down to you and how it makes you feel and your connection to the person biting you.” I chucked the cloth in the sink and declared Lucifer perfect once more. “Some people even get off on the bite, when both partners like each other in that manner.”
“Who do you normally, um, eat?” She raised a brow, “Like do you just go around biting anyone or do you have days where you think ‘oh I’d love a bit of Wolf today?”
I burst out laughing and she giggled too, apologizing for if it was a foolish question.
“No it wasn’t stupid to ask, I just hadn’t thought of it like that before. But yeah I guess Vampire’s tend to find blood they like the sound of and just take it. We’re allowed to feed on whoever we want, so I don’t tend to do more than find a pleasant scent and take a bite. Some days I fancy other class types more than others, but for the most part I am easy.”
I mashed my teeth together for fun and stepped back, giving Lucifer room to slide to the floor. It was kinda nice how short she was compared to me. It made me feel rather excited knowing that this little woman could destroy even me should she want to. She was short and weaker in her muscles, and I was big and harder than steel, yet she could force me to my knees and rip out my heart with a flutter of the lashes that coated her bloodstain eyes.
I was supposed to be a big bad gangster, the son of a world famous Mafia couple with more blood staining their soul than not, and yet a girl who barely reached below my chest terrified me and could slaughter with nothing more than a single look. It was fucking brilliant.
“Who did you eat last?” Lucifer asked as we headed out into the common room together.
“A Harpy. Specifically my friend Jace – I stick to men, unless a girl requests to be bitten.”
She raised her brows, “Why?”
“Because I like women, and I feel like biting without their permission disrupts the power balance between me and a potential date even if they don’t realize it.” I replied, “My mother raised me well enough to always ask for consent with everything I do, as nobody in this world is entitled to the body and belongings of another unless they have express permission.”
Lucifer bobbed her head as she reached out, grabbing the hem of my t-shirt with one of her hands. I didn’t stop her from touching me, though I did remain still and not make any sudden movements. Like say bending her over the sink and showing her the other parts of me that would like to be sunk into her if she only asked.
“Could you bite me? I’m curious to see what it’s like and I feel like I owe you a thanks for cleaning me up.” She muttered, her red gaze burning into me as I instantly became starved.
“You owe me nothing, I helped because I wanted to do it.” My hands wrapped around her hips anyway, my body subconsciously leading me on, “But if you want me to bite you just to see what it’s like, then I am happy to oblige, so long as you’re sure.”
She nodded, before confirming verbally as well when I double checked. I didn’t know why she had a sudden interest in biting but I was not stupid enough to question her. Lucifer knew I thought she would taste like Heaven and if she was freely offering me a bite then I would never refuse.
“Come sit with me.” Grabbing her hand I took a seat on the couch, pulling her down onto my lap.
“I don’t want to crush your legs.” She snorted, as she hesitated. But I yanked her down until she was completely situated on me without care. I enjoyed the feel of her on top of me and was sure to end up feverish for her soon enough if I wasn’t careful. Her worries were ridiculous.
“Relax.” I whispered, lowering my head to Lucifer’s neck and taking things slow and careful. “You don’t need to worry, I would never hurt you, Butterfly.” I purred against her skin, trailing gentle kisses up the crook of her neck as I inhaled deeply..
She had no perfume on so all I could smell was her, and she was beyond perfect. The hint of golden spice underneath her skin was enough to shred the last of my hesitation, and the moment I felt her relax into my embrace I carefully sunk my fangs into her flesh with a shit eating grin.
The tiniest gasp of pain from Lucifer quickly turned into a moan of pleasure as I sucked on her blood with a feverish tempo. I had been right; she tasted divine. The power inside her was far above mine and without a doubt I knew I had never tasted her class type before.
Even without the heady rush of unexpected strength her blood reminded me of my childhood and camping outdoors in out woods with my loved ones. The scent of a fire raging, with hot chocolates and music, all wrapped up in a bundle of love. It was ridiculous how much I craved more of her after a sip, and for that reason alone I pulled back after a few seconds, careful to lick the last of her off my lips.
Breathing heavy I tried to control my reactions. “There, did that hurt?” I breathed, my voice even despite the internal battle raging, as my soul begged for more.
Lucifer pouted, shaking her head slowly.
“No – but I don’t think you did it long enough for me to be sure of an opinion.”
My brows raised and I halted my breathing entirely. She couldn’t possibly want more – nobody ever did. People were happy to let me feed from them once, but I had never had anyone instantly ask me for more. I was literally draining her power away, did she not care?
Gulping down my nerves I checked out loud, trying to figure out what she was saying explicitly.
“Do you want me to bite you again, Lucifer?” My voice was deep and firm, and I could hear her heart racing in her chest.
“Yes.” She replied, her voice trembling with anticipation, “Please.”
Lucifer turned her head to the side, showing me the side of her neck that I hadn’t previously bitten. My head tilted in question but she just grinned, pulling me a little closer by my shirt that she still held. I didn’t need to ask again and I had no hesitations pushing my body against hers, ready to take what she was willingly offering.
Lucifer groaned, her hands tightening as I crushed us together. My lips caressed her neck gently as my hands slowly dragged up her soft curves, one hand landing on her waist and the other around her hair at the base of her neck. I had a flash image of her hair wrapped around my fist as I made her scream into my mattress, and I acted on her command before I could stop myself.
Twisting the long locks tight I held her still, sinking my fangs into her once more, though still with care.
“Fuck.” Lucifer breathed, “Drink properly – I want to feel it for real.” Like a fool I moaned and did as I was told, feasting on the heavenly blood of the Devil until I hoped I would be ravenous for her no more.
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I had never once been the kind of girl who got off on inflicting pain to herself. Self-harming behaviours were not something in indulged in and I would never so much as punch a damn wall in anger because I had never understood it. I mean, there was that one time with the painkiller incident, but I mean, that didn’t hurt so my point stood. I would never cut myself, or take drugs or whatever. But holy fucking shit, did I want to let Vampires drink from me forever.
Well, not Vampires plural, more like just one. I had no idea how Zade was so controlled and careful because I was seconds from detonating and it was going to be a beautiful thing when I did. My insides could paint the walls and I would be happy because the sheer amount of pleasure riding through my body was fucking insane. I felt like I was having the best high of my life and nothing in the universe could ever bring me down.
Of course I hadn’t expected anything to try and kill my high. But then the door to the dorm banged repeatedly from someone knocking and Zade had no choice but to pull back, licking his lips and making me hold on for a moment. We were waiting for Zoya and Ellis to join us but they had keys to get into the room, they shouldn’t have been knocking, especially not that loud.
Zade slid his mask of indifference onto his face as he got off the couch and opened the door, a scowl quickly appearing when Hale’s pissed off face greeted him.
“What?” Zade barked, as Hale barged past him and straight into the room as though he had a death wish.
Zade snarled, spinning around and taking a step with murder in his eyes. But I moved in his way, figuring it was smarter for me to deal with Prince dickhead instead. I had no idea if Zade would attack Hale, but I didn’t want to take the risk just yet, not when Hale hadn’t said what he had come over for. Maybe there was an emergency that I was urgently needed for?
“What do you want, Hale?” I asked nicely, though it probably came out more sarcastic than sweet.
Hale narrowed his golden eyes, and he looked thoroughly stressed out. I didn’t know who the fuck had pissed in his cereal this morning but I was bored of dealing with it after having spent all day with him huffy and silent. If Hale was mad he needed to say something, not just mope about the place like that somehow made his issues clear. I wasn’t a fucking mind reader despite wishing I could be.
“What do I want?” He muttered eventually, his hands clenching into fists over and over as his jaw clenched.
“Yeah?” Cocking my head to the side I waited patiently for him to figure out what words to use. I couldn’t rush him when he was acting like a little bitty baby in the midst of a tantrum.
“Are you entirely dense?” He snarled eventually, “I have just had Liza and a dozen Elite knocking down my damn door because of you – why on Earth did you start a fight with Remi?”
I shrugged, not feeling like explaining myself. “He was being a douche to Zoya.”
“So?” Hale was aghast, “Why would you start a fight for her?”
Zade got his back up but remained silent, trusting me to handle things. I liked the idea that he believed in me, it made my insides all squidgy and shit when a guy was confident in my abilities and didn’t try and take over. Maybe I was still high on his presence and hands on my skin but fuck it, right now all I could think about was getting Hale to fuck off and seeing if Zade would carry on tasting me.
“Again, Remi was being a dickhead and I called him out on it. Not my fault if big man can’t handle the smoke.” I giggled, wiping my hair off my shoulder and trying not to be too impressed at how easy it had been to beat the dumb Harpy. I mean, he wasn’t expecting it and I had a bat, but still, I did it.
“Hang on…” Hale stilled, his eyes narrowing on my neck. I presumed he had thought the blood spatter on me was from the fight, but as soon as he stared I knew he could see clearly and there was no mistaking the teeth marks and hickeys I wore like medals around my neck.
For a moment there was no sound, then Hale span around, entirely infuriated and looking fit to burst. His body quivered with rage and for a tiny second I half-expected him to burst. He looked like he wanted to tear Zade’s head off or something.
“Did you bite her?!” He almost roared, as his eyes flashed. “I swear to the Gods if you have laid a single fucking-”
I cut Hale off before he could make Zade mad. I could see my roomie struggling to hold himself back and the little I knew of him, I was well aware that if anyone else had been in his face, in his own damn room, yelling then he would have gutted them and hung their entrails on the wall outside as a warning. But obvi he had a little bit of respect, or maybe just niceness, about not doing that to Hale.
“I asked him to do it.” I interrupted, getting between the boys with Zade at my back. “Chill the fuck out.”
Hale stuttered, his hands lowered to his side and his anger gone. “What?”
Shrugging I explained how I had asked Zade out of sheer curiosity, and that he had not only asked for my consent more than once but had been nothing but a perfect gentleman. My logic was Hale was mad that he thought I was being taken advantage of, which was grossly sweet if it was true, and that once he knew I had chosen to be dinner he would calm down. Turned out I was wrong. Really wrong.
“You really are stupid.” Hale seethed, and my hackles rose. I didn’t like being called stupid, it was a trigger for me. I frowned and I could feel the shrapnel inside my heart digging deeper, opening up old wounds I had thought I had gotten over long ago. Tears burned the backs of my eyes but like fuck would I let them come out with people around me.
“Watch your fucking mouth rich boy.” Zade stepped in before me, moving into Hale’s space before I could. He was taller than Hale and had more muscle mass, and if that weren’t enough to worry Hale, I would have hoped Zade being a psycho would. “You don’t disrespect her in front of me if you want to keep your tongue.”
The pair entered a stare off that, whilst annoying as fuck, was kinda hot. I wouldn’t have minded if they whipped off their tops and started making out with each other. But I was a little broken in the head so it was no surprise that where other people saw drama and anger, I saw potential opportunities for fun times. I mean, Hale was a prick, but dude was good looking and knew how to fuck a girl. If you liked blondes who were rude, that was.
“Hale, just leave. I get you tried to come and be… nice? I don’t know, whatever, you can go.” Storming to the door I opened it wide, just as Zoya and Ellis arrived, milkshakes for the entire room in hand and laughter dying on their tongues.
Hale scoffed and muttered something under his breath I couldn’t hear before he marched out the room. He made it three steps before he stopped to insult me further like a fucking asshole.
“I give you a week before you realize how little he cares about you and how disposable you are.” His words once again hit a chord in my heart that I would never willingly admit out loud, “I thought you were better than that, but it turns out no matter how blue your blood, you can’t remove the way someone was raised – but do not expect me to help you deal with the fall out of your idiotic decisions.”
Hale spoke with such disdain that for a split second my control slipped I felt my temper burst. Without a thought I moved out the room, murder on my mind. But before I could make it further than a single step there was a small, warm hand on my shoulder, and my entire body was filled with a delightful peace I could never dream of combatting. All my anger and murderous desires were nothing more than feathers on a breeze. I was as cool as a cucumber – a frozen cucumber at that.
“This is the only time I’ll stop her killing you.” Zoya said slowly, as she enunciated every word so Hale could make no mistakes with what she said. “The next time you come here, to our home, and insult one of us. I will not only let Lucifer beat your ass, but I will personally ruin everything you hold dear because I will not tolerate you speaking to any woman that way, especially her.”
Casting my eyes to Zoya I caught sight of a completely different girl. Gone was the calm bubbliness I was used to, in its place was an ice queen with nerves of steel and a detached demeanour that I couldn’t figure out. I believed every word she said, and clearly so did Hale. He gulped, swallowing down his anger like the bitch he definitely was, before nodding once and scarpering to the lift. I’d have laughed if I weren’t so chilled out, though I did make a note to thank Jules and tell him that he was entirely right. Zoya was like a Unicorn who could cut a bitch when needed – she was fucking awesome.
“You didn’t have to do that.” A blush coated my cheeks as me, Zoya and Ellis headed into our room.
“I know.” Zoya shrugged, shaking her head to clear away her Wicked-ness. “But you didn’t have to jump Remi and defend me today either. You did it because you’re nice and  now you’re stuck with me because I always have the backs of people who help me.”
Zoya smiled and I couldn’t help but grin back, “Stuck with you huh? I don’t mind that so much.”
She hooked her arm through mine and dragged me back to the common room, her neon green sequined jacket rubbing against my bare arms a little.
“Good, because you are never getting rid of me. Just ask Zade; I’m like a parasite that you can never escape.”
Zade’s head snapped up and he smiled, though his bright eyes were tight and he had a little bit of tension in his posture that I really wanted to remove. I didn’t like thinking he was stressed out, when it had been my fault that Hale had come over.
“I think I’m the only parasite around here.” He purred, flashing me his fangs a moment before putting them back again. “But enough about that anyway; I see you’ve brought snacks, and we do have a lot to discuss.”
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Hale Windsor had been the one person who had a protection order from my crew, despite how much of an entitled prick he was. It was a dumb move to attack a Prince even if he was Elite, and I refused to let any of my guys (guys was a gender neutral term for all of the people who worked for me) get into deep shit because they did something as dumb as that. Yet for some reason, I had forgotten that order entirely today.
Lucifer had been handling herself and despite wanting to intervene, even more so when Hale had been so rude about Zoya, I kept my mouth shut and stayed in my lane. But then the silly fucking Prince had to go and take things too far. I knew my Butterfly was conscious about being thought of as dumb, and that even though she had only mentioned her dyslexia and issues with that briefly, it was something that hurt her deeply and I had seen the words she wrote herself, in a small letter I never should have gotten my hands on.
She felt like she was worth less than others sometimes and being considered stupid was an easy way to break her heart. So despite a protection order and knowing I would have castrated someone for ignoring my commands, I couldn’t let Hale’s insults slide. Not when I knew the consequences his words would have on Lucifer’s mind.
Now whilst I may have gotten away unscathed today there was no doubt in me that Hale would come back. He would use his title, his power, or even just his damn fists, to seek out some sort of twisted revenge against me. I could handle myself just fine though, and I did have money even if it wasn’t anything in comparison to his, so I chose not to worry about anything and leave it for now. He could handle his shit or he could come for me, I didn’t care.
What I cared about right now was the fact it was the middle of the night and I could hear someone crying in the damn common room. Sleep usually evaded me, more often than not I stayed awake until the sun was almost rising, so I it was no surprise to me when someone walked into our common room, that I caught the sounds of them crying and sniffling.
With a groan I cracked out my limbs, getting out of bed in nothing but shorts as I padded barefoot out to investigate. I didn’t care who it was out there, even if it was Ellis who I barely knew or a stranger, I didn’t like the idea of someone being sad on their own. But the moment I stepped out into the hallway I caught a lock on the scent and walked far faster than usual, even firmer in my resolve to intervene.
“What’s wrong, Butterfly?” Lucifer jumped as I whispered in her ear, no doubts not hearing me coming from how quick and silent I was.
“You scared me.” She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and I pursed my lips as her sniffles continued, “Why are you awake?”
Lucifer tried to change subject but I refused to let her. Instead I would do what I did best – cause distractions.
“Wanna come eat ice cream with me and tell me how I can convince you to join Wicked?” Linking her hands with mine I practically hoisted her off the couch, “I couldn’t sleep either, figured I could get a snack.”
One of the perks of being me was that I could get anything I wanted at any time of the day or night. Within five minutes I had a pint of Ben and Jerry’s ice cream, in a flavor called Karamel Sutra. It was a brand from the Mortal Realm and one that Lucifer claimed was her favorite. I had never eaten it before in my life but within three bites I was hooked. The chocolate was rich, the caramel just right, and the swirl in the middle was orgasmic. I’d have to buy a thousand to keep stocked in a freezer somewhere. Maybe in my snack stash.
“Fuck me.” I groaned, as we snuggled together on my white wooden bed, eating yet another spoonful. “We need this here. I want it in the kitchens for me to have all the time.”
Lucifer licked her spoon, “Could you do that?” She asked eagerly.
I nodded my head, explaining how easy I could set up a supply chain for the Mortal Realm things I wanted. So far there hadn’t been a lot I wanted from there, but the more I spoke the more I realized that maybe Lucifer would. She was basically a Mortal after all – these were things she loved and knew. I knew she had a fondness for a restaurant called Ted’s and had already been debating getting the food over here too, but now my desire was elevated and I knew I would have to rush things through.
“Anything you want from me, just say the word and I can get it for you. No request is too much.” I promised.
Lucifer debated for a bit, eating more ice cream until we somehow had finished the carton between us and I chucked the trash and spoons onto the white wooden side table.
“If I ask for something, even if it’s bad, would you still do it?”
“Yes.” I did anything for the right price, and it just so happened at the moment I was more than willing to work for free. The only payment I needed was for her to stand still and let me stare at her until my eyes got enough. I was doubtful it would be easy to get bored though.
Lucifer raised her eyes, looking at me with determination. “What about if I asked you to bite me again; but all over?”
Sucking in a sharp gasp I tried not to get a head of myself or too excited.
“Did you really like it?” The words were barely a whisper as they left my mouth.
Lucifer nodded, biting on her lip as she took off her jumper. All she wore underneath was a pair of tiny lilac satin shorts and matching bralette. There was more of her on display and every ounce of her looked delicious.
“Yeah.” She nodded, “So, what do you say?”
It took me less than ten seconds to get final confirmation before I sunk my fangs into her chest, just above her breasts. It was for less than a sip that I stayed there, before moving to another part of her body. Eventually I made my way down to her legs and encouraged her to lay back and close her eyes as I sunk my fangs into the juicy vein on her thigh over and over until she was practically bursting into flames beneath me.
By the time morning came I would have my Butterfly thoroughly marked and claimed as mine. She could take all the time she needed to make her mind up on my offer of joining Wicked, but I knew she would cave soon enough when she realized I could make anything happen for her. If she wanted pain, pleasure, or even power, I could bring it all.
At nineteen years of age I had already taken power of the biggest gang in the area and was going to follow in my parents footsteps to take over our family business when they eventually decided to retire. Chaos had always been the life choice for me and I had been eviscerating anything that stood in my way for years; even the Blade Crime Syndicate in our neighbor country of Mirane, ran by a pair of up and coming teenage brothers, had known to come to me with offers of friendship first before starting their own adventures.
There was no doubt that Zoya would come for the ride with me too, because that was what she had been born to do and despite her kind hearted nature she was my sister in all the ways that mattered. She would follow me to the end, but I knew she didn’t want a crown, she was just there for me. But the same didn’t apply to the girl sat on my bed beside me, with blood red eyes and a fiery nature. Because despite what Hale thought, or what name she was supposed to carry if she had never been taken, Lucifer had been born the Devil and she was far more Wicked than good. She was the only one I could see ruling next to me – and being just as bad as me – and I wanted her to take up her role more than anything.
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Staring at my reflection in the mirror led me to three decisions. The first; I was definitely in the midst of a little crush on Zade. His teeth marks were all over my skin, from neck to thighs, and instead of being weirded out or letting him heal them I had insisted he leave the evidence of his bites behind. I liked wearing them. In fact it had taken all of my willpower not to explode into a thousand pieces when he touched me and I was a little proud of myself for being so chill about it all and not begging him to fuck me senseless.
The second thing I realized was that I was definitely not going to be joining Elite and being besties with all the douchebags in it. The ones I had met were rude, and even if I hadn’t kicked Remi’s ass yesterday I would still never want to associate with people who held the same opinions he did. They were gross and whilst I was a big believer in free speech, that only extended to things that wouldn’t hurt others. You could have free speech, but you couldn’t use that to disrespect other people and make out like they deserved less than you did – it wasn’t a hard concept to grasp.
My final decision was that I was going to accept Zade’s offer to join Wicked. Now, don’t get me wrong, I was still not interested in the whole gang thing. But I figured it made more sense to align with him and Zoya than to be pushed towards the pricks Hale seemed inclined to make me friends with. Ellis was down for being Wicked too and had even said he would do what I did, so the choice was entirely mine and it was easily made.
Now all that was left was for me to inform Zade, Hale, and whoever the fuck else needed to know about my decision. Oh, and I had to make sure my roomie understood that I was not agreeing to be one of his minions and run amok through the school beating people up just because he told me to. I’d join in a loose way. I’d be there in name, not physically. Unless of course I wanted to do the physical part then fuck yeah, I could stomp on some heads - I had plenty of cute boots for it.
Obviously with so many things needing to be done in the day I had to dress cute. Luckily I found the perfect outfit the moment I stepped foot into my closet and managed to avoid a dressing catastrophe like my first day of school. My curves were in cased in a white mini dress made of silk, with a tiny little lace trim and a low cut top. On my feet were a pair of chunky heel platforms in neon pink, with little bundles of pink fluff on top of the open toes. I’d even made my pedicure and manicure pink too. When I added on some pink lipstick I felt like a right pretty Princess.
All that was left was for me to saunter down to breakfast and make a fun little scene that would no doubt piss Hale off. I would’ve been nice about wanting to ditch him and his crew if he hadn’t made me cry like a fucking child last night. But whatever, I was over it now, I just needed my bit of petty revenge and I was good to go. I was fine. I was dandy.
With one last stare at my reflection and a spritz of perfume I bounced out the dorms, heading down to breakfast a little late. Everyone else, except Ellis who was still sleeping off his late-ish night, in my dorm had gone down about twenty minutes ago but I had wanted to come alone and take my time. It did mean I had to ask Zoya for the directions a billion times so I could make sure my brain remembered them first. But I managed to make it to the cafeteria all on my own with her instructions and was hella proud. I was learning – I was being all independent and shit. Sort of.
The wooden double doors were shut when I arrived and with shaky hands I opened them quickly, shutting down all thoughts in my head and sticking on a proper vapid bitch grin. I wanted anyone who looked at me to think I was confident and unfazed, and not that I had been ugly crying over a dumb boy being mean not that long ago.
People stared as I walked into the room. Now, it could have been because I was me in general, and people were still curious or nosy about me. Or it could have been how hot I looked in my outfit. Or maybe it was the bite marks that adorned my skin. Either way, the bitches were all turning my way and I was absorbing every ounce of attention and using it to fuel my sassy walk and false confidence.
The further I walked the more eyes turned to me and anticipation bubbled in my stomach. If I had been a little less high on Zade and a bit less buzzed from lack of sleep and excitement I might have been nervous as hell. To be fair it took all my effort not to fall on my ass like a dickhead. I expected to trip over invisible obstacles the entire journey to Zade’s table. Maybe just collapse onto the ground and have a moment like in the She’s All That movie when Laney fell down the stairs instead of basking in her hot girl glory.
Zade had noticed me the second I walked through the doors, but nobody in his crew had bothered paying much attention until they clocked me walking his way. Then that’s when the fun started. The Wicked quieted down, the Elite did the same, and even the rest of the school were quickly spotting something sinister brewing in the air and were finishing up their conversations and turning heads our way.
“Good morning, Butterfly.” Zade’s guys were on alert as I manhandled him and barged into his space, but as he was so clearly relaxed by my presence they did nothing but watch. One word from his lips and I knew I would be dead, but I wasn’t scared. Instead I was envious. I would have killed for the loyalty he had on such a large scale. It would have been exhilarating to know so many people would ask how high the moment you said jump. Sure, Ellis would have done it for me, but to have so many followers willing to be your ride or die was a fucking talent.
Sliding myself onto the, thankfully, clean table, I swung my legs on either side of Zade, figuring it was easier to talk when we were the same height and I wasn’t at a disadvantage. It did mean I flashed him my knickers a bit but I really don’t think he minded too much.
“Good morning, Zade.”
“What can I help you with?” Zade moved his hands up, settling them around my waist a second before squeezing just enough to make me shiver. Then his hands were on my hips, squeezing tight once more and sending all sorts of wonderfully wicked ideas into my brain. He had really nice hands too; the sort that were slender but strong and had all those hot guy veins on them.
“I have one condition to your offer.” My fingertips trailed over his cheekbone as the entire room went eerily quiet. So much so there was no doubt every word I said could be heard.
“Tell me.” Zade breathed, as he fought a large smile.
His body was hard between my legs and as I leaned in close I could see how badly my thighs were shaking with nerves, excitement, and a whole lot of desire. I had to get on with my speech and run before my desire became obvious to the whole damn room.
“I won’t bow to you Zade.” My voice was firm despite how I felt, “Make me a Queen and we have a deal. Anything else then I’ll make my own damn gang and ruin the lot of you within a week just for entertainment.”
The funny thing was I could have actually done what I threatened. I didn’t want to do it, but I could. It was so easy to get people on side when you had money and power – it was why Hale was treated the way he was, even by Zade. Nobody wanted to fuck with Royalty for fear of actual consequences outside the school gates. I may not have been fitting into my new life or even trying to make an effort with my sketchy new parents but I knew full well I would use my current title to my full advantage if anyone pissed me off enough to bother.
I’d expected Zade to think about my conditions, or maybe even hear Zoya question it. But she was beaming at me and looked one second away from throwing herself into my arms and squealing as Zade nodded almost instantly.
“I’ll get on my knees for you if you ask me nicely.” He whispered, quiet enough I knew that only those closest heard. “I’d never ask you to bow. Unlike other people I can see your worth and know you aren’t an easily-led fool.” He said louder.
That part was aimed at Hale, who appeared to be one second away from having a heart attack or something. He was on his feet and heading our way with narrowed eyes and a red face but fuck him if he thought he could get involved in my business. He was a regret of mine that needed to move along before we actually became enemies for realsies.
“Lucifer.” Hale said my name with clenched teeth, as he fought back his ire or whatever the fuck it was he had a problem with.
“Hale.” I spat his name back to him.
“If you wanted attention or whatever it is you’re chasing, love, you only had to ask. You didn’t need to lower your standards to criminals and outcasts. You could just talk to your family.” For a moment I thought I could see something behind his eyes. Like maybe he was actually concerned and not just being a raging dick. But if he did care then he a shit way of showing it because insulting me was definitely not the way he would win anything other than a fist to his fucking face.
“I’m a criminal.” There were enough mutters and confused faces at my words that I instantly knew that nobody outside the palace and Zade was privy to that information. “Oh shit, did mommy and daddy not tell anyone the truth about me?” Laughing out loud I turned around Zade, smirking right in Hale’s face as he stood there, fists clenched.
“Don’t.” He uttered as though someone telling me not to do something had ever once worked.
“Don’t tell everyone your parents picked me up from juvie? Or that I was a handful of weeks out from going to actual jail to serve a few more years for a case of GBH that was almost attempted murder?” Blowing away my nerves I carried on my rant. “I’m a petty, dirty, fucking criminal and I could not care less. I have no regrets doing what I did in the Mortal Realm, and I would do it again in a fucking heartbeat. I’d do the same thing to anyone who thought they could do what that man did to me, and that doesn’t make me stupid. Do you know what it makes me?”
My words were for Hale but I directed my question at Zade. His lips tilted up in the ghost of a smile as he called out, his voice loud enough to carry and a gleam in his eye that held all manner of promises.
“It makes you Wicked.” The moment the word left his lips the table I was at burst into raucous cheers and applause. They pounded their fists on the table and there was random people patting me on the back and acting like we’d just won the world championship for some dull sport. I had no idea who any of them were or what the hell they were so excited for, but fuck it, I joined in. If people wanted to cheer me on then I’d bask in it – at least someone was paying attention to me, even if it would no doubt be short lived.
As I laughed and was pulled down into Zade’s lap I couldn’t help but cast my eyes at Hale as he walked out the doors, surrendering for the day. I felt a tiny bit guilty at pissing him off but at the same time he had been irritating me so really it was only fair. I could get over it in a few hours, but I didn’t think Hale would. There was no mistaking the look he gave me and I knew he would come back again somehow. It might not have been that day, but he was going to try something and I couldn’t fucking wait. Bring it on rich boy.
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All week long I had been busy from dawn until dark. There was nothing to be done on the palace grounds, or in the various homes surrounding it. Yet I had felt the need to keep my mind occupied and my hands busy. So manual labor, the kind that required me to fix fences or assist staff carting things around for Lucifer’s surprise welcome home/birthday ball, had been my constant companion. Bar the occasional fireside drink with Julio when our shifts ended around the same time and we weren’t instantly ready for bed.
It meant now that I had my weekend free I was thoroughly exhausted and almost on the verge of passing out. The moment I clocked off today, which would be the second Hale and Lucifer stepped out the car, I was going to have a hot shower and welcome my bed with open arms and a hell of a lot of longing.
The car pulled up to the school gates and I switched off the engine, expecting a long wait. Hale was always delayed for pickup on a weekend and usually I’d end up waiting for at least fifteen minutes. But no sooner had I shut my eyes and leaned back in my chair, did I feel the presence of someone right beside my open window, far too close for comfort and sending the scent of lilacs up my nose.
“Did you miss me, Enzo?” Lucifer chuckled, far too happy for someone who had supposedly been causing havoc all week long if Hale’s constant messages home had been anything to go by.
My eyes fluttered open and I stared at her, looking tired but otherwise fine. Then my gaze hooked on her throat, where bite marks were decorating her skin and fully visible considering she wore her hair up and a thin strapped blouse.
“I don’t miss anyone, Diavolo.” Heaving a sigh I sat up, wondering if I had a sword in the car with me. “Who ate you? Was it a friend or an enemy?”
Lucifer cocked her head to the side and leaned into the window a little more.
“If I said enemy what would you do?”
“Remove their fangs from their mouth, then their head from their shoulders if they didn’t seem to understand my lesson.” My fingers flexed on the steering wheel as I fought the urge to maim and kill. I had a sneaking suspicion who was responsible for Lucifer’s marks but until she said it was against her will, I would remain calm and collected – I was a professional.
“Huh.” A smile tugged at her lips, “It was a friend, fully consensual. So no de-fanging needed.”
Snorting I nodded my head, lowering my slight anger. If she had consented then that was fine; she was more than capable of making her own decisions. Did I like seeing her covered in bite marks? Not particularly. But I also wasn’t foolish enough to even contemplate arguing with her about it.
“Get in the car so we can leave.” I huffed, hurrying her along. By the time she had her belt plugged in Ellis had joined us and Hale was just sauntering out of the gates.
The second he got in the car a stone cold silence settled in the back of the vehicle, frosty enough I could feel it as I drove. Not a word was spoken the entire journey home and every time I cast my eyes back in the mirror, I caught sight of Lucifer staring at Hale. She wore a smirk on her face and was barely blinking, and if I wasn’t mistaken he was doing the same. Though he wasn’t smirking; he was no doubt angry. I could practically feel the car vibrating with his need for a shift.
Eventually we arrived home and Ellis scarpered, no doubt eager to remove himself from the oncoming storm. I would have done the same but it wasn’t in my nature and I knew Hale could be vindictive when he wanted to be – he was a Griffin after all, and they were beasts who could only be pushed so far before they reacted with reckless actions.
“What’s happened?” I asked, as I locked the doors and forced them both to remain in the car a moment longer.
Lucifer broke her stare to smile at me, “Hale thinks I’m a dumb slut or whatever. He didn’t like me outing myself as a criminal or the fact I let Zade do this.” She waved at her skin.
Hale shook his head, the force of it whipping his golden locks around viciously.
“Do not paraphrase what I said.” He seethed, as he tried to keep his tone calm, “I was trying to look out for you; but you don’t have to worry about it happening again. If you want to be another notch on a bedpost then be my guest. I won’t help you when he breaks your fragile heart and makes even more of a fool of you than you are already making of yourself.”
The sheer anger that crossed Lucifer’s features was enough for me to intervene. With a groan I unlocked the doors and hurried around to the side, practically pulling Lucifer out of the car as she tried to go for Hale. Her hands were around his throat when I arrived, and there were no doubts if I had not intervened she would have killed him.
“Get your motherfucking hands off me!” Lucifer yelled and kicked out, trying to dislodge me. But it was useless; I was stronger than her and had no desire to let her go and get herself in trouble by snapping the Prince’s neck.
“Not until you calm down, Diavolo.”
“Fuck you!” She continued fighting so I did the same as the first night she disobeyed me, scooping her up over my shoulder and heading towards the palace, trusting Hale was bright enough to see himself out the car.
Keeping my hand on the backs of Lucifer’s thighs, to hold her skirt down, I tried not to think about how angry she was or how much the beast inside me purred in glee at bossing her around.
“Calm down and I shall let go of you.” I barked.
After a few moments of fighting, then a few more of silence, Lucifer huffed and let go of most of her anger.
“I can walk.” She seethed.
I wanted to trust her not to run off and find Hale so I gently placed her on the ground, holding my arm out instinctively and catching her as she attempted to punch me in the face. Her wrist was delicate and slender beneath my large hand, and if she had been anyone else I would have crushed my fingers together and shattered the bones in her arm. But as it was, I didn’t make a habit of hurting women, especially ones who had valid reasons for wanting to hit me.
“Do not put your hands on me, Diavolo, unless you want me to return the favor.” I lied, thinking my threat would be enough to deter her from her violent tendencies. Though I couldn’t lie; I liked that she was violent. It was fun to watch someone keep fighting even if they knew they were outnumbered or outpowered. I liked her fight response; it made me feel a little proud weirdly enough.
Lucifer’s eyes burned into mine and she licked her lips, eyeing me up and down with a strange look on her face.
“Try me, big man, I could take you down and even if I couldn’t I’d sure as hell enjoy the ride. I’d have you screaming my name one way or another and we both know I’d be the only one to come out on top.” She snapped, confident as anything.
With a stutter I shook my head, quickly changing subject to the incident in the car before I could even comprehend her non-threat-threat. Motioning for Lucifer to continue walking I asked what happened between her and Hale some more, needing more details and offering my advice even if it was unwarranted.
“He’s rude.” She huffed, like I hadn’t noticed Hale being irritating before.
“Yes, but that doesn’t mean you have to respond to it – be the bigger person.” I replied.
She raised her brows, crossing her arms over her chest. “Why should I? That has never worked out for me before.”
I shrugged, opening the palace doors for her and ushering her inside.
“But you can’t exactly get rid of him. Hale is going to be in your life for as long as you live here; so whilst I dislike him calling you names and being insufferable, at the same time I do think you cannot resort to punching him in the face every time he is a stronzo.” I wanted to punch the little shit in the face but that was different. I didn’t have to care about reputation or upsetting my family.
Lucifer hesitated before walking to her room, nibbling on her lower lip in thought.
“What is he? Like what type of monster. Is it something I should be worried about?”
“He’s a Griffin.” I made a note to send her some information about the class type once I was back home, knowing I had a few videos somewhere she could watch. “Think of it like a lion. But he is bigger and his teeth are poisonous.” The poison wouldn’t kill you, it would just make you see things for a while until it left your system.
“So he’s strong and fast?”
I nodded. “Strong, nimble, excellent senses, a great instinct for hunting, usually very alpha-like and can run pretty quick.” Hale would be nowhere near as strong as me, or as fast as a Vampire. But he was still terrifying and strong as hell for a pretty Mortal-like girl. “Griffin’s are very territorial and if they find a mate and pack, they can get very bloodthirsty and violent if they have to defend them.”
“What about me?” Lucifer asked eventually, “When do I get to become a monster?”
I had no answer to that. By her age Fae would have already had their class type. But as she had not been raised in this world her transformation would be stunted. It could come at any time, but more than likely would be brought out by strong emotions or a great change in her life. The only reason Ellis had been able to turn into a Wolf so fast was that we could smell it on him; we already knew what he was, and it was easy enough for his pack to get him to shift. When you didn’t know the class type of a person, it was pretty impossible to do the same thing.
“You have three options genetically for what you could be too.” I explained, after telling her I had no clue on a timeline.
Lucifer frowned, tapping her foot on the ground. “What?”
“Griffin, Basilisk or Vampire.” She could turn out to be anything, but ninety-nine percent of the time you were whatever class type ran in your family tree. “Laz is a Griffin, like Hale which is an odd coincidence, and Vick is a Vampire.”
“What about the other one?” Lucifer continued frowning, “Vick doesn’t look like the other Vampire’s I’ve met.”
Lucifer was right, but I had no answers to give to solve her confusion so moved on to the part I could answer for her.
“Your grandparents on your father’s side are the other options as we do not know your mother’s parents. But your grandfather is a Basilisk, and your grandmother a Griffin.”
Griffin DNA was her most common but I didn’t have Lucifer pegged as one. She wasn’t like the other Griffins I knew, and even if that weren’t the case, she had one glaringly obvious thing about herself that told me what she could be anyway.
“Your grandfather, Carmichael, has red eyes too. You may have them simply because you are his granddaughter, or because you are the same class type. But I don’t know for sure.”
Lucifer mulled over my words for a minute then nodded her head,
“Thanks for telling me, Enzo.” Lucifer said, before turning on her heel and storming off to her room as I made another note to send her videos about Basilisks too. I had a feeling she would need to know everything about them soon enough. I would have thought her parents would have been telling her all the information she needed to know, but clearly they hadn’t bothered yet.
By the time I walked back to my home I had a migraine building behind my eyes and was more than ready for bed. A two week nap would be wonderful for me and if I had the ability to fall of the planet for a bit I would have grasped the opportunity with both hands and a grateful smile.
“What’s up with your face?” Jules laughed as I barged through our front door.
“What do you think?” The words were almost a snarl as he continued to laugh, flitting out of my way before I could throw something at his head.
“See you later for beers?” Jules held his hand on the door before he ran off to work.
“Thanks but no. I think I need an early night.”
Jules tapped on the door two times and nodded, “Suit yourself.” He replied, before speeding away and leaving me in the first bit of peace I had had all damn week long.
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There was a letter sealed in a white envelope lying on my bed. It had been locked up tight with blood red wax and had a fancy seal on that I attempted to read out loud.
“Darklight Palace.” I managed the two words out loud after a moment, not sure if I wanted to bother opening the letter when I knew it would only piss me off even more when I struggled to read it.
I didn’t know anybody from another palace or with the surname bar my new mommy, so didn’t particularly care to find out what they wanted with me. Instead I went through the motions of getting unchanged, showered and trying to chill the fuck out before I went to dinner. It was my first dinner back home and if it weren’t bad enough I had to deal with Hale I would have to sit there with my fake parents and attempt conversation that wasn’t real.
Eventually, when I had dragged out my pamper session as much as I could, there was a knock on my door from a random palace slave and I was summoned to dinner. It was with a lot of attitude that I followed the butler to the same dining area I had eaten in before, trying to school my face into something resembling a smile. It probably looked more like a grimace but I did not have any fucks left to give.
“Lucifer!” Vick greeted me with a bright smile that I did not return. She looked fucking ecstatic to be seeing me and I was not feeling the same. I wished I could, but I simply didn’t.
It was hard to feel happy about seeing the strangers who birthed me when I felt like they were lying. I had no idea why I thought they were telling me bullshit, I just did. And so far in life none of my feelings had ever led me astray. If I felt like something was filled with crap, it was usually filled with crap.
“Vick.” Nodding my head I took the spare seat next to Hale that had been set up for me before greeting Laz too. He was quieter than his wife but his smile was no less blinding – I trusted it about the same as I trusted a crocodile not to eat me when it was hungry and I was a damn snack.
Just as I expected I was bombarded with question after question, most of which centred on my schoolwork. Unsurprisingly I lied about it, pretending to be far more invested than I actually was. The whole time I lied through my teeth and pretended not to notice the way Hale was smirking or snorting right next to me like an arrogant asshole.
I hated him. I wanted to punch him in the fucking face and then stab my steak knife into his gut. In fact, I almost debated it as our starters were finished and our mains brought out. My hand was on the knife handle and everything, ready to go. I wasn’t a stabby person, but I was more than willing to adapt if needs be.
“What about friends, have you made any yet?” Laz asked as he took a sip of his wine.
I nodded my head, explaining about Zoya first, before moving onto Zade.
“They’re the ones me and El are roomies with.” Casting a glance sideways I tried not to smirk too loudly, “I just think they’re so much cooler than the people Hale introduced me too. Don’t get me wrong, I’m so happy my new brother has taken time out to help me, but I just think our choice in friends is on a different wavelength and I am excited to get to know my own people.”
As the words left my mouth a cool hand landed on my thigh and for a second I froze, entirely unsure on what to do. Then Hale’s fingertips dug into my bare skin, far higher than my knee and what would be considered appropriate. I probably should have reacted but I didn’t. I let Hale keep his hand there, burning into me and making me damn near explode every time he moved higher up towards the apex of my thighs.
“Oh, I also had a letter come today from a Darklight Palace.” I said, changing subject to try to keep my brain from short circuiting. “Do you guys know who that is?”
Vick dropped her fork onto her plate and I caught the look of utter panic encompassing her features before she giggled, smoothing down her emotions and shutting me out entirely.
“Darklight was my surname before I married; that letter will be coming from my cousin Lamia.” Vick swallowed, “Or perhaps Carissa. She’s the, um, current Queen of Mirane, a neighbour country to ours.”
I didn’t know shit about Vick’s family but from the look on her face I wanted to. She was fucking terrified of them – or something they knew. And yeah, it probably made me a bit of a bitch to be curious instead of warned off, but I was hella intrigued about why Vick was looking scared at the prospect of me talking to what was essentially my family too.
“Well, that sounds like you have had a brilliant week Lucifer, what about you son?” Laz effectively ended the conversation by moving onto Hale, and I was glad for his intervention. Vick didn’t eat another bite of her meal and when I wasn’t busy freaking out over Hale tracing circles on my bare skin with his dumb soft hands I would have been playing detective more.
The entire meal I barely heard a thing that was said to me, nor did I speak much. The food was nice as hell and I enjoyed every bite but it was way too hard to concentrate when I was mad at myself for how soaked and needy I was from a single hand on my leg that belonged to a giant dickhead. It was fucking embarrassing and seeing as I had already fucked him and been screwed over, you’d have thought I would have learned my lesson.
By the time my new parents realized I was not in the mood for idle chat about school, the food was done and not a soul stopped me as I jumped to my feet, hurrying from the room and desperate to get back to my own space. To my utter horror I was not the only one who left the room and I was quickly followed out into the hallway.
“What the fuck was that?” I snarled, turning on the giant oaf with half a mind to slap him. The other half wanting to kiss him.
Hale sneered at me with disdain dripping from his pretty lips as his golden eyes narrowed, “What?”
“You know what. Why the fuck were you touching me?” I seethed.
Hale shrugged. “Because you liked it and I was proving a point.”
“Fuck you, no I didn’t.” I didn’t bother asking what point he thought he was proving because he reached down and I gasped, as Hale pushed his hand between my thighs and chuckled darkly.
“You didn’t like it but you’re soaked? Nice try, love.” He pulled back and shook his head, “As I said, I was proving a point. You clearly have no good judgment when it comes to men. At the first sign of false attention you’re already begging for it, even from an asshole like me who doesn’t like you much.”
Enraged I pushed my hand down onto his chest, taking liberties and being a bitch just like he was. Trailing my hand down the hard plains of his chest I went lower, rubbing hard over the bulge in his jeans with a wicked smile.
“I don’t think you hate me either rich boy – stop pretending you were doing it for me when you clearly like touching me anyway.” Purring the words I moved back, intending on shoving Hale against the wall and walking off so he could get a nice view of my ass and know he could never fucking touch it every again even if he was the last person on the planet.
But Hale had other ideas and he grabbed my hand, holding it over his hard dick and breathing slowly though his teeth as I tried not to be impressed by the monster underneath my hand that I recalled being inside me with perfect clarity.
“Where the hell do you think you’re going?” Hale breathed.
“My room? Figured I’d run off before I had more reason to snap your scrawny neck you dumb fucking cat.” I snapped, but he didn’t hear a word of it.
Hale shoved me through the door of a random guest bathroom, his body crowding me against the marble tiled wall in seconds. His lips were on my neck and his hands pawed all over my hips and ass, squeezing nice and tight. A gasp escaped me as I found my hands pulling on his clothes and forcing him even closer to me.
He was rough and domineering, and whilst a part of me wanted to punch him in the face the majority of me was getting off on everything that he was doing to me and my mind was filled with ideas of what I could do to him. It was sickening.
Hale lifted my dress, his fingers seeking out my core without any hesitation from me. As he found what he was looking for he pulled my thong aside and didn’t bother with going slow. Hale was knuckle deep in my pussy before I could so much as blink and boy did I fucking love it.
As his fingers sunk in and out of me I couldn’t stop the moan from escaping. I writhed on his hands and choked on air as Hale wasted no time taking what he wanted from me. His fingers curled, hitting that spot that made me see stars and practically beg him to bring me every ounce of pleasure he could. My own hands were sliding over him, desperate for more but not making the first move until he showed signs of letting me.
Instead I moaned, as he kept biting and sucking on my neck, and fireworks exploded in every part of my damn mind as I tried not to be too loud and let anyone know what we were doing. He hadn’t kissed me and I was glad of it. I couldn’t have handled things if we had made it more romantic, and not just our anger bubbling over into something else explosive. I would have taken it as something more if we had been kissing.
Far too soon I was practically shivering into a giant puddle as my moans turned frantic and I clung onto Hale for dear life.
“Come on, love, be a good girl and come for me.” Hale breathed into my ear and almost on command I detonated, my body shattering as lightning scoured through me and I had to bit my own tongue not to scream out loud.
For a few seconds there was bliss. We were both panting, trying to get our breaths back and fix the messes of our outfits. But just when I thought we had come to some sort of truce, and maybe our relationship wouldn’t be all that bad, Hale started laughing darkly and a tightness settled in my chest.
Hale grabbed my chin, pulling it up so he could glare at me with a hatred I hadn’t expected him to still hold.
“Look how easy that was.” He breathed, his voice filled with scorn. “I wasn’t even nice to you and I had you screwing my hand like a good girl, desperate for more.”
My cheeks flared and I pulled back, moving out of his fucked up embrace.
“Screw you.”
“Don’t pretend you wouldn’t do it again if I asked.” He returned, wrenching the door open and leaving with a dark look that I wanted to gouge off his fucking face.
***
Crying in my own bed got me nowhere but as it was the middle of the night I hardly had many other options apart from a snack hunt. Strolling through the palace I was on a search for something sweet to take away the horrible feeling that had been wreaking havoc inside me since my stupid encounter with Hale. Ice cream, chocolate, or whatever the fuck it was I could get my hands on. I wasn’t fussy in all honesty, I just wanted something to numb my emotions.
So it was on silent feat that I crept around in the dark and found myself a little lost. Turning the light on my Portal on I hunted around, eventually finding myself outside the doors to the dining room/ball room my new parents were apparently fond of so much that they were haunting it in the middle of the night.
“I cannot have her near my daughter!” Vick’s voice hissed through the air, quiet but loud enough I could make out every word as she yelled at whoever was with her and my father. I quickly turned off the light on my Portal, remaining hidden in the shadows.
“Calm down, sweetheart, we don’t know if it was Carissa who said anything, or if it was just a formal greeting from Mia.” Laz paused and I couldn’t hear well as he muttered something else.
I snuck closer, peering through the gap in the door so I could watch my parents and a handful of Guards I didn’t know stand around drinking and talking to each other like it was entirely normal to be doing so late and in secret.
“We should speak with Lucifer.” Laz continued slowly but was cut off before he could continue.
“What?!” Vick threw her glass at the wall, watching it shatter. “You think I ought to tell our daughter how we threw her away as a baby and refused to so much as check on her until she was old enough to get her magic and come back? Or that I paid Hale’s mother to give us her son instead and never come back?” Vick hissed the words through her teeth, “Or how we have no idea how to deal with her because we both know she holds a darkness inside her that will ruin us all soon enough?!”
I didn’t think I could be hurt by anything my new parents did but turned out I was wrong. Yeah, I had been suspicious as hell, but hearing my own worst fears confirmed with my own ears was all sorts of fucked up and sad. My poor little heart had been put through the wringer today and she was well and truly done.
Turning on my heel I fled back to my room, refusing to let the tears fall as I snatched the letter from before off of my side table. With shaky fingers I yanked it out of the envelope, scanning it with my Portal so I could have it read out loud to me instead as I lay back against my bed. Refusing to let any of the maelstrom of emotions take over me I tried not to feel like the loneliness inside my heart was getting strong enough to burst and send me down to hell.
Lucifer Nox,
I hope this letter reaches you well.
I wanted to introduce myself.
My name is Carissa Darklight, and I am the current Queen of Mirane and your cousin in a way.
Now, on the off chance your mother has told you about me I would like to press that her opinions are rather one sided, and whilst I will not insult her, Vick and I have not spoken more than twice in the last few years so I hardly think she could have an opinion on me so profound.
Now, without going into many details, I am writing to let you know that I wish to meet you.
I would be honored to get to know you and since I found out about your existence I had been filled with a terrible guilt that I have no found you sooner.
I am very busy, with my country and my daughters (triplets!) but I am informed that you were discovered in a Juvenile Detention Facility after spending a rather long time alone in there. The idea of you feeling out of place or without companionship in this new world makes my heart hurt and I really do not wish for you to feel that way for long so am more than happy to make some room to offer you aid. I would love to offer you friendship, and perhaps more in the future too if you wish for it.
Finally, I would like to apologize. I am the reason you were found. It was on my orders you were hunted down and brought back to our world and if that is something you are not happy with then I am truly sorry. I did not mean to cause you strife – I only meant to bring you back to where you belong when I found out you were sent away as a baby.
And please believe that if I had any clue of your existence before now I would have scoured the universe to find you and brought you home to me – Darklight’s do not abandon family or ever leave them behind.
Please let me know if you would like to meet, to discuss more details in person and for us to get to know each other as I would very much love that. I have attached my contact details on the other side of this letter and do hope you reach out.
Kindest Regards,
Carrie Darklight
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Feigning sickness I hid out in my room all day, uploading far too many selfies of me doing the same bullshit to social media, and scrolling endlessly as though any of the random photos of people having fun was interesting to me. Breakfast and lunch were bought to me by staff when I refused to move and I ate every morsel whilst watching Netflix and stewing over everything wrong in my life, with the occasional break to message my new friend Carrie. It was almost fun if it wasn’t making my heart break at the idea that I had really been nothing more than a thing that could be chucked away without a second look, I would have said I was having a nice time.
After a few hours of monotony the door knocked and Ellis barged in, looking really nice in a fancy suit that I had no idea he owned.
“What the fuck are you doing?” He laughed, as he watched me attempt a handstand against the wall in one of my many attempts to be a little less bored. “You know you have the upper body strength of a banana.”
Scowling I ignored him, continuing my current activity. Seconds later I was sprawled out on the rug in pain, after my arms had given out and I went splat on the ground.
“Told you.” Ellis snickered, as he dragged me to my feet and started leading me to the bathroom.
“I love you but not enough to shower with you.” I deadpanned, as he pushed me into the bathroom and ordered me to strip.
Ellis rolled his eyes, “We apparently have a party to go to and you look a mess. So wash up and I’ll grab you a dress.” He didn’t wait for me to agree, he simply huffed out the room and I could hear him rummaging through my closet seconds later as I took a quick shower like he told me to.
“What party?”
“Dunno. But your new ‘rents said it was important and it starts soon.” Ellis reappeared in the doorway as I wrapped a towel around my body and plugged in the hair dryer.
He had the first part of a fancy Princess dress in his hands that he hung on the bathroom door and I hated to admit he had made a good choice. It was black which wasn’t usually a me color, but it was made of tulle and had a low cut top with tiny spaghetti straps and beading around the edges.
“You need to put those puffy skirt things underneath.” Ellis said, when I eventually stepped into the dress, “Do you want lots of puffy stuff or a little puffy?”
Once he helped me steady myself I glanced in the mirror, deciding the more the merrier. Five minutes later I found myself in a dress with a huge skirt that span every time I moved and was extremely ridiculous.
“I look like a goth Queen.” I giggled, as I rushed a bit of nude makeup onto my face, “Is this party goth appropriate?”
Ellis shrugged, as he fixed imagined errors in his white hair and stole a bunch of my skincare products to try out.
“No idea. I was told about forty minutes before I came to get you and they were hella secretive – maybe it’s a sex party?” He nudged his brows in the direction of my very obvious chest, “The girls can get loads of attention from some rich guys. You could find yourself a hot Prince.”
Scowling I ignored Ellis and chucked on a pair of simple nude heels, before grabbing his arm and half dragging him out of my bedroom.
“Speaking of Prince’s, have you seen Hale today - he’s even more irritable than usual.” Ellis continued talking like I wasn’t shooting glares his way and I once again chose not to answer. I hadn’t exactly told him about me screwing Hale and I was preferring to keep it that way for a while – Ellis would bully me relentlessly for it and I didn’t want that yet.
“Where is this party?” I asked.
“Ballroom. Dining room. I dunno, the big room they like to hang out in.” He was just as confused as me to why the fammo liked to hang out in the one room. Surely they had other rooms they could use? Or were we on a gas meter and they wanted to conserve energy by sticking to one space?
The moment we entered the corridor to the ballroom I stopped walking, hearing the sounds of far too many people. There was music playing, guests murmuring and the distinctive sounds of people dancing. All things I had no desire to take part in. I didn’t want to dance unless it was at a club, I didn’t want to talk to strangers, and I sure as hell didn’t want to stand around a room full of random people and pretend to care about being there.
“We only have to stay ten minutes.” Ellis whispered, when I aired my concerns, “Let’s just get a few drinks and then we can call it a night?”
I plastered a fake smile onto my face, imagining that I was in my dorm at school, hanging out with Zoya being silly, or even just flirting with Zade. It was enough to make me feel a little lighter. Once calm I nodded my head at Ellis and let him lead me into the room, stepping through into my own version of hell. The second I entered applause and cheering rained down as people yelled out the same thing in my direction that I couldn’t understand.
“Why the fuck are they saying Happy Birthday to me?!” Any hope of smiling and being nice was well and truly out the window as Vick, Laz and Hale practically descended on me and the room continued their false praise.
“Happy Birthday darling!” Vick said, leaning down to kiss me on the cheek.
I pulled back instinctively and she must have noticed, because her smile slipped ever so slightly and Laz quickly came next.
“Happy Birthday, Lucifer.” He beamed, kissing my cheek too as I tried not to freak the fuck out on the inside.
Don’t get me wrong, I would have loved a surprise birthday party. But only if my friends were there, not stuck up strangers. Oh, and if it was my actual birthday, not like two weeks before.
“El?” Turning to my bestie I tried to understand, but his face was just as baffled as mine.
For the half an hour that followed I said nothing. I was dragged around the room, kissed on the cheek and congratulated and not a damn soul commented on the glare in my eyes or the frown on my lips. They simply took their turn spewing bullshit and being fake nice.
Eventually though things calmed down. People either got the hint or had already spoken to me, and for a brief moment I was left entirely alone. It was safe to say I took the opportunity to bolt out the nearest door into the darkness, desperate for an escape.
The exit wasn’t one I had used before and by the time I felt like I was alone enough I found myself standing on a little bridge overlooking a small pond. It was cute as fuck and the perfect spot to have a meltdown. But then my Portal beeped in my little purse and I took it out, hoping it was someone I actually liked offering me an alternative to the imploding of my mind. If Zoya had told me she was out murdering people I would have joined her, I was that desperate.
Carrie
I was just informed it was your birthday today? Apologies for the late message, I thought your birthday was in a week or so. But regardless, I hope you have had a wonderful day and wish you all the luck and happiness you desire.
I don’t know why I did it, or what the hell I was hoping to gain. But I instantly replied, asking if she could meet me now. Figuring there was a taxi or something I could call, I was not prepared in the slightest for a crack of blue light just beyond the trees, and for Carrie to damn well step out of it and head towards me.
I had seen pictures of Carrie online but they did not do her justice. Her hair was dark and shiny, as it reached just above her thick hips. Her eyes were pools of caramel and chocolate, swirled together to be bright and sweet, just like the ones Vick had. She held herself with an air of true confidence I was instantly envious of, and though we had similar figures and plenty of curves, she wore them a lot better than me, especially in her skin tight red silk dress and the fact she was taller than me by a decent amount even without heels.
Carrie spotted me and quickly headed closer. She held out her hand and I shook it hesitantly, feeling a shock of warmth from her palm.
“You’re even more beautiful than your pictures showed!” She beamed at me and for the first time in a while I didn’t find it false. She seemed genuinely happy to meet me and wasn’t lying through her teeth like other people had.
“So do you.” I replied, as we moved to sit on the wooden bench nearby, “How did you get here so fast?”
“Portal powder.” She replied, showing me a little bag of bright blue powder in a secret pocket on her dress. “If you haven’t learned to make it in school yet then I can get some sent to you; it means you can move around as you please too.”
For a few minutes we got to know each other with the basics. I found out she was married to a man called George, who was a Seer. She had three daughters; Katarina, Annabella and Gwendolyn (ridiculous names but I kept that thought to myself on account of my own name) and she also had an identical twin sister called Lamia. She had ruled since young and was either hated or loved by her followers, there was no in between. She was also something called a Chimera, and the last one of her kind if her daughters did not carry the gene. I had no idea what it was but I made a note to ask Enzo later on as he seemed to know about monsters and what not.
“What other magic do you have?” I asked, eager to see if she had anything cool.
Carrie chuckled and turned her hands towards the flowers beside us. Her eyes flashed gold and instantly the flowers began to grow and dance right before my eyes.
“I can control the element of Earth.” She said simply, like it wasn’t entirely mind blowing. “I can do beautiful things and destructive things. It really depends on the day.” She teased.
Our conversation continued until we finally got to the route of why I had called her – I needed to know the truth, from someone who I thought could tell me. So far she hadn’t lied to me and had been a lot blunter about things. I needed that in my life.
“Do you know why my parents dumped me?” Tracing my fingers on my thigh I tried not to let my voice shake.
Carrie pursed her lips, her nails tapping on the bench a moment.
“They are a little more traditional here than in my country; a man is still the preferred choice of ruler.” Carrie said slowly, “I presume they preferred the idea of a boy, and when your replacement was so easily come by, it was hard for them not to simply swap you out.”
She pulled a face, entirely disgusted by the idea.
“They were going to leave me there so Hale could be King?” I hated Hale even more even though it wasn’t really his fault.
Carried nodded her head sharply.
“A friend of mine has the ability to trace magic, and she got a bit of your signature in the Mortal Realm and knew it belonged to a Darklight. She came to me, and I went to Vick. After she confessed everything I instantly came to find you.”
“So you’re the one who saved me from jail? I guess I owe you a thanks.” I smiled wryly, “It wasn’t fun in Juvie so I’m glad I didn’t have to stick around any longer.”
Within another twenty minutes Carrie told me all about the search parties she had orchestrated for me and I found out that the only reason why my parents had me back was because Carrie leaked my discovery to the press so that they had no choice. It was why they were spoiling me now with pretty things and purchases; so they could be seen to any who watched that they cared.
Eventually I had no more questions and was thoroughly feeling depressed. But Carrie had to go home and I had to go back inside before anyone noticed me missing and did something gross like come and find me to yell.
“Thank you for coming.” I said softly as we got to our feet.
Carrie hesitated, before she sighed and wrapped her arms around me in a tight hug.
“Write to me any time – about anything.” She breathed, as she gave me my first family hug in far too long and pulled back, “If you need me then I will be there Lucifer, do not every think you are alone again.”
As Carrie bade me goodbye and used some portal powder to return home I found myself in a far better mood than before, but at the same time I even worse. Returning to the party, being forced to deal with a bunch of dickheads who lied to me and didn’t want me around, was not my idea of fun. The free bar on the other hand was definitely up my street for the evening.
For the hour that followed I drank. Everything and anything. Until I could no longer stand and was seeing triple of everything. It was then that I found the courage to be my usual bitch self as I headed over to my parents and Hale, a bottle of champagne clutched in my hand.
“Lucifer!” Laz called my name, concern on his face. “Are you alright?”
Swaying on my feet I debated how best to start my rant, not caring for the audience or consequences. But then Enzo and Jules appeared out of nowhere, both of them grabbing hold of me and keeping me upright before I could open my mouth and spew a bunch of hatred that was eating me alive.
“Come, I will take you back to your room.” Enzo said kindly, as though I was a broken little kid who needed someone to be nice to her.
Hale snorted as I was turned around, and all my rage to him intensified.
“She’s drunk, she just needs to get sober.” He muttered, as he picked invisible lint off his suit jacket.
“Fuck you, Hale.” I snarled, taking a step towards him ready to fight even if he currently had multiple heads.
I didn’t get far though. Enzo hauled me out the damn room as I cursed him to high heaven. He continued to ignore my insults as he took me back to my room and practically threw me onto my bed. Jules had followed us, but the second I was safe he went off to do whatever it was he did for fun instead of dealing with my wrath.
“You shouldn’t be getting so drunk.” Enzo said, as he took my shoes off for me and forced a glass of water into my hands.
“Don’t tell me what to do!” I half-yelled, before the worst thing ever happened, and I instantly began crying. Collapsing onto my bed I let the sobs wreck my body as I let out all the frustration inside my heart. I barely noticed as Enzo sat on my bed, lifting my head and placing it on a cushion on his lap.
“What is wrong, Diavolo – tell me what happened and I can help you.” He stroked my head, as I continued sobbing into his lap like it wasn’t embarrassing as hell. “If someone has hurt you I will destroy them, you only need to give me a name.”
Through tear stained eyes I looked up at Enzo, trying to figure out his motivations. He didn’t have to help me, and I wondered if he really would do as he said. If he was lying it would hurt, but if he was telling the truth then it was dangerous – I might have started to think he would care about me.
“It’s not my birthday.” I said slowly, my voice raspy, “My birthday is next week.”
Enzo bit his lip, frowning as his green eyes raked over the tears on my cheeks, “I told your parents that, but they thought you would enjoy having your old birthday; your true one. I guess they were wrong.”
“You think?” I snorted, as I harshly wiped my eyes, smearing my mascara as I attempted to stem the flow of tears. It was pointless because I started crying again. But at least I could pretend that I wasn’t a mess. “Everything keeps changing, Enzo, and so far I don’t like it. I don’t like anything.”
I had no idea how long I stayed there, sobbing into Enzo’s lap as he whispered false comfort and trailed his hand over my head. But I passed out eventually and not once did I feel him get up to leave – he never went anywhere. He never left me alone and I didn’t know what to make of that.
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Sunday had been spent sleeping off a hangover and I presumed Lucifer had done the same, which is why the first time I saw her had been in the car to school Monday morning. She looked tired, with dark circles under her eyes, and she was distinctly lacking her usual flair of extravagance. A pair of blue jeans were on her legs and she wore a white t-shirt, tied up just under her bra and showing off her tanned skin. She even had a pair of white Air Force on her feet, not high heels.
The entire journey I attempted to catch her gaze and see if I could start a conversation. I was nervous as hell but knew I needed to apologize. My actions towards her had been unwarranted and my treatment after our hook up was disgusting. Sure, I had been mad as hell and felt guilty at the mere thought that what we had done was wrong. But that wasn’t her fault. She never asked for anything I said or did and I couldn’t keep blaming her. The mate bond could be broken between us if I asked her to do it with me; I didn’t need to keep holding her accountable for it when in reality she had no idea it was a thing anyway.
As the car pulled up to a stop Lucifer spoke for the first time, so she could thank Julio for the ride. Then she scurried out the vehicle and attempted to get away from me as soon as she could. But I followed her out just as fast. Grabbing her arm I pulled her to a stop before she could walk inside.
“Get your hands off me.” Lucifer growled, her voice loud enough that every Wicked member present instantly came to a halt to watch us.
Their eyes were on me and despite knowing I was powerful and could handle myself, I also realized how outmatched I was if they decided to attack. Lucifer was supposedly their Queen now; surely they should have been coming for my head at the first sign of her being in trouble? I had a feeling they were simply waiting to see if she would summon them before they advanced, which didn’t bode well as it meant they knew she was capable of hurting me if she wanted to do so first.
“I wanted to talk, love.” I didn’t let go, but I did relax my hold a bit.
Lucifer scoffed. “Nothing to talk about dickhead; now do as you’re told and get your damn hands off me.”
“There are plenty of things I need to say and-” The cool butt of a blade caressed the back of my neck and I froze, sensing the danger behind me and knowing who was there before he even spoke.
“You heard her.” Zade’s tone was dark, full of warning, that I was not stupid enough to ignore. “Get your hands off her and walk away.”
Clenching my jaw I did as I was told, knowing that I was out numbered despite everything I could do. Talking to Lucifer at school would be pointless and I would have to wait until we were back at the palace. It wasn’t like I had any other option unless I wanted to fight a bunch of students and get into trouble.
“No problem. I’ll see you at home.” I smiled, straightening myself up and putting my false confidence back into place before striding towards the school doors like nothing in the universe could be wrong with me and I wasn’t harbouring a pathetic crush on a girl who was supposed to be my sister and not someone I could ever truly have.
I couldn’t get around her guard dog Vampire without doing something rash and the entire journey to my dorm room I contemplated a bunch of ideas, trying to figure out how I could insert myself into Lucifer’s life, for her own safety of course, without being caught out or having my parents realize something was wrong and get rid of me.
It was ridiculous for me to be concerned with her when so far she had been nothing but infuriating, but it was hard to see reason. On the one hand I hated her, for she had come back to steal away the life I had become accustomed to and was no doubt plotting away how she could take my parents from me. But then on the other hand I felt bad about how she had always been alone, and that she seemed to be struggling to fit in and was making poor choices. The Gods may have made a mistake with the mate bond but that didn’t stop me hurting inside every time I saw her sad or said something horrid.
With a huff I threw myself down onto my bed, just as my Portal rang. I ignored it three times before I ran out of patience and lifted the device to my ear.
“Liza.” I sighed, attempting to keep my tone polite. “What can I help you with today?”
“I do not appreciate being lied to Hale.” Liza snarled, before launching into a rant about Lucifer, and how disappointing she was. From the sounds of things, Lucifer had been posting photo’s all weekend she had taken with Zoya or Zade, and Liza didn’t take too kindly to the fact she had been shunned and made a fool of.
I zoned out, thinking of nothing and everything all at once. Sure, I had lied to Liza and Remi about how wonderful and Elite Lucifer was, but it was hardly done with bad intent. I simply pretend she was what they wanted her to be, so that they would befriend her instead of making her sad.
Obviously I hadn’t taken into consideration that Lucifer was a Wicked little girl with absolutely no common sense.
“Spit it out, Liza, I have to get to class – tell me what you called for.” I interrupted Liza’s speech with a roll of my eyes. I was bored of her incessant droning on, as though I could ever care about the childish business of fools pretending they were powerful when we all knew they were not.
“Fine. Let me make myself clear; if Lucifer acts with Wicked again, then we shall treat her like we would every other member of their pathetic group, and no amount of titles she doesn’t deserve will save her from us. We will ruin her life.”
Liza hung up after that, though I supposed it made no difference seeing as I lobbed my Portal at the wall with every intention of breaking it in half. It was a shame it was already designed to be sturdy, on account of half the people who held the device being a little too strong for their own good.
Jumping out of bed I paced the room, rubbing at the mark on my skin that had cursed me, as I desperately tried to come to the easiest conclusion for all my issues. Unfortunately I was not designed for stress, I much preferred pushing my issues into far more capable hands. So it was with only a little bit of guilt that I scooped my Portal back up, hitting dial on the only person I knew could help me solve all my issues in one go.
“Mother,” I trilled, “I think we ought to discuss the idea of getting Lucifer a personal Guard.”
The conversation went far easier than I thought. My mother was ecstatic with the idea, seemingly a little too much. I had no idea why she was so enamoured with the idea of Lucifer having a personal Guard, but she was, and I was in no mood to question it.
We came to our arrangement and bid goodbyes, the call only alleviating some of my worries. I felt guilty now, at the idea of Lucifer being made to have a Guard. But I could swallow it down and hope that one day, when she understood my warped logic, that she would realize I was looking out for her in my own twisted way. For now though, I could do nothing but leave her to it, and make my way outside the woods that surrounded our school.
It was a little wet today, with the promise of an oncoming storm. We didn’t get nowhere near as many storms as they did in our neighbour country of Mirane, in the Kingdom of Mordova. The weather there, especially where it bordered onto the Kingdom of Arle, was tempestuous and rather odd. The storms, especially with lighting, had no logic or reasoning behind them half the time. It was like the weather was controlled by a child who caused havoc each time she stomped her foot or was refused dessert after dinner.
The second I arrived in an empty spot of grass I cracked my joints and stretched out my aching form. My entire body shivered with the change into my Griffin form as I took off running and by the time I made it into the trees I had four legs instead of two. My golden paws hit the dirt and I roared my frustrations into the sky, refusing to turn back until I had ran as far as I could and my body no longer begged me to turn around and find the girl who the Gods had tried to sell my damn soul to.
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School was school. Nothing special, nothing bad. Yeah, I had kinda wanted Zade and Hale to fight each other Monday morning but that couldn’t be done. Zade would have won for sure then I would have felt a tiny bit bad because Hale was a dickhead but he had been nice to me like three times and I was a bit of a sucker for that. It was the same reason I had been extra nice to Enzo last weekend and hadn’t insulted him once – he had been nice to me.
The only other person who had done anything remotely kind was Carrie. She had told me the truth about my parents, on top of what I overheard, and now I knew that when the time came for me to call my parents out on their bullshit she would have my back. It was why I now spent my History lesson sending her voice notes of me talking shit instead of paying attention. It was the same thing we had been doing all week long so far when I was supposed to be learning.
It wasn’t like the rest of the class was doing much either, they were all talking. In fact, I didn’t think a single soul was doing work – even Hale and his douchebags. Hale had his headphones in and his eyes shut like his life was so damn hard. The only time he opened his eyes was to glare at a tattoo I didn’t know he had on his wrist. It was two infinity symbols overlapped and kinda cute if not for the fact it was on Hale and it was right next to the moon that we seemed to both have.
“Who you talking to with a smile like that?” Zoya jumped onto the empty chair next to me, appearing from nowhere and startling me a little.
It was odd how easily she could blend in considering she was a walking rainbow. She was literally wearing jeans and a denim jacket that had flowers and birds painted all over in bright, neon colors. There was no way she should have been able to be so sneaky.
“My cousin I guess.” I explained about Carrie, not bothering to go into details on who she was when Zoya would already be well aware.
Zoya nodded her head, “I always thought the rumours of her being evil were exaggerated. I don’t think anyone can be just bad.”
“I don’t know any of the rumours but I don’t care to learn them; I’m not going to judge her for things she might not have even done.” It would be hypocritical of me to believe hearsay when if you looked at what happened to me, and how people thought I was just unhinged for attacking someone, and not a legit victim. For all I knew Carrie was just misunderstood and until I saw evidence of her crimes I would be polite. She had been nothing but nice to me so far.
“Well, when you’re done gossiping you wanna ditch for the rest of the day and come to a party later? It’s a sorta welcome to Wicked thing.” Zoya invited Ellis too, giving us all the details of where we could go and have fun.
“Fuck yeah, we’re in.” Ellis answered for both of us as I bobbed my head eagerly. I was more than ready to have a real party and hang out with cool people; the ball last weekend had been boring and ridiculous.
“Sweet.” Zoya got to her feet as the bell rang, holding out her hand to me, “Come cause havoc with us for a bit then.”
Grabbing her hand I followed blindly, Ellis on my tail. I had no idea what Zoya wanted to do but I was more than willing to follow her. She was nice as hell and I was far more interested in hanging out with her than continuing learning. It was probably a little silly to be so happy to do anything I was asked but it wasn’t like I had ever been taught to say no and think about my actions. I was more the sort to jump in head first.
***
Turned out an afternoon of spray painting walls, watching Zoya and her minions beat up some Elite kids, and chatting utter shit with my friends was a pretty good way to relax. By the time darkness hit and I was ready to party, I felt a hell of a lot better about my current circumstances and was no longer on the verge of anger or tears every time I remembered I was a waste of fucking space.
Fluffing out my curled hair I admired my reflection, glad I had gone for a darker look again. A red bodycon dress with long sleeves and a low-cut top clung to my body and matched the dark lipstick on my mouth and went really well with my black platform pleasers, with lots of little straps and a leather look to them. I had painted my nails black too and put on a little bit of eyeliner.
I felt hot as hell and more than ready to party, though I had to be careful not to sneeze or anything and showcase my vagina to the universe. But whatever; if it happened I would front it out.
“You look pretty.” I complimented Zoya, as she knocked on my door to collect me in a blue cloud pattered crop top and skirt that complimented her dark skin.
She gave me a twirl. “Thanks; you look good too.”
Beaming I followed her out the room and we grabbed Ellis on the way. The three of us shared a bottle of champagne that Zoya procured as we made our way out the school, to a small warehouse just in the woodlands, as Zoya rabbited on and on about random things.
I was a little miffed about the walk for a second, thinking I would no doubt trip in my shoes, but luckily the dirt path was solid and I didn’t embarrass myself the entire way there. Though I kept my arm hooked through Ellis’ as an extra precaution, not wanting to ruin my look until the end of the night.
If I ended up on my ass drunk it didn’t bother me, but if I did it sober then that was just awkward. I was an adult now, I should be able to do a basic function like walking without being dumb. Though it was still weird to think of myself as being eighteen, and not seventeen. I figured when the weekend came properly and my birthday happened again I would finally accept it.
“Zade said to go meet him, Luci, and we can go get drinks.” Zoya opened the old metal warehouse doors when we arrived, pointing to the back wall at the only chairs. The warehouse was empty with a solid dirt floor and a table with a makeshift bar in the far right corner. There were a few couches against the back wall opposite the speakers and Zade was sitting alone on the middle red one, his legs open wide in nothing more than skinny jeans and a black shirt that he hadn’t bothered buttoning.
“Cool.” I muttered as I made my way to the back, striding like a hella confident person as I wondered why the hell I was being summoned as I came to a stop in front of Zade and some of his minions. “Zoya said you asked for me?”
“Fuck me, Butterfly.” Zade groaned biting on his lower lip without a single care for the audience as his eyes scoured down my body, “You are perfect.”
Raking my eyes down his abs I repeated his compliment back to him, meaning every damn word. I was already picturing licking ice cream off his stomach or whatever the fuck I could eat off him. Dude was sculpted like a damn God.
“I have business first, but save me a dance?” Zade murmured, and I nodded happy as anything. “I want to hang out with you once I’m done.”
Dancing with him would be hard if he put his hands on me but I could survive. It wasn’t like I would explode into a million pieces of Lucifer-mush the second I felt him against my skin. I could control myself. Sort of.
“No problem, have fun with your work.” With a flutter of my fingers I waved and turned away, joining Zoya and Ellis in the middle of what was the dancefloor.
Within the hour there was no room to breathe. I was four drinks in and feeling lighter than air, no worries on my mind bar the occasional reminder that I was an idiot from intrusive thoughts that needed to do one. Bodies were packed on the dance floor and everyone seemed to be having a great time, even though more and more people kept arriving as the night progressed.
I didn’t know any of them, though I could have sworn I spotted Hale at one point. But as I was a little tipsy I didn’t bother to see if I was imagining things or not. Instead I concentrated on the Vampire who seemed to find me interesting. Zade was staring. I didn’t know why, or what the hell could be so interesting to him, but all night long he didn’t once take his eyes off me. Even when his minions talked to him and dealt with whatever the hell it was he was doing. I was more than happy to admit that I liked having his eyes on me.
Evacuate The Dancefloor by Cascada blasted through the speakers as I knocked back yet another random drink and danced to my heart’s content. I wasn’t talented at many things, but dancing was my jam. I got lost to the music and turned into a damn performer. It was fun as hell and if not for the fact I was trying to get over being a reject I would have almost claimed to be having a brilliant day.
The only downside was when someone bumped into me and seemed to think instead of moving away he could get me grinding on him without so much as a hello. The strangers hands went around my waist and I scowled, spinning in my pretty shoes and trying not to topple over onto my ass.
“Not interested thanks.” My voice wasn’t loud, but it was strong enough not to be missed.
“Oh come on, it’s just a dance.” The boy rolled his dark eyes as I clocked his fancy outfit, knowing he was definitely not Wicked. He looked stuck up and if he was Elite then he shouldn’t have been at the party, let alone with his dumbass hands on me. I was seriously not interested.
“A dance I don’t want; go away.” I ordered, tone firm.
With a huff he pulled back his hands, his smile turning sour.
“You’re a dumb bitch anyway; I can do way better.”
My body moved on instinct as I brought my knee up, aiming it right for the asshole’s dick. I connected with a satisfying thud before I pulled my arm back, socking him right in the face too. My hand stung and I flinched, but it was fucking worth it when I burst out laughing and felt a hell of a lot better.
There guy dropped to the ground groaning, as people jumped out the way to avoid being knocked over. Zoya and a couple of Wicked kids were on the idiot in a few seconds and I knew I was not needed any longer when I saw Zade appear, red faced and brandishing a metal bar of some kind.
I probably shouldn’t have watched, but I did. Even though I was backing away, needing a breather, I kept my eyes trained on Zade as he used the metal in his hand to break the strange boys fingers one by one until both his hands were fucked up and making me queasy yet excited.
“Back in a minute; I need air!” Yelling to Ellis I walked outside, flexing my hand and ignoring the pain in my knuckles and the weird feeling in my chest that had been getting worse all week long after coming back to school Monday.
I needed to start learning how to fight properly or something because if I kept going around hitting assholes I was bound to fuck up my bones or something equally dumb, and I wasn’t entirely sure if there were hospitals in the Other Realm, or if I had insurance to cover medical care. Plus, if Zade was the type to break bones on a whim then I would need to learn how to do the same thing so I didn’t let him down and give him an excuse to ditch me for a better choice.
A few steps from the door I sighed, blowing out a breath into the cold air. Before I could relax there was a snapping sound in the woods opposite and I let out a blood curdling scream when I stared upon on a fucking lion. It was huge, bigger than the animals I had seen at the zoo. The mane was thick and golden and it matched the bright golden shade of the beasts eyes and the shimmer of golden light in its fur.
“Nice kitty, please don’t eat me.” I begged, hands in front of me as though the animal would understand I wasn’t a threat.
Before I could panic further the lion began vibrating and to my utter horror, it turned into Hale.
“What the actual fuck?!” I breathed, trying not to freak out too much. I mean, I knew he was a Griffin, but I hadn’t exactly seen him or anyone else for that matter, turn into a legit animal. The only thing I had seen so far was fangs and they were hardly scary.
Hale raised his brows, “I didn’t mean to startle you. I thought you knew it was me. I forgot you weren’t like the other Fae for a moment.”
His reminder that I was a freak was annoying but I didn’t let it bother me.
“Why are you lurking in the woods?”
“I wanted to give you a heads up that it would be wise to quit Wicked now, before the end of the night.” He had none of his usual fire in his voice and I frowned, trying to figure out what he was playing at.
“Why?” My lips pursed.
“Because my parents are concerned about you and think you are acting up and need supervision. You may find yourself with a babysitter soon enough.” He said it like it was no big deal, when in reality it was. I may not have known the specific details of what it would entail, but having someone following me around all the time on my dumbass parents orders was a hell no.
“Fuck that.” I scoffed, “I’m not doing it.”
Hale’s body started shivering again and I prepared myself to watch him turn back.
“Not your choice, love, I just came to give you a heads up.” He said, before doing as I predicted and shifting back into his scary Griffin form and scarpering back through the trees to wherever it was he liked to hunt.
With a groan I leaned against the warehouse wall, closing my eyes and choosing to be calm instead of angsty. There would be a way out of having a babysitter chosen by my parents, and I would think of it in the morning when I wasn’t a little drunk or tired. It would be easy and I was sure I could ask Carrie for advice too. It was only Wednesday after all and I could figure out a way to deal with things on the weekend when I had more time.
Eventually, after what felt like eternity, the warehouse door creaked open and I felt the presence of someone else next to me disturbing my not so peaceful quiet.
“You okay?” Zade asked as I opened my eyes, “You’ve been outside a while.”
Nodding my head I shoved away thoughts of Hale and ass-kicking’s, choosing to focus on Zade instead. He was a lot better to spend my time with considering he didn’t try to make me mad every time he opened his mouth.
“All good. Just want to go back to my dorm I think.” I shrugged, playing with the hem of my dress. “Not in the partying mood anymore.”
Zade linked his fingers through mine with a soft smile. His skin was cold against me and I liked it. Even though it was freezing outside I was warm, and the break from the heat was kinda nice.
“I’ll walk you back then.” He said, “I didn’t scare you did I? With what I did back there.” He pointed his chin at the warehouse.
I shook my head. “Nope, thank you for doing that.” I smiled, “You don’t have to look after me, but I appreciate it. Though you really don’t have to walk me back to the dorm either.”
“There is no chance I am letting you wander around in the dark on your own. I’m taking you home.” Zade scoffed like I was being ridiculous, “Start walking, Butterfly or I will carry you.”
I didn’t know if it was the alcohol, the stress I was under, or the fact that Zade was genuinely nice. But whatever my reasoning, before we could take a single step I yanked him closer to me and crushed my lips to his, hoping beyond hope he didn’t reject me and shatter my fragile ego when I was already on the edge.
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Club music danced in my ears, my body tingled with alcohol and my mouth was on fire from the presence of a pair of butter soft lips against me. Lucifer was kissing me and despite knowing I should push her gently away and make sure she found someone more worthy of her time I did nothing of the sort. I wrapped my arms around her and practically snarled in delight as I eagerly claimed more of her sweet taste.
After a moment she needed air, so I pulled back my lips to give her some space.
“You are perfect.” I growled through my teeth, as I claimed her neck with tiny little kisses against her skin, reining in the desire to sink my fangs into her neck again.
Lucifer shuddered, “I don’t feel perfect.”
With a frown I pulled back, trying to work out the reasons for the tremor in her voice and see what I could do to help solve them.
“Why?”
“I feel like I’m playing a role I don’t want. I wouldn’t have come to this world if I had been asked, and I don’t want to know my parents. I had no choice about anything and I don’t appreciate it.” She shrugged a single shoulder as I trailed my fingertips on her collarbone, “I feel like a misfit trying to be someone she is not.”
I hated the idea of her faking or trying to morph herself into something different when she was perfect the way she was. And it wasn’t me just being a simp and saying that I was simply a believer that people were who they were, and they should not aim to change. We were all perfect in our own little fucked up ways and should never desire to be something or someone else.
“You shouldn’t pretend with anything, Butterfly. You should be you and do and act how you please, regardless of consequence.” I hoped she heeded my words but I knew it was a long shot.
Lucifer nodded for a moment before muttering and turning her frown upside down.
“Fine. I can do that.”
Curious as ever I peered into her eyes as she coyly looked up at me through her lashes. A flutter started in my stomach and I desperately tried not to push my luck and do things that I had been dreaming about since the moment I bumped into her in nothing but a towel.
“What are you going to do first?” I breathed.
Lucifer looked me up and down and a tiny smile pulled at her lips.
“Hopefully you.”
I may have burst out laughing but it was as I hoisted her into my arms and sped the pair of us back to my bedroom. My nerves were shot to shit and I knew I had a smug as shit grin on my face.
“You sure that’s what you wanna do?” I checked, more than once. I knew she had been drinking but she wasn’t drunk any more, and as far as I could see was fully in control of her actions and more than capable of making a choice.
Lucifer bobbed her head. “I said yes didn’t I? Stop embarrassing me.” She laughed a little, her cheeks flush as I dropped her to her feet once we were in my room.
I was kinda glad I had tidied a little earlier on. Not that my room was ever that bad, but I had a habit of leaving clothes around the place or random weapons in unsafe hiding spots. And as my bedroom was all white with pale purple accents I could hardly hide the mess anywhere. It would be obvious.
“So like, how does this usually go for you?” Lucifer stood perfectly straight, her lips parted as she breathed fast and shallow. “I don’t think I’ve ever had sex in a bed.”
I frowned, not liking the idea of her never having experienced an ounce of class or romance. “Why?”
“Dunno. Never had anyone do that. Not that I’ve slept with more than like five people. But still.” She bit her lower lip, “Was usually at a party or … something.”
Don’t get me wrong I was a fan of a party, car, middle of damn nowhere, hook up. But I was no whore. I had a lower body count than Lucifer and only slept with girls I dated. Even then I made sure to screw them in their bed and be sweet just as often as I was filthy in other places. It was all about balance.
“Get ready to have your mind blown then, Butterfly.” With a wry grin I flitted to her, lifting her and throwing her down on my bed, relishing in her giggle as she bounced a little on my blankets.
Turning my speakers on for some background noise I zoned out, concentrating on the beautiful creature right in front of me as I slipped my jeans, shoes and shirt off before crawling over the bed and hovering above Lucifer, my arms either side of her.
Her chest rose and fell rapidly as I trailed my hands over her hips and stomach, before I quickly flipped her over onto her front and unzipped her red dress. She had no bra on and the tiny lace thong was nothing but a scrap of material that instantly made my mouth water. I wanted to bury my face in her chest or between her thighs and suffocate there; it would have been fun.
“Want me to do my shoes, they have a lot of straps.” Lucifer mumbled into my pillow but I shook my head.
“Leave them on?” I wasn’t a shoes guy exactly, but I did admire every single pair Lucifer wore, especially when they were high and looked good for crushing our enemies like the ones she wore tonight. I ought to get her some, maybe with extra spikes on or something poisonous.
“You like them?” She asked softly.
“I think they are beautiful and wouldn’t mind them attached to you as your legs are wrapped around my head.” I replied, flipping her back to her front so I could get exactly what I wanted.
With a sigh I brought my lips to hers and once more found our tongues dancing alongside each other and our hands pawing the others body. By the time she was shivering beneath me I could not wait much longer. So I pulled back, trailing a line of kisses and gentle nips down her body, all the way to her thick thighs.
“Zade…” Lucifer groaned my name as her legs opened up and with a satisfied smirk I pushed her wider, kissing the heaven between her thighs and relishing in the soft noises coming from her mouth.
She tasted of sunshine, rainbows and heartache. It was heady and the best damn thing I had ever eaten in my life – even more delectable than her blood. Though I supposed my enjoyment was heightened by the moans and panting coming from Lucifer in a matter of minutes. It was always a good boost to the ego knowing that you could make a Queen come apart with nothing more than your tongue.
Lucifer’s hands wound into my hair as she pushed me down harder, wriggling her hips and practically suffocating me. It was pure fucking heaven and before long she was cursing to the Gods and trembling hard enough that with a few extra swipes of my tongue she fell apart with screams of pleasure that I mentally recorded and locked away forever.
“Fuck…” Lucifer gasped and groaned as I sat up, “That was… that was good.”
“Good?” I shucked my boxers and moved back onto the bed.
“Perfect.” She confirmed, licking her lips as she stared at my dick in longing, “But now I want more.”
Pushing her thighs further apart I settled myself between her legs with a cocky smirk, feeling every tremble of her body against me.
“More?” Dragging myself through her wetness only made her grind down against me, begging for me.
“Yeah.” She nodded eagerly, “Please. Pretty please with a cherry on top.”
“This time I’m going to be sweet.” I murmured in her ear as I slowly eased myself into her and she writhed beneath me beautifully.
“What about next time?” Lucifer groaned, and I sheathed myself entirely inside her, shivering at the tightness of it all.
“Next time I want you on you on me, hard and fast.” The image of Lucifer bouncing up and down on my dick was fucking delightful and I couldn’t stop myself from upping my pace as I grabbed hold of her hips and pushed her further into the bed.
For however long followed I was in utter bliss. I kept my strokes soft but firm, my hands on her skin tight but not enough to bruise. And each time she moaned and begged me for more I only gave a little bit, dragging her pleasure out and making her wait until I was thoroughly sure she could handle no more. Her words were a jumbled mess and her breathing was fast as hell.
“Zade!” She cussed me out a few times in between gasping my name, and I took that as my cue to let her finish.
Pinning her legs down I upped my pace, slamming into her as her nails dug into my skin.
“Fuck.” She screamed, as she fell apart at the seams and I quickly joined her, finding my release a moment after her with a giant smile on my face and a trembling in my bones.
I had no idea how long we lay there, covered in sweat and holding each other tight, but it was long enough that I found myself entirely relaxed for the first time in a while. I wasn’t thinking about the dangers my family were in, or the fact that I had too much weight on my shoulders for a man who had no guidance to call on for aid. All I could think about was the beautifully dark Queen lying right beside me, trailing her nails along my stomach.
Eventually I had to be responsible, and I practically shoved Lucifer in the shower so we could both have a quick wash, before drying her and sliding her into some of my clothes. My shirt looked far better on her, as it barely covered her ass, than it ever did on me.
“So that was fun.” I mused, wondering how best to say the right words now that my brain was functioning again.
Lucifer stretched, the edge of my t-shirt lifting higher on her soft thighs and making me drool with longing once more.
“I was thinking we should do this again, Butterfly.” Nonchalantly I prepared myself to ask her out, seeing if I could test the waters and maybe find a way to keep her for myself. I had never had a girl make it past the initial dating to girlfriend stage, but I knew I wanted Lucifer to be mine without any debate. She could be my girlfriend and then if things worked out, I’d wife her up and give her my damn name.
“Okay.” She drew the word out, “But not like dating? Just casual?”
Shrugging I nodded my head, ignoring the little pang in my heart. “Casual, sure.”
If that was how she wanted me for now then fine. I could deal. It was no issues because eventually, when whatever she was going through came to its resolution, she would realize I was still by her side with no intentions of going anywhere. We could do all the wicked things I was imagining and it would be perfect.
Lucifer smiled, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. But it was late and we were both tired so I chose not to question it tonight. Instead I pulled the covers back and patted the spot besides me, encouraging her to slide into my bed and then my arms. Kissing the top of her head I bade her goodnight, making a promise to myself that before long I would have her next to me permanently. She was already the Queen of Wicked, there was no reason she couldn’t be my Queen too soon enough.
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With a yawn that was way too big I entered the common room a little too early, in nothing but Zade’s t-shirt and a smile that was filled with hella good memories. My body ached in the best way and at first I thought that maybe I could have a solid day of good vibes and happiness in my weird new life, with an odd sorta relationship with Zade.
I mean, it would have been nice if he had said he wanted to date me or something for real. But when I asked if he wanted to be casual and he said yes, I could hardly ask him out then. I was not really in the mood for embarrassing myself at every available opportunity and asking a guy out when he was so not interested was not the vibe for me, no Sir.
With a bright smile I stopped to take a selfie, uploading it to my socials before I could think too hard on it, then moved into the kitchen. As I made myself a giant mug of coffee the door knocked three times and I scowled. It was way too early for whoever the hell was here, and I was not in the mood to have my happiness dashed by some idiot so soon when I had to get ready for class. With a little sway in my hips I yanked the door open, ready to devour whatever poor soul was outside.
“What?” I snarled, blush coating my cheeks as I came face to face with Enzo and Jules who were the last two people I expected to see.
“Good morning to you too, Diavolo - did you have a nice night?” Enzo’s eyes widened as he took in the state of me, and a flicker of something dark passed over his gaze.
“Why are you here in the middle of the night?” I wiped sleep out my eyes as I drank my coffee, “Who died?”
Stepping back I let the pair of them into the room, my mind running with vivid ideas of them being here to tell me Hale had been crushed by a giants boot or something equally delightful. I’d miss his dick a little but not him; I was already picturing my funeral outfit.
“Nobody died, your Highness.” Jules began, his dark eyes filled with concern, but I waved him off.
“Don’t be a freak. Just call me Luce. Or Luci. Or anything normal.” I frowned, not enjoying the way Enzo was so clearly nervous. He refused to sit down and his fingers were clenching and unclenching an awful lot.
“Okay, well, Luci, we are here to collect you and Hale.”
“Why?” I dragged out the word, wondering why they were here so early on a Thursday morning.
“Your parents think it best that you are supplied with a personal Guard to accompany you, as they are concerned about your current issues in school and adapting to your life.” He said it like it was fact, which riled me the hell up.
“Bullshit!” I shouted loud enough that there was a door opening seconds later, and Zoya appeared half asleep in nothing but lacy neon pink underwear and a smile of future havoc.
“You good babe?” She mumbled, shooting Jules a wink as he tried not to stare at her whilst she made herself a large coffee and took a seat on the counter in the corner.
“Fine. Just pissed off because people keep lying.” I huffed because the truth was my parents were not worried about me. Worrying about someone meant you had to care and they sure as hell did not give a fuck about me. So unlike my pretty but dumb companions I was more than aware of the realities behind todays forced excursion; control. There was no chance in hell that I was being forced into getting a Guard for me, it was so they could watch me.
Every move I made would be reported back and each time I dared to sneeze in a weird place the losers who dumped me would know about it and no doubt dissect it like it was a big fucking deal. They were probably worried one of their many secrets would get out and I would ruin them. Or maybe they were searching for a more solid reason to kick me out and sending me packing.
“I understand you might have reservations but they do believe it is the best thing for you.” Jules spoke calmly like I was being unreasonable, “Hale has even been concerned about you and-”
“No fucking chance, I don’t want a babysitter.” I cut him off, knowing my rat of a fake brother had somehow been behind things. “What things do I need protecting from?!”
“Things like that.” Enzo pointed and I turned, spotting Zade strolling into the common room topless and with my love bites trailed over his neck. He was hot as hell and I liked looking at him undressed but his timing was terrible. Zade flitted to my side, putting an arm around my shoulders and kissing the top of my head as I froze and tried not to have a look on my face that said exactly what I had been doing with him a few hours ago.
“I do hope you are both being polite, gentlemen.” Zade purred, as he drew circles on my shoulder with his fingers and kept trailing kisses along my head. “I understand you are not under my authority here, but I am more than happy to expand my control to the bounds of the palace if you need a lesson on how to treat a Queen.”
Julio bobbed his head rather fast and I had to fight back a snort. No wonder he couldn’t get with Zoya or even Granger when he was so clearly a giant pussy. Zoya especially would eat him alive unless he learned how to be less of an ass kisser.
“No disrespect meant Mr Baxter, we were just here to-”
“Don’t pander to him Jules, he’s a boy playing gangster.” Enzo’s stare darkened, “We are here on orders of the crown, and you ought to remember your place.” He turned to me with a frown, “We are going to collect you because your parents want you to have a Guard and you are to choose one of the candidates today. So get dressed and hurry up, I do not have all day and if I have to carry you out of this room in what you are wearing then I will do it.”
With that he stomped from the room, Jules quickly following after bidding his apologies and goodbyes to Zade and shooting more longing glances Zoya’s way. I stomped my foot a little and bit my lip, wondering if a full blown tantrum would be over kill or if people would understand.
“You’re getting a Guard?” Zade asked after a moment of me sighing dramatically.
“Apparently.” I huffed, “I don’t want one. But I know if I say no they will just keep pushing me or thinking there is something wrong with me.”
“You should pick the big guy.” Zoya’s head tilted to the side as her eyes flashed with magic. “He cares about you and I know he’s a bit of a douche but it’s only because he is worried. I think he will help you.” She shrugged, jumping down from the counter, “But I mean, you don’t have to say yes. If you want to say no bad enough we will help you – all you gotta do is call.”
With a pat on my arm Zoya returned to her bedroom and Zade fetched me another coffee seeing as I had already devoured my first. He didn’t seem to mind as I launched into a ten minute rant about bitches and bullshit and I liked that about him. Most guys would have told me I was silly and to chill out, but he nodded his head, cursed at the right times, and offered sympathy as though my plight affected him just as much as me.
Eventually I knew I had to get dressed or risk Enzo’s wrath, and Zade flitted me back to my bedroom, helping me find a pretty outfit to disappoint people in. As I quickly put my hair in a ponytail and did my makeup on the darker side, Zade brought out a light blue knee length dress, made of tulle with a V-neck and little daisies embroidered on it.
“Text your cousin; see what she has to say?” He said, as he helped me step into the dress before running and finding me a pair of sky high white heels to wear too.
“Do you think she’d mind?” I asked, as I tied the straps and sprayed some perfume around my pulse points.
Zade shook his head. “She told you to talk to her if you needed to, so I say there is no harm in trying.”
Doing as he asked I yanked my Portal out of my nightstand, quickly shooting off a speech-to-text message to Carrie hoping she wouldn’t mind the early intrusion or think I was being annoying by whining to her.
Lucifer
Hey, um, sorry for the early message. But just found out I’m being made to have a guard, and like, just wondered what your opinion is? Do I need one, and is it really such a bad thing as having an eternal babysitter?
Much to my delight my message was read almost instantly and as Zade kissed me on the cheek goodbye and walked me out the dorm, I couldn’t help but feel a little better about things. Zade and Zoya would help me, and no doubt Carrie would to. There was no way in hell I could be made to have a random snakey man who wanted to stick his claws into me for my new parents who only wanted to spy on my rather dull secrets.
Carrie
Do not worry about the time; I was already awake.
You do not get a Guard unless you want one, and if you do want one then you will pick whoever it is you need. I do not have one personally, but I have my sister and husband with me at all times and they do just as good of a job.
But I do think a Guard is beneficial, and you are slightly misguided. If the bond is accepted by the Gods your Guard could not break your confidence and betray you to your parents. They would be bound to you; serve only you.
There is nothing you could ask of them that they would refuse, and so if you decide to get one, think of them as a lifelong friend willing to die for you and not a snake in the grass. But of course, if you do not wish for one, then call me and I shall make sure you are safe and your wishes listened to.
I listened to the robot read out her message three times before confirming what I would do. Sure, I could say no, but I didn’t want the hassle that came with that. Not when I was fairly sure I could get a Guard who would be everything Carrie said anyway. She seemed pretty smart and there was no way she would have lied to me – I trusted her even if I didn’t know her that well.
Running down to the car I was glad to find it empty bar the grumpy fool I was after prime for my attack in the driver’s seat.
“Jules is just getting Hale, he should be back in a second.” Enzo called, as I slid into the front seat instead of the back with a dry mouth and shaky hands. “What are you doing, Diavolo?”




[image: Text  Description automatically generated]
Lucifer glided into the front of the car, looking like a cute cupcake even with the deadly expression on her face.
“What are you doing, Diavolo?” I asked, curious as to why she was harassing me. It wasn’t like it had been my decision to saddle her with a Guard I knew she wouldn’t want and I certainly could not put a stop to the proceedings if I wanted to. Plus I hadn’t actually carried her out of the dorms on my shoulders so surely she had no complaints for me today.
“I don’t want a Guard.” She started, and I went to interrupt her, but she shoved a manicured hand over my mouth and silenced me. “Shut up a sec, dude.” Her eyes rolled and she kept her hand in place as I tried not to freak out at her touching me. “I do not want a Guard but I know you can’t get me out of it, and I know that if I decline I’ll wind up getting one anyway and there will be lots of drama, so I just want to ask you a favor?”
She looked at me like she expected me to say something but with her soft hand still clutched to my mouth I could hardly do anything. My brows rose and she snorted, dropping her hand. Weirdly enough I felt a chill after she stopped touching me.
“Sorry.” She flashed her pearly white teeth.
“How can I help you?” I asked quickly, spotting Jules and Hale walking out the reception doors. “What would you like me to do?”
I could do a lot but if she asked me to murder all the options for her Guard I was probably going to decline. I’d never get away with such a big killing spree even if it would have been a little fun.
“Be my Guard? Let me have you as my eternal bestie and that way I don’t have a knobhead watching my every move, and you can work less. No offence you look like you could do with a holiday and a good night’s sleep.” She eyed up the bags under my eyes as I tried not to overreact to her idea.
“Do you know what being your Guard would entail?”
She shrugged, “You’d take a bullet for me and never be able to share my secrets? I dunno. You know more than me, just say yes or no, Enzo. It isn’t hard.”
It was hard. Not because I didn’t want to do it – for some reason the second she asked I immediately wanted to say yes and somehow knew deep within my bones that I would do it. But I didn’t know if she understood what she was asking of me entirely.
Guards would protect their ward, they would heal them, help them with everything, and do any job they were asked to do. But over time I would be able to feel Lucifer’s emotions like they were my own. I would be able to track her, see into her mind when I needed to, and I would be able to draw on some of her power if I was in danger of needing a boost. The same would apply the other way round; she would get all of that for me too. It was a big deal and not something people went into lightly or without thought. Plus, if I even thought about betraying her, then Nakoa – our God of War - himself would come down from the Heavens and smite me where I stood for breaking my oath.
“If I say yes, you will never be without me. I will be with you from now until one of us die in hundreds of years. You will never be alone again, even when you think you are.” I thought she would have felt claustrophobic, and immediately asked me to decline.
To my utter shock Lucifer laughed, loud and boldly. Her face lit up in delight as she held out a hand for me to shake.
“I don’t think that will be a problem, Grumpy.” She said with confidence, “Now shake a deal on it, and we can do the proper paperwork in front of the palace of dickheads.”
With a shake of my head I shook her hand, agreeing to her deal and sealing my fate and hers. We would be bound together forever in a short time, and I really couldn’t understand it. Why me? Why had she decided I was the one to help her, when there were others who could do more? She had been friendly with Jules too and he would have been far easier on her. I would fight back with every stupid command and each time she did something reckless I would point out how silly she was being. He would have never said a word. It was strange.
***
For a quickly planned Guard ceremony it was awfully extravagant. The ball room in the palace was filled with banquet tables, a bar had been erected in the back, and fairy lights danced everywhere. Flowers coated all the surfaces and walls, classical music was being played by a small string quartet and the people invited were either dressed in full black Guard uniform with traditional swords on their backs, or in regal gowns and suits.
I didn’t fit in, with ripped blue jeans, a pale yellow t-shirt and white sneakers flecked with mud. But I hadn’t exactly meant to come straight to the party. I was going to go home and change before disgracing the pleasant room with my unruly presence.
“Stop walking so slow.” Lucifer grumbled, as she kept the same firm grip on my hand that she had taken the second we stepped out the car. “I wanna hurry up and leave.” I presumed she thought I would run off and abandon her the moment I could and that was why she had refused to let go of me.
“You will have to stay and enjoy the party a while; you cannot just walk in and out.” I tried to placate her, but she barely listened, far too intent on marching straight to her parents and Hale, who were sitting in the back corner, chatting to a handful of Guards. Her heels clacked against the floor and I marvelled the confidence with which she stormed around in the death traps.
“Enzo!” Vick spotted me first, before her happiness faltered as she clocked eyes with Lucifer’s angry face. “Darling, is everything alright?”
“Fine.” Lucifer deadpanned, “I’ve just chose my Guard. I came here to do the legal shit and so you could see I did as you ordered.”
Hale bolted up in his chair, his easy going smile vanishing.
“You’re picking Enzo?” He said my name which such disdain it was hard not to march over to him and smash his puny head into the wall.
“Fuck yeah. Enzo is hot and fun and he is seriously nice when he’s not miserable.” To my shock Lucifer was the one who came immediately to my defence as she shot daggers at her brother with her eyes. “Don’t talk shit about him or my first order will be that he cuts off your smarmy face.”
The pair bickered between themselves a few moments as I spoke to the Royals.
“Lucifer asked me in the car if I would like to be her Guard. I know you didn’t have me in mind for the role, but it would be an honor to accept it and I would be more than happy to offer my life to your daughter if she needed it.” My words were quiet enough that Lucifer missed them in her arguing. “I will keep her out of trouble as best as I can, and I promise I would never let her be harmed.”
Vick got up, smiling at me as she held my hand and squeezed it a moment, her dark eyes shining.
“I didn’t put you in the group because I didn’t think you wanted the job.” She whispered, “But you must know that you are the only person in this room who I deem worthy of my daughter anyway. I know you, Enzo, and I trust you will do wonderfully.”
Laz echoed her sentiment with a wry grin.
“She is a handful but you can handle it, and from what I have seen so far she seems to trust you, so clearly you will be perfect.” He turned to Lucifer and Hale, clearing his throat and reprimanding them to be quiet.
Lucifer moved away from Hale with a huff, standing next to me so we could get the show on the road.
“What do I say?” She muttered under her breath, nerves showing for the first time.
“Just ask me to be your Guard and ask the God Nakoa to bless us. The rest you can free ball and say as you want.” Gently I grabbed hold of her arm in the traditional Guard way, were we held onto each other’s forearms instead of hands. “My full name is Enzo Salvatore, in case you didn’t know.”
My hand wrapped around her arm enough that my fingers overlapped and it made me freak out a little. I knew she was small but she had never felt fragile to me until I held her. Now all I could think about was all the enemies she would no doubt gain, and the mischief I would need to save her from. She may have been mentally strong and with the soul of a lion, but she was not built for physical strength. And I was thankful that at least I had the physical strength and size to back her up when she no doubt jumped into madness fists first.
Lucifer took a deep breath and blinked away her fear, her blood red eyes then bored into me with the easy going confidence she wore like armour.
“Enzo Salvatore, King of grumpy people and taker of way too many steroids. Do you fancy being my lifelong babysitting bestie, and do all the boring shit you are supposed to do, whilst coming along and wreaking havoc with me when I ask?” Her eyes lit up as she spoke and I couldn’t help but smile, “Will you be my Guard and do your job in the most non-boring, extra-Wicked way, and promise not to bitch at me when I do dumb stuff and get in trouble?”
With a small cough I cleared my throat, making sure my voice carried and that nobody in the room could mistake my vow.
“Lucifer Nox, Princess of Marda and future Queen, it would be my pleasure to be your Guard. Nothing in this world would bring me greater joy than following you on your journey and helping you become the great Fae I know you were born to be.” She blushed as I stared, “I will willingly follow you wherever you wish to go, and you will never be alone and harmed again, so long as I draw breath. I will have your back, and I will be your friend until death takes one of us. I hope Nakoa hears the truth in my words and knows that I will do everything in my power to keep you whole and happy forever.”
For a second there was nothing but silence. Then a burning sensation started on both our wrists and Lucifer gasped, her eyes trained on the silver line, similar to a tattoo, that wrapped around both of our skin, burning into our wrists forever.
“Damn.” Lucifer whistled, “That’s pretty.”
I admired my own mark with a smug sense of delight. The mark was pretty, it was almost as pretty as the girl I had signed my damn soul over to. It was a sign that Nakoa agreed with us and had accepted our union – it was hard not to be excited as the people around us cheered and celebrated.
“Do you want to get a drink and mingle?” Grabbing Lucifer’s hand I pulled her away, pushing through the crowd of eager well-wishers and nosy guests, until we reached the bar. I ordered me a beer and a soda for Lucifer, before taking her out of the way of the main part of the floor, to a quieter corner with only one guest.
“Bard.” Holding out my hand I shook the older Werewolf’s hand with vigour.
“Enzo.” He beamed, his dark eyes crinkling as he stared down at Lucifer. She had only met him once and not for long, but as he looked like an older version of her best friend, but with black hair, it was hard for her not to figure out who she was with without introduction.
“You’re Ellis’ dad right?” Lucifer pursed her lips, refusing the out stretched hand of Bard as though it was poison whilst she drank her lemonade with a scowl at me. “Curious that we haven’t met yet.”
“We met the first night you arrived here.” Bard fought the wry smile off of his face, “Would you have liked me to request an audience with you outside of that and interrupt your busy schedule?”
Shrugging one shoulder Lucifer eyed up the rest of Bard’s rag-tag crew who were just behind him on the dancefloor. His wife, Jia-Li, was there, as well as all the children. Bard had twin sons who were a little older than Lucifer, with his first wife who had passed during their birth. Brodie and Brock looked identical to their parents and each other, with dark skin, dark hair and eyes like autumn leaves and were nice enough when I dealt with them.
The adopted kids; Pepper and Asim, were running around the room chasing each other with the hyper active energy that most young teenaged Werewolves had. And Jia-Li was struggling to keep the babies in check. Bai and Mai were only four and five, but they were already Werewolves, and often struggled to hold in their shift. I was surprised they hadn’t eaten someone on accident yet.
“I don’t know about an audience, but you should have come for a chat. After all, I’m the only person who Ellis actually gives a shit about, and I don’t think he’d like you much if I thought you were a dick.” Lucifer continued her attitude.
Bard snorted, not phased in the slightest.
“Ellis has already told me all about you. I know you are his sister, and I would never dream of wanting you to hate me. Though I do think you are already leaning towards your opinion?”
Lucifer cast her eyes around, seeing nobody was listening much apart from me and Bard.
“El’s mom was a deadbeat hooker. A Mortal one at that. You tell me what I’m supposed to think knowing you paid for his conception… Like seriously dude, couldn’t you get Fae pussy here?”
Though her tone was off and her question brash, Lucifer did have a point. It was what I had been wondering from the moment my team and I realized Ellis was half Wolf in the Mortal Realm.
“My first wife died and I was depressed. I went Realm hopping and screwed anything and anyone with a pulse to help number the pain for three months straight.” Bard answered honestly, and I had to admire him for it. “I got with women in bars, gyms, even in random places, and women who were paid to fuck. I regret being so foolish with my actions, but I do not regret Ellis. Because despite his conception and the fact I have only just met him, I already love him and he is now part of my pack. I would protect him with my life as I would all of my children.”
Lucifer raised her chin defiantly, happy with Bard’s promise though not enough she didn’t feel the need to add her own warning to the mix. “Fine, but if you break his heart I’ll-”
“You’ll kill me?” Bard interrupted with a smirk, but Lucifer shook her head.
“I’ll kill your family; I’ll make you watch as I butcher every single person you love, and only then will I end you.” She paused her violent promises, her tone softening. “Ellis is all I have in this world and I hope you help him get all the happiness he deserves, but I will not hesitate to gut you if you so much as make him cry.”
With that Lucifer turned on her heels and walked away, heading over to the bar to find another drink better suited to her tastes.
“I like her.” Bard said, his eyes fondly trailing after my little Devil, “You picked well for your ward, Enzo, though I don’t think you understand the amount of trouble you are about to get in to.” He patted me on the arm and headed off too, laughing along the way and leaving me wondering if he was right and if I knew exactly what it was I had gotten myself into.
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Silly Minotaur’s followed me around the room, half dragging me through the common room and to my bed. I could see three of them but I was fairly sure there was only one. They kept complaining about the amount I had drunk and that I shouldn’t be so frustrating, but what did they know?
“Enzoooo.” I groaned out his name as I stumbled in my shoes, barely able to comprehend what was going on. “I’m hungry…” I was fantasising about chicken nuggets from McDonalds and knew if I didn’t get any immediately I was liable to throw a wicked tantrum.
Enzo gently carted me into my dorm room, helping me out of my dress and shoes. Though his eyes were shut and he refused to help me take off my bra like an annoying person. I didn’t get his problem; it was just skin. But whatever, I could figure it out for myself as I heaved my body into the bathroom. Sure, my hands wouldn’t stay still and I couldn’t see straight but whatever, I could deal.
“Go get Zade; tell him I want a McDonalds.” I mumbled, as I tried to figure out how to wash my face and which of the multiple taps I could see was the right one. “I want nuggets, pretty please.”
Enzo hesitated, watching me with wary eyes a moment before he sighed, wiping a hand over his blonde locks and shaking his head slightly. His beard was a little longer than when I first met him and I kinda liked it. It made him looked rougher around the edges and I preferred it when people were a little messy. It made me feel more comfortable.
“Which room is Zade in and will he attempt to fight me if I wake him up? If so, I will hold you responsible for when I stab him.”
“Opposite me and probably, but it’s okay. I’m sure you guys can make friends after the fight.” I trailed my eyes down Enzo’s strong arms, biting on my lower lip. “Make sure you fight where I can see though; tops optional.”
With a roll of his eyes and curses in a language I didn’t know, Enzo left the room for a minute. Seconds later I could hear him yelling as well as Zade swearing. Then the pair returned to my room and I tried not to get excited at the sight of them so close together in my space.
“Zade; I need help.” I whined, as I grabbed a random t-shirt from out of my closet and returned to bed with my bra off and clothes on, entirely makeup free. Maybe. There might have been some streaks under my eyes I missed.
“What do you need, Butterfly?” Zade murmured, as he yawned and stretched. I repeated my desired order, batting my lashes and hoping he could figure out how to get me what I needed more than anything right now. I felt a little bad for waking him up but he would surely understand why he was needed?
“I can get that for you, you just sit tight okay.” He kissed the top of my head, before asking Enzo if he wanted food too and disappearing.
Zade wasn’t gone for long, it was less than ten minutes in all honesty. But it felt like an eternity with the alcohol in my system and the disappointed looks Enzo kept shooting my way.
“What are you being grumpy over now?” I sighed, sipping on a glass of water he had forced into my hand.
“You’re drunk and you shouldn’t be. You are not old enough to drink and clearly can’t handle your liquor.” He was such an asshole.
“I’m an adult.” I stuck my tongue out at him, “I’m not a child.”
Enzo narrowed his bright green eyes at me. “You do not act like an adult.”
“How do I act?”
“Like someone who is out of their depth and needs guidance in life.”
“Well ain’t you a clever cookie.” Laying back against my pillows I tried not to be offended even though my heart was hurting. “I have always been out of my depth but that doesn’t make me a child. It makes me too big – too much of an adult. I’ve always been an adult because I never got a childhood. Devils don’t get to be kids, Devils have to make sure they look after themselves because nobody else is doing to do it.”
Enzo didn’t reply to me and I didn’t attempt to talk to him again. Eventually Zade returned with food I wolfed down, happy as anything that at least one person who knew me wasn’t doing anything other than being kind.
“You’re so nice to me.” I grumbled, as I patted my stomach and snuggled down into my blankets. “Boys aren’t always nice to people they sleep with, especially when they sleep with me.”
Enzo looked away from me as I spoke to Zade, confessing my secrets without really thinking about them.
“Tell me whose been mean to you and I can go teach them a lesson.” Zade’s offer was sweet, but I knew he didn’t mean it. Even if he did it didn’t make a difference.
“You can’t – I slept with Hale, and then he was mean to me. You can’t kill him even if we want to.” I sighed a little, not a care in the world, before passing out with the trash scattered around me on my bed.
It was fitting really, considering I was trash too. Everyone who ever met me had thrown me away just like how Zade did with my leftover wrappers. I wasn’t even worth the careful time it took to recycle, I was just the random bit of trash you scrunched up and threw on the damn floor. I was the things even scumbags who littered didn’t care for.
I didn’t know how long I slept for, but I woke up briefly, my ears catching things that my mind didn’t quite understand.
“Are you going to be a snake for her parents or can you be trusted?” Zade’s voice said quietly.
“Why would her parents want to know her secrets? They care for her, they would respect her wishes.” Enzo replied, from too far away for my liking.
Zade snorted. “If they cared about her then they would see that she is struggling. They wouldn’t keep playing pretend instead of talking to her and getting her the help she clearly needs.”
“You think she needs help?” I wondered if Enzo was frowning or if he understood what Zade meant and believed him.
“Yeah. Zoya told me the day she met her. She’s fragile inside, even if she pretends not to be.” Zade hesitated, thinking about whether or not to spill secrets I would have preferred to stay buried. “Plus I looked into her the moment we heard about her being found, and I pushed some things around and got a copy of her medical records from the Mortal Realm too; did you know she attempted suicide when she was fourteen?”
There was dead silence for a moment as I tried not to listen to things I didn’t want to hear.
“The overdose was an accident. I thought she hadn’t known she took too many painkillers?” Enzo replied slowly.
“That’s the story on the surface. But if you look deeper you would have found the damn suicide note she had on her too.” Zade carried on talking, “Ellis knows about it, but that’s it. I wanted to see if you did too – if you knew about how fragile she is and how little anyone in your damn palace seem to be helping.” Zade scoffed, “You kidnapped her from a shitty life, and put her into another one she doesn’t like or want. Do you really think she can handle everything well?”
Tears tracked down my cheek silently as I pushed my face into my pillow, making sure my ruse of sleep still held. I didn’t like people talking about me like they had any idea about my feelings or life. They didn’t know the truth – the whole truth. Only Ellis did and even he was still held partly at bay by my own fear. I wouldn’t have been able to handle it if he got rid of me too. And in all honesty he would get rid of me one day; it was inevitable. I could already feeling him pulling away from me with his new family – the people he shared blood with unlike me.
“I think you ought to give her more credit.” Enzo muttered eventually, “She’s stronger than you think – especially if she survived what she tried to do.”
“I know she’s strong, that’s not in debate. But I also know that she’s still harbouring something dark and one day, if she doesn’t figure out what she needs, she’s going to detonate. Whether that involves taking down other people or herself, I don’t know. But either way, I will help her and if you care about her in the slightest you will do the same.” Zade was right but I didn’t like that. Just because I had a monster waiting in the wings of my mind, eager to come and play, didn’t make me dark. Surely it made me human?
Enzo thought about what Zade said for long enough I found my tears drying up.
“You care about her? I thought she was just a fling.”
“If you knew anything about me you’d know the answer to that.” Zade laughed darkly before there was a rustling as he got up, “Whatever anyway, I need sleep. You can stay in my bed if you want; I don’t think the couch is big enough for you.” He snorted, “I can stay with her – unless you want to share her bed?”
Was it wrong of me to hope Enzo said yes and that he would climb under my covers and wrap me in his big arms and promise everything would be okay? It would have been nice to steal some of his strength for a while. He was like a mountain and I was just a teeny tiny little flower. I needed him to keep people away from me so I didn’t get trampled to death.
“I’ll take your bed if you don’t mind.” Enzo replied, shattering my ridiculous ideas. “Take care of her.”
“Always.” Zade’s whisper was followed by the sounds of Enzo leaving and a second later I was snuggled in the steel embrace of a Vampire I liked a hell of a lot more than I should of, considering he didn’t want to be anything more than sex. I knew the reality between us but I couldn’t stop my heart hoping for more as I passed back out into dreamland. I had always been a sucker for hoping for things to be better than they were.
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Taking pills every day for so many years kind of made you immune to needing water. I could swallow the handful of anti-anxiety and depression meds even with the driest of throats. Which considering I had downed an entire bottle of whiskey to myself the night before, it was safe to say my mouth was like a desert. Probably worse than a desert in all honesty.
Groaning I rolled over, searching for my Portal, needing food without moving from my room. It had been the same routine for days now since Lucifer and I had hooked up again and I found myself in a funk. The Elite minion who brought my food knew the drill pretty well. I didn’t know his name, but he was a first year student eager to gain a foothold in the stupid group that he presumed I had sway in.
That meant he hand delivered food every time I texted, regardless of the time or his plans. It was kind of nice having that kind of power over someone, even if it was a lie. I might have been a Prince but even the Elite knew it wasn’t real. It was why Remi ran in my stead and why Liza was allowed to roam the school halls being a bitch to anyone and everyone she deemed lesser. I ought to have been the top of the food chain and able to crush all those who got in my way, but quite frankly I didn’t care enough to do it.
With a groan and an incoming migraine I hurried into the shower, making sure to scrub my body raw. Eventually I felt a little less gross, and my door knocked, so I hurried to it in nothing but a towel around my waist. My minion was right on time as per usual and greeted me warmly when I opened the door and took my food from him.
“Here you go, Sir.” The boy beamed a little too brightly for my liking and I did feel bad for a second. “Call me if you need anything else.”
“What’s your name again?” I hesitated before closing the door.
The boy stuttered a little, embarrassed. “Teddy-Blue.”
My brows rose, “What kind of name is that for a man?” One sniff told me the kid was a Unicorn though, so I guess the name fit him a little.
He shrugged, “No idea. My dad chose it as a joke and them my mom sorta got attached to it.”
I had no idea why I even cared; it wasn’t important. But I spent another five minutes debating Teddy-Blue’s name with him before I got bored and thanked him, before slamming my door shut and locking it up tight. My food was devoured in seconds, the greasy sandwich more than enough to fill my appetite before I hurried into my closet to get ready for school.
For a moment everything was fine, then the hackles on my neck rose and I felt the air shift. I didn’t know how I knew someone was behind me other than saying there was a weird feeling of static down my spine, and my senses becoming more alert.
“Can I help you?” I called, not bothering to turn to see who had been brazen enough to break into my space when I already knew there were only a handful of people who would do such a thing anyway. No sound came at first, and eventually I cast my eyes behind me.
Zoya hovered in the doorway, her calculating gaze on me. There was no lust or anything in her stare so I didn’t mind too much she was accosting me whilst I was half-naked and she was dressed like a bright pink barbie doll.
“I thought I told you to be a nicer person, Hale.”
“I haven’t done anything?” My brows rose as I slid a fresh shirt on.
“So you didn’t sleep with Luci then be a complete and total shit to her afterwards?” A thin blade danced across Zoya’s fingers as I gulped, unsure how Zoya knew my secret and what she would do with it.
“She told you?”
“No. She told Zade and Enzo. Then Zade asked me to see what she was on about.” Zoya stepped towards me and I heard a rustle just outside the door, knowing Zade was out there somewhere too. “Zade wanted to see how mean you were; to make sure you didn’t hurt her.”
“She was the one who fucked me – I mean, she instigated it. I never pushed her into things.” Rubbing my wrist raw I backed up a little, waiting for the inevitable pain that was coming my way. I could handle mental pain alright, but physical pain was foreign to me and I didn’t know how much I could stomach.
“I know, and that is the only reason we haven’t already taken off your head. If we thought for a moment you had done those sorts of things, then this wouldn’t be a friendly chat, this would be your last few moments in this world.” Zoya yawned, clearly awake a little too early like me.
“Then why are you here? What can you possibly gain from breaking into my room?” I was baffled. If they weren’t here to mess me up then what the hell did they want with me?
“Like I said; I told you to be nice, and I wanted to make sure the message was understood.” Zoya flung the blade so fast I never saw it leave her hand.
It sailed through the air, nicking the tip of my ear and settling in the wooden door behind me. She smirked and I knew she was messing with me; if she had wanted to hit me properly she would have. Considering Zade appeared behind her, stalking into my damn room like he owned it, I knew she would not do anything more unless he said so, but the threat was still there that she could do it.
“I have no idea what Lucifer sees in you.” Zade mused, as he trailed his eyes over my closet. “You’re so boring – almost vanilla, even with the angsty bullshit you are a fan of.” He shook his head with a frown. “I don’t understand how someone like her could even look at you when you’re just rude to her and she deserves far better.”
“Why? Why are you so obsessed with her? You barely know her.” I snarled, my possessive need to get him away from my mate taking over a moment.
“I know she’s broken – and I like collecting broken things.” Zade shrugged like his logic made sense, “Truthfully, I saw her picture in the news and for some reason I haven’t been able to forget it since then. There’s something about her hellfire eyes that calls out to me – something dangerous that I appear to have become a little addicted to even before I got a taste of the heaven between her thighs.”
Without meaning to I growled, my inner Griffin coming forth a little as I took a step towards Zade.
“You have no right to touch her.” My hand flexed a little, and Zade’s eagle eyes caught sight of it.
“And you do?” He mused, his eyes trained on my skin as I attempted to move my hand behind my back. “You think you had any more right than me; when you are literally supposed to call the same people mom and dad?”
It was no use hiding. Vampires were fast as hell and before I could do a thing Zade was right up in my face, snatching a hold of my arm and bringing it up to his eyeline. He was stronger than me and it was redundant fighting, even if I was embarrassed and despised being caught out.
“Well, well, well. What is this?”
“What?” Zoya piped up, curious as ever.
“I’m fairly sure our Prince here has found his mate.” Zade eyed me curiously, before letting go and stepping back with a smirk. “I guess that explains your issue – you are in quite the conundrum aren’t you?”
“Lucifer.” Zoya gasped, a wicked smile on her face as she instantly read between the lines. “That’s your problem – she’s your mate and she’s supposed to be family. Holy shit.” She burst out laughing like my problems were funny and I saw red.
“You know she hooked up with me again; after she had already been getting to know you. Are you not the least bit concerned that the girl you claim to like is not only destined for me but has clearly chosen to be with me more than once.”
I wanted Zade to get mad, maybe even try to start a fight, or do anything other than shrug completely unfazed like he was so confident in himself that the idea of me screwing his girl didnt even make him blink.
“Nah. Not a big deal.”
“What?!” I yelled.
“Luci is a big girl, she can make her own choices. She clearly liked you, and now I get why, and it doesn’t faze me. Griffin’s are polyamorous most of the time and even if they weren’t, my mom is. She’s married to my dad and another guy; it’s not a big deal and I am more than used to it.” Zade replied. “If Luci wanted a dozen men to love forever I’d happily let her have it. Because it isn’t about me, it’s about her – she needs something that she hasn’t quite got yet and if I have to leave you breathing until she figures out what do with you then I will.”
“I’d mind.” I said, not entirely sure if it was true. I think I’d mind the quality of person Lucifer chose, but if she made smart choices I didn’t know if I could be bothered fighting it. I hadn’t exactly earned her love or loyalty and people like Zade had. It was only my own fault if she chose to like other people to. Obviously I wish she had chosen different people, but still.
“That’s something you’re going to need to deal with, your Highness.” Zade nodded at Zoya and she retrieved her knife and left the room, as he followed right behind her. “Lucifer not only has you, but she has me and now she has Enzo. So I suggest you get over yourself now before I convince her to replace you with anybody else in the universe and then I take off your head for my own amusement.”
I didn’t give a damn about Zade’s opinions. I swore I didn’t care what he thought or believed anything he said was true as he walked out of my room without a spare glance. Even as I ordered my new minion Teddy-Blue to order every bouquet of flowers imaginable and send them to Lucifer, I still refused to think that Zade had bothered me. I was doing it because it was her birthday – her fake birthday at least –  and I wanted her to have something nice to wake up to instead of seeing Zade’s stupid face. I didn’t care. At all. 
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Birthdays had always been my jam. I liked parties, presents and all the drama of having people see you. It was the only day in the year that my parents, and the other people around me, ever seemed concerned with my life or being there. Even though I was a bundle of sadness most days, Jane and Leo Nox had never left me without a cake or presents in my room of toys and things I wanted.
But now, now that I was in the wrong world with a fake birthday, I woke up with none of the usual pizzaz. There was nothing but cold silence meeting me as I opened my eyes and wondered briefly if I would get away with doing anything today that wasn’t normal. It was a Friday, but I wanted to treat it like it was a Saturday night or something equally fun.
With a sigh I clambered out of bed, taking my time to shower and pamper myself as I tried not to listen to the nerves in my brain. I even shaved my entire body, exfoliated, and did skincare – as though I was normally a productive girl who did those sorts of things more than once a month when I was bored and watching too many life improving YouTube videos.
“Happy Birthday to me.” I whistled under my breath as I dried, did my hair and makeup and slid my body into a golden yellow satin dress, with a large split on the one thigh and only tiny little straps for sleeves above the low neckline. My usual golden necklaces that I never removed hung pretty against my chest, and I added a few extra golden rings to go with my crown one that the douchebag prince had given me as my bedroom key.
I felt fancy as fuck even though I never bothered putting anything more than a pair of fluffy socks on so I could make a coffee and energize myself. But as I walked out my door, almost tripping over presents, I realized it was a real good thing I hadn’t chosen shoes yet.
There were four presents, each in different colored wrapping paper, with my name in a card on the top. Trying not to squeal too loud I opened the biggest box first, finding the best pair of shoes I had ever seen in my entire life. They were really high heels that tied half way up my calf and were white. But the best part of all was the little butterflies attached to the ribbons that tied the shoe together. I knew immediately who the gift was from, even before I read his name in the little card.
Chucking off my socks I slid Zade’s gift onto my feet, giggling in delight as I continued my present haul, moving onto the smallest box next. Opening it quickly I discovered a bracelet, with an abundance of dainty charms on it; devil wings, a small crown, a pair of horns and a small sword. It was beautiful and immediately went onto my wrist as I read the note attached from Enzo of all people.
I hadn’t expected him to buy me a gift, let alone one so clearly thought out. It was hella sweet and I instantly wanted to hug him or something as I continued on my haul, opening up the next box from Zoya. She had given me a black card to a local candy store and I was already drooling as I picture the sheer amount of sweet treats I could purchase for life now – completely bloody free!
The final present was another one I hadn’t expected. The wrapping paper was scented like berries and the box inside was not large but it was expensive. It was thick, made of red velvet, and weighed a lot even though it wasn’t huge. Inside was a vial of golden powder, and next to that was a large key that looked like it belonged somewhere old. It was black and had a bright red gem in the handle. Inside was a small card with loads of words on, so I held onto it, and headed into the common room once my presents were dropped off on my bed or put on.
“Luce!” Ellis squealed the second he saw me, running towards me and lifting me into his arms. He swung me around the room a few times before settling me on my feet and handing me a terribly wrapped gift. “Happy Birthday, Babygirl!”
He was practically vibrating with excitement as I tore open the wrapping paper and revealed a picture framed, filled with a collage of photos of the pair of us, from childhood to now.
“Holy shit – where did you get these?!” I laughed, staring at each moment that captured every ounce of my life with Ellis.
There was one of the pair of us no older than ten, covered in mud as we played out in a storm, when his mom was busy working and my parents had gone to some opera show and left me behind. There was another one, taken at a school dance, when we were fourteen. The dress I wore was tight, pink and short, and honestly not a vibe. But we both looked happy enough and a pang of longing for that time of my life echoed in my chest.
“Your parents gave them to me. They said they didn’t want them so...” Ellis shrugged, before remembering something in his bag and going to fetch it. “That reminds me; they sent my grandma your adoption certificate, and I picked it up.”
Ellis handed me the stiff page filled with details of the people who were supposed to love me and I gripped it under the letter from my present, trying to fight the urge to shred it.
“You saw your grandma?” My brows rose.
“Yeah, dad’s took me to the Mortal Realm a few times – he said I can go whenever.” Ellis stopped smiling a second, a frown forming, “Uh, grandma also said Jane and Leo asked if you could do something for them.”
Bobbing my head eagerly, I waited for the request, wondering if maybe my parents wanted my number – if they had finally gotten over my incarceration and decided to be in touch again – or maybe that they wanted to see me to at least talk things out.
“What?”
“Oh, uh, they also requested you change your surname.” He rolled his eyes, no idea how his words cut me deep.
“Why?” I barely managed to get the word out.
Ellis shrugged, “They said you’re not a Nox, and they don’t feel right letting you keep their name. Obviously they can’t make you change it, but they asked anyway. I’m sorry for telling you but I figured you’d want to know.”
Plastering a bright smile to my face I nodded.
“No problem.” I changed subject before I could burst into tears, “You wanna go get shakes or something?”
A flicker of something passed over Ellis’ face.
“I can’t hang today until later I’m afraid – got family stuff to do.” He rest his hand on my shoulder, squeezing tight, “I’m already late, but I’ll catch up tonight!”
Letting my smile continue I waved him off. totally not a care in the world at him leaving for his family stuff. It was fine. We weren’t family. We didn’t share blood. I didn’t share blood – or a name – with anyone that was family. Strutting out the room, back towards my bedroom, I kept my head high and my smile in place. Nothing would faze me. Absolutely nothing. I was fine.
“Happy Birthday, Diavolo.” Enzo appeared out of Zade’s room as I opened my door and he yawned, looking adorable as hell with his sleep strained eyes. He was ruffled and had dark circles under his eyes – the same ones Zade had when he left at the crack of dawn from my room, with nothing more than vague promises to be back soon.
“Thanks.” I bit my lip, remembering the card clutched loosely in my hand. “Could you, um, read this for me?” Nervously I handed him the page, keeping my eyes on the ground as Enzo read it out loud for me seemingly without fuss.
Lucifer,
This is a key to my palace, that will allow you entrance whenever you please and portal powder linked directly to me.
If you ever feel the need to escape, or want to come and have a chat, then use the portal powder and come find me.
You will always have a home in Darklight Palace, it will always belong to you too and I want you to know how serious I am about you being in my life.
Happy Birthday,
Carrie
Enzo finished reading with an odd smile, “You’ve been speaking to Carissa Darklight?”
With a non-comital shrug I took my letter back.
“A few times yeah. She messaged me – she seems nice enough.” I tucked a lock of hair behind my ear, causing the charms on my wrist to jingle.
Enzo’s green eyes shone with happiness as he caught sight of his gift already around my wrist.
“Thank you for the present.” I murmured, “I really like it.”
“You do?” He smirked, “Good. I know you are fussy with your belongings, but I felt like it would look nice on you.”
He continued talking to me for a few minutes, about random nonsense and presents, and despite the hollowness inside my chest I felt a weird sense of calm taking over too. Enzo was good to talk to – he was distracting me from the pain I felt and I really wanted for things to continue.
“Do you maybe wanna hang out for a bit?” Cautiously I asked him to chill with me, hoping he didn’t say no and instantly leave the room.
To my utter surprise he nodded his head, more than happy to follow me back into the empty common room and continue our chat.
“Do you like my shoes?” I twirled before we took a seat on the couch, “Zade got them for me.”
Enzo’s eyes trailed over my shoes, and then a little higher, following the bare flesh of my leg clearly visible through the slit in my dress.
“They are beautiful.” He said, barely above a whisper. Enzo continued to stare at me for long enough that I felt my heart pounding and needed to find an excuse to break the tension in the room.
“What do you like to drink? I know it’s early but it’s my birthday so you can’t complain.” I practically ran to the kitchen cupboard where Zade stored some drinks.
I was yet to discover his snack stash, but he had plenty of bottles of random alcohol in the cupboard, and after selecting myself some lemon flavored vodka – and necking back two shots – I grabbed Enzo some whiskey, pouring a generous double.
“You can’t get drunk again.” He warned, as I carried the vodka bottle back to the couch, forgoing a glass. “I am not bringing you home two nights in a row.”
Sliding down into my seat I leaned against the pillows, laughing a little.
“You won’t need to carry me home – I’m technically already here.” I raised my bottle to him, taking another long glug and doing a cheering motion, “Now, what do you wanna talk about, Grumpy?”
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All night I spent rolling over and over, in a bed that was not mine though admittedly comfortable, trying my best to decide my course of action. I had no idea Diavolo was struggling with anything beyond the few bits of information she had shared or I had discovered about her. Now I knew the truth, even though the knowledge that I learnt her secrets through Zade and not Lucifer herself, it left a sour taste on my tongue.
As her Guard, I should have been a source of comfort and secrets. Lucifer was supposed to come to me when she needed to, and whilst I had only been her Guard for a handful of hours, I truly had no idea if she would ever tell me the little pieces of information she kept locked up and I didn’t like that one bit. I needed her to feel as though she could confide in me, even about the darkest and most vile thoughts that flitted through her mind.
It was why I had now spent the last hour of my morning drinking whiskey and talking about the most bizarre Mortal Realm things, even though I knew next to nothing about life for a Mortal.
“How have you never watched it?!” Lucifer was gobsmacked as she sunk another large mouthful of her drink, her eyes wide and a little hazy.
“I do not watch movies that often, I tend to read.” I shrugged, “But if I did watch movies, I don’t think I would pick something so…” I trailed off, unable to find the right word.
“So what?” Lucifer practically growled, “She’s All That is an iconic film and if you even think about insulting it I will-”
I put a hand over her mouth, silencing her threat.
“You would do nothing, Diavolo. I could insult all of the things you disliked and you would let me because you know that I would have you on the ground before you could even remember how to throw a punch. I am twice your size and in the Mortal Realm you even saw how little your attempts at violence worked on me.”
She shook her head, vehemently denying my words. I didn’t want to move away from her, to let her speak, but I forced myself to do it anyway. For some reason I was enjoying our new found companionship, that was argument free and kind of nice.
“I think you are just too much of a pussy to try new things!” She insisted, as she leaned in a little closer, and I caught a whiff of her perfume.
“I would try anything – name something and I will try it, and I can bet I think it’s vile.”
Lucifer’s gaze hunted around the room, searching for something to force on me. Until she snorted, remembering the mostly empty bottle of vodka clutched in her hand.
“Try this – I know you prefer whiskey, let’s see if you like my drink.”
My fingers wrapped around the bottle instantly, gently dragging it away from her lips. Ever so slowly I took a sip, my mouth touching the same spot hers had been seconds before. I could taste the lip balm she wore and static danced along my spine. Clearly I was drunk. I had to be drunk because I was feeling things – weird things.
“Horrid.” I whispered when I pulled back, licking my lips clean. “I told you it was nasty.”
Lucifer rolled her eyes, “It’s not nasty; you just have no taste. Everything you like is weird.”
“True – it’s why I like you.” I hadn’t meant it as anything more than playful teasing, but for some reason the words held a double meaning to them that I could not comprehend. As our eyes met something seemed to pass between us, like a firework lighting up the night sky. I felt my heart, or perhaps soul, taking control over my actions without much thought to what my brain would want.
I didn’t know why I did it, or what the hell I was thinking. But one second Lucifer was next to me, breathing heavy as she stared deeply into my eyes and  broke down a wall in my mind I didn’t need shattering. The next thing I knew I had pulled her onto my lap, and we were kissing each other like our lives depended on it.
Her lips were plump and delicate and I could taste the lemons on her tongue. Despite being a hell of a lot smaller than me she felt like she fit me somehow. My hands were on her full hips, fingertips digging into her flesh. Her hands were in my hair, holding me close, as her body rocked on my lap in the most delightful way.
She groaned into my mouth and I pulled her down on me harder, needing to remove the ache between my thighs, as desperately as I wanted to help out with hers. I was already picturing her lifting her dress, as she freed my cock and slid herself onto me with the most delightful sounds. I would love it, she would to, there was no denying that. My hands could already feel how hard she was shaking with a need that I knew I could fulfil.
Just as I was about to push her down onto her knees or something, she did the worst, albeit smartest, thing of all.
“Enzo.” Lucifer moaned my name with a voice heavy with lust, shattering the spell I was under in an instant.
My body froze and I pulled back, gently removing Lucifer from me and sliding her back onto the couch whilst trying not to let her see the war of emotions battling my mind, clear on my face. Disbelief and remorse flooded me as I jumped to my feet, shaking my head to clear away the fog of stupidity inside my brain and trying not to be just like Hale towards her.
“I shouldn’t have done that.” I gulped down my panic, “You’re too young – that was inappropriate.” Disgust at my actions rose through me and without meaning to I snapped a little as Lucifer tried to interrupt me. “Just go to your room or something, Diavolo - I need air.”
By the time I stormed out the door, my anger had only intensified and my breathing came in short, sharp pants. I barely registered where I was going, bumping into a fool just as I went to get inside the lift, only just able to correct myself at the last moment.
“What the hell, Enzo?” Hale steadied himself, more curious than concerned as the young boy beside him, holding an entire cart filled with fanciful flower bouquets, wobbled a little. “Are you alright?”
I would never tell him the truth, nor would I say anything about what I knew about him. Simply thinking about how he had slept with Lucifer and been hostile to her was not helping my temper and the beast under my skin was aching to bite off his head.
“Nothing, your Highness, I am fine.” With a sharp nod I shook Hale off, continuing into the lift, and making my way right towards reception.
Nobody stopped me, walked near me, or even glanced my way more than a millisecond. No doubts it was the look on my face, or the fact that by the time I made it outside, I hadn’t even got the energy to hide all of my true form. The twisted two foot long horns, that were wickedly sharp and strong enough to snap steel, were in their home on the top of my head.
By the time I shoved open the reception doors, startling poor Granger as she worked behind the desk, I was only just holding back the rest of my beast.
“Enzo?” Granger’s brows rose as she took in my frazzled state, “Is everything okay?”
“Yes. I just need the key to one of the empty staff apartments – as I am now Lucifer’s Guard I will be needing to stay on campus.”
Granger hurried into her top desk drawer, her dark fingers snatching up a set of keys and chucking them towards me.
“Julio already came and started to set everything up – it’s apartment thirteen, and I think he brought some of your stuff from the palace for you earlier on.”
Thanking my lucky stars that my best friend knew I was ill planned, I nodded thanks at Granger and practically bolted in the direction she gave me until I reached the staff apartments. I probably ought to have cared about what my new home would look like, but truthfully I didn’t give a single damn about it. The outside was plain and looked like a bungalow. Once I unlocked the door I found myself in an open plan kitchen and lounge, with no furniture bar the kitchen appliances that did not capture my attention beyond a single glance.
There walls were cream, the floor a pale gray carpet, and there were two doors on the back wall. The one on the left turned out to be a bedroom, and I found it empty bar a double bed, with a fresh mattress just waiting for me to sleep on. The closet inside the room had a handful of clothes, and some other useful things, and I hurried to grab a towel and my toiletry bag before storming back out towards the other door.
The bathroom was nothing special either. It was a wet room, with a large overhead shower, toilet, and free standing sink. There was a small cupboard presumably for bathroom storage, and there was a handful of basic products in their various stations.
Wasting no time I turned the shower on, shucking my clothes and trying to concentrate on settling my breathing and calming down. Within seconds the hot water gushed down my bare skin and I groaned, clutching on the built in shelf as my hands trembled and my knees felt weak. I couldn’t stop my damn mind from repeating the same memory over and over, and it was driving me insane.
Lucifer kissing me. Lucifer on top of me. Lucifer touching me as though she wanted me as more than just the slightly annoying man who came to tell her what to do whenever he was ordered to do so. Lucifer moaning my name like it held all the secrets to the universe that she was eager to know. It was hell, and it was heaven…
As I went through the motions of a shower I couldn’t get the memory of her mouth on mine from out of my mind and before I even registered what I was doing, my hand slipped lower, gripping the base of my cock and sliding back and forth. Leaning into my fantasy, I ignored the red flags in the back of my mind, and simply concentrated on Diavolo and her softness, her scent, and the little noises of pleasure she had made as our mouths collided in the best kiss of my life.
I was definitely going to wind up going to the Demon Realm when I died because for the life of me I couldn’t stop my mind playing out the dirtiest of thoughts. My hand slid faster as I pictured Lucifer dropping to her knees for me and sticking her plump lips around my cock.
I could practically feel the soft and warm caress of her mouth, as she did exactly as I told her. I knew she’d listen if I promised all manner of pleasure – I knew I could get her to choke down on my dick and make me see stars because she simply loved the idea. I knew her, even if there were large chunks of herself she still hid, and I found myself falling apart entirely with a loud curse and the imaginations of the Princess begging me to show her how a real man – not a worthless cretin of a Griffin boy – blew his woman’s mind with respect and care.
Cleaning myself up with flushed cheeks, I hurried myself along, needing something other than a shower. Perhaps a run, or a long cold dunk in an icy pool to clear the thoughts in my head and the ideas that were already starting to take shape despite me knowing better.
The age difference between Lucifer and I was a handful of years, that maybe if we were Mortal could have meant something, but as Fae were nothing at all. She was and adult, I was an adult – and despite the current situation, I truly had no deigns about her at all until today. Yes, I noticed she was beautiful from the second we met. But it was more just an observation the same way one would see a field of neon flowers and make the same conclusion.
I had touched Lucifer, talked to her, and even held her in my arms. But not once had my thoughts been anything along the line of how they were today. I had never before, until I felt her lips on mine and the burning desire in my chest to claim her, felt the unrelenting need to sink my face between her thighs and find true nirvana. So far she had been nothing but an almost friend, and now… now everything was ruined.
“MERDA!” I punched the wall, shattering tile and nicking my skin.
Blood dripped onto the ground and a snort of defiance escaped my nose. I didn’t feel any calmer than I hoped with my shower, I only felt more enraged. Because despite knowing better, despite trying my best to do the right thing, I had come to the certainty that I was not the master of my own fate and no matter how hard I tried to pretend otherwise, I was well and truly screwed.
I was falling for the Devil, and she was not mine to take.
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I barely made it to my bedroom before the tears came and I felt my entire body quiver with embarrassment. Kissing Enzo was far more stupid a decision than screwing Hale. I could avoid Hale – I could yell at him and blank him and pretend he didn’t exist. I could not do that with the man I had just vowed to let protect me for eternity.
Maybe in a hundred years I would be able to get over my little crush and embarrassment, but that was a very long time away, and seeing as I was already on edge, I could not cope with the anxiety coursing through me now. I needed a distraction from the hell inside my mind and what better place to get it, than a lesson I was late for already.
Shaking my thoughts clear I ran a hand over my eyes, smudging my eyeliner and attempting to dry up my tears. On shaky feet I left my dorm, only pausing for a second to stare at the ridiculous amount of flowers in the common room. They were on every surface, and in pretty much all the colors of the rainbow. They were beautiful and my heart leapt in awe and pleasure until the second I saw the card stating they were from Hale, I scoffed, leaving the room and heading towards my Sports lesson, refusing to so much as look at anyone. I was liable to snap if someone stared at me a bit too long.
Just outside the door I was accosted by one of the idiots I really hoped to avoid, instantly becoming enraged.
“Lucifer, can we talk?” Hale asked softly, as he spotted the wetness on my cheeks and frowned. “Are you alright?”
With a dark laugh I shook my head, “Like you care.”
Hale sighed, stepping towards me as I felt my confidence waver. My knees gave out and with a huff I sunk down onto the ground, needing a moment to figure out how to breath. Everything inside my chest felt tight, and my skin tingled. It was kinda like static shock, but instead of being painful, it was making me angry and filling me with a desire to snap and tear heads from shoulders.
“I do care about you, love. I realize I haven’t showcased that before now but I just wanted to explain and-”
“I don’t care, Hale!” I yelled, tears burning my eyes. “Why the fuck should I hear you out?”
He crouched down in front of me, hands holding onto my arms, and to my utter horror, he actually looked upset. I didn’t trust him for shit, I knew his sadness was a lie.
“You have to understand that you are not the only one who thinks they are disposable.” He breathed, his voice loud despite the storm, “My mother didn’t want me. She literally chose you over me, and the only reason your parents kept me was because they felt guilty. They didn’t choose to have me, they were forced into it.”
Blinking through the tears I saw the pain in his eyes that was oh so familiar to mine and whilst a part of me wanted to believe him, most of me was too far gone in the numbness to care.
“I have never been loved for who I am or had anyone see the real me. I get treated with respect, even by the likes of Zade, purely because of the title I stole from you. Nobody gives a damn about me as Hale, they care about my stolen surname.” He scoffed, “Then you came back, and the Gods seem to be laughing at me once more, because you not only see me for who I am, but you call me out on my shit. And yet I know if I even contemplated choosing you like the Gods intended, I would lose my parents, and the last bit of family I have.”
He stared down at his wrist, at the moon shaped tattoo, like it was the salvation to his issues and the cause of them all at once. I still didn’t know what the hell it was, but I had a feeling I wouldn’t like the answer when I eventually got the balls to ask.
“I have been unhappy inside for a rather long time, and whilst it is not your fault, I know your arrival only heightened it.” He let go of me slowly, like a robot forcing himself to move, “I cannot pick you, and I don’t know if I ever will.”
“I wasn’t asking you to pick me, Hale, I was asking you to just be nice. I just wanted you to care about me and not be a dick.” It was true. I wouldn’t have minded if Hale had been like family; I just wanted someone who knew the real me to choose me for a change, instead of trying to find something better.
“If I cared about you as you deserve, Lucifer, then I would ruin you. I’d steal you away from everyone else and drag you down with me to hell.” He stared to move back, into the treeline and away from class as his body shivered with his need to change.
“Hale, please don’t leave.” I didn’t want him to run away from me, I wanted him to see that I understood his logic. That I knew what it was like to fall prey to your own thoughts and demons and even though he had been a dick, and I would expect a lot more grovelling, I understood exactly why he had done everything.
“I’m sorry.” With his apologies repeating in my ear, he twisted, turned, and transformed into his Griffin form and ran off into the wilderness.
I could have stayed there, contemplating my issues and letting my dark thoughts win. But I could hear a loud commotion from inside my Sports lesson and recognized the sounds of a fight. Needing an outlet for my anger I got to my feet, closing myself down and letting the darkness inside me take over instead, knowing that I could find a far more useful way to scourge my demons.
I would find some heads to crush and bones to snap – I would find an outlet for my anger, fear, and pain. Considering the second is stepped into the room, there was an all-out brawl going on, it was easy enough to find people to hurt and a part of me hissed in satisfaction at the oncoming violence.
I didn’t even know what was being fought over but I dived right in, fists swinging, my Devil taking lead. I dove on any Elite member I found with nothing but a burning desire to do something – something big – to all of them. I wanted to maim, ruin, and kill. I needed to cause pain on everyone else and remove some of it from my soul. I was going to be drowned with it soon enough unless I managed to get it out.
With busted knuckles and a cut on my lip I pulled back a second, feeling all sorts of funny inside. My body was hotter than ever, and my eyes felt as though they were on fire. With deep breaths I stood up right, my head spinning as I struggling to figure out why I felt like I was breaking in half. The longer the feeling went on, the stronger it got, and before too long I took in the room with an odd sort of detached pain for a second, before a blood-curdling scream left my mouth out of nowhere, and I dropped to my knees with a huff, the air leaving my lungs as the burning sensation soared over every bone and piece of muscle.
“Lucifer!” Zade called out my name as he spotted me, and I could barely see him through the fog inside my mind. But I did catch sight of his concerned face and heard him as he yelled at people to move out of my way.
But the students were too busy fighting – they were far more concerned with killing each other to stop and see that the worries about me were right. I did have a monster deep inside me, and it was more than eager to come out to play. It wanted to break things and cause havoc until the world was no more.
A hiss left my clenched teeth, and a scream erupted from me again as I felt the searing agony of my soul seeming to split in half. My body was no longer my own, and I could do nothing to control myself as the beast took shape. I became bigger – far bigger than any creature I had ever seen on TV. My body was scaled, black and hard, and as it grew it crushed those beneath it without remorse, before crashing into the walls of the room and sending bricks flying.
The students finally realized they were screwed then. I could feel their pain, their suffering, as I broke limbs, crushed bodies of the fallen, and those able who were trying to run away to safety. If that wasn’t bad enough I could taste the venom coating my tongue, as it dripped down onto the floor and skin of people who probably didn’t deserve it. The acid in my magic dissolved everything it touched, and the agony coursing through the room was only fuelling me with a desire to cause more. I needed the pain – the suffering. I relished in it.
My mouth opened, my large, fanged teeth dripping poison, and I advanced on the students, needing a taste of more of them. I needed to eat them all, crushing them between my teeth and feeling the soothing dose of their magic as I absorbed it into my system.
I didn’t get far though, for the doors were blown open and a beacon of golden light drew my attention.
“LUCIFER!” Hale roared, as he appeared in the doorway from nowhere, his golden eyes bright, as the only part of me not lost to the darkness recognized the command of my alpha and instantly did as I was told.
I crashed to my knees, my body once more my own, as fear, shame and sadness took over every ounce of my soul. Despite knowing better I looked up, desperate to see the extent of my carnage. My eyes caught sight of Zoya, as she lay with a broken leg and pain in her eyes. Zade clutched her to his body, shielding her from more of my wrath. He even had burn marks on his arms, and they were only the better ones in the room as his healing was already working. Nobody else was so lucky.
There was a dozen other students with more burn marks and broken bones, and even they were the lucky ones too. Three were dead. I didn’t know two of them, but they were Elite judging from their outfits and the fact Liza was holding one of the younger of the two boys, who looked a little like her, looking genuinely upset.
The third figure was the one that I knew screwed me over the most. Remi lay near the door, his eyes wide open, and his neck twisted at a rather wrong angle. I couldn’t stop myself from staring at him, and even though I thought he was a bit of a dumb bitch, I knew he didn’t deserve to die. He hadn’t deserved for me to kill him like that.
“Lucifer, look at me.” Hale bent down, moving as though to grab hold of me despite standing in the middle of my chaos.
“NO!” I yelled, shoving myself away from him and scrambling to my feet. “Don’t touch me!”
Tears tracked down my cheeks and disgust burned through my soul as I glanced at all the faces watching me with cold hatred or fear. I could do nothing but run from the room, knowing without a doubt that I truly was never coming back from today. I had screwed myself over in every way imaginable and there was no turning back. I was done.
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I hadn’t meant to come back. I was planning on spending my day running until I threw up and my heart almost collapsed. Honestly I didn’t even know what possessed me to turn around midway through my trek and come back to the school.
Maybe it was the look on Lucifer’s face as I left her, or the deafening screams that were echoing throughout the woods, loud enough for me to hear too. But either way, whatever it was, I found myself sprinting back to the Sports class Lucifer should have been in and coming face to face with a horror movie.
Lucifer was my only concern and though I didn’t see her face, as I clocked eyes with a Basilisk, bigger than the room itself, I knew right away that she was the one inside the beast. Her grandfather was the same class type, and with Lucifer having red eyes like him it was always a possibility. But even so, I recognized her in the monsters unwavering stare.
Lucifer’s Basilisk form may have been killing and poisoning without mercy but she was my mate and I felt the familiar tug inside my chest just from being near her, that begged me to go to her side and help her as best as I could.
So I did. I roared as loud as I could, calling Lucifer back to me before she could cause more damage. The scene around us, the bodies and the injured, were not her fault, but I knew she would feel bad regardless. She was not raised Fae, and she would not understand as much as I would. Most people who shifted found themselves hurting someone on accident one way or another, it was just a part of life.
“Lucifer, look at me.” Bending down I tried to offer some form of comfort, but it was to no avail.
“NO!” Lucifer screamed at me, pushing me away from her with a look of utter horror in her eyes. “Don’t touch me!”
She ran from the room and as much as I would have liked to follow her, there was far too much damage control needing to be done before I could. I was sure Lucifer would go back to her room, no doubt sobbing into her pillow, and remain there a while. I could go to her later on, as soon as the issues at hand were dealt with.
Casting my eyes around the ruin I found the first target for my ire and temper.
“She’s dead.” Liza hissed the words, as she cradled what I quickly recognized as her cousins corpse, with a look of sheer fury in her gaze.
To the left of her, Zade and Zoya narrowed their eyes and looked as though to intervene, but I got there first. I had my hand around Liza’s throat and yanked her upright, pinning her up the wall before she could blink.
“You even think about laying a hand on Lucifer and I will ruin you.” My voice was loud enough to carry throughout the room. “You know as well as I do that she would have no control her first time. We all caused this just as much as she did by constantly fighting!”
“Hale’s right.” Zade echoed my sentiment, “No shifter has control their first time, especially something as big as a Basilisk.”
Liza narrowed her eyes, snarling at me with utter vehemence as she waved her hands in Remi’s direction too.
“But she-”
I squeezed my hand tighter around Liza’s neck, cutting off her words.
“Do not make me repeat myself – Lucifer is off limits to you and to anyone else who thinks they can come for her. If I discover someone has so much as breathed wrong in her direction, then I shall ruin your family, your life, then I will tear your heart out of your worthless chest.” Dropping her like she burned I stormed out the room, calling my parents and filling them in on what happened.
They were shocked, and of course devastated by the dead, but like all Fae they knew accidents like this were liable to happen with all of us and they were far more concerned with us finding Lucifer and making sure she was alright. They would probably even offer a cash sum to the dead’s relatives or something, to soften the blow. Not that money could replace a child, but in the cases of a lot of people, it helped out. Funerals and things like that were supposed to be expensive.
“Enzo should still be at the school – get him and ask him to help you find her.” My father ordered as I hung up the phone.
I didn’t know where Enzo lived now, but it was nothing a quick stop in with Granger in reception could solve. Granger gave me the apartment number and I was aware enough of the direction to the staff apartments to not require any more information and found myself knocking on the door of apartment thirteen in a matter of a few minutes.
“Yeah?” The door swung open and Enzo’s scowling face greeted me.
“You need to help me find Lucifer – she could be in trouble.”
Whatever was bothering Enzo instantly vanished. His Guard mask slipped into place and it took him less than ten seconds to put shoes on and grab a small blade.
“What happened?”
Giving him the summarized version, I caught him up to speed as we marched towards the student dorms needing to find Lucifer before she fell down too deep in the spiral of her own thoughts.
“I saw her upset before lesson and I thought something was off with her – I should have stayed with her.” I bit the inside of my cheek, internally scolding myself.
“She was upset?” Enzo asked, a frown appearing on his brow. “Do you know what about?”
I shrugged. “No. But it was probably my fault.” I paused, shooting him a look as I tried not to be too embarrassed. “I know you heard about Lucifer and I sleeping together, so I figured she was mad at me for something.”
Enzo didn’t say anything for a while, he stewed in silence, long enough that we made it all the way to the student dorms and into the elevator before he so much as breathed a word.
“I think it was my fault more than yours today.” He admitted slowly, like he couldn’t really believe he was saying anything.
“Why?”
“We kissed, or made out, or whatever the hell you want to call it. I had her on my lap and more than happy to take things further.” He pinched his brow, ashamed, “Then I came to my senses, pushed her away and stormed out the room.”
My brain couldn’t handle anything else entering it, and I became a little stupefied. For the life of me I had not even contemplated the idea of Lucifer and Enzo doing anything together, but now that I knew they had I found myself shellshocked. I wasn’t jealous, even though I should have been, I was more irritated with myself than anything. Of course she liked him; he treated her a lot better than I did, and Enzo had pledged his loyalty to her instead of pushing her away.
Well, he had pushed her away now, but before that he had been nothing but kind. It made sense to me.
“What do you mean you came to your senses?” I asked, as the elevator opened and we stepped out towards Lucifer’s dorm.
“She’s too young for me, not to mention a Princess. It was entirely inappropriate and I should-”
I cut him off with a wave of him hand as he knocked Lucifer’s door.
“What the hell are you on about? You’re mid-twenties, hardly fifty or something.” My lips pursed, “Her being a Princess makes no difference either; we are not in the middle ages, where a Royal cannot date a commoner.”
It wasn’t like I was encouraging Enzo to chase after my mate but his logic for rejecting her made no sense to me. Lucifer was an adult, Enzo was a handful of years older than her. It wasn’t like he had been making advances when she was young, nor had he watched her grow up and waited in the wings for her adulthood like some sort of pervert.
“She turned eighteen a handful of days ago.” Enzo carried on talking, pushing out his reasons that, whilst he was entitled to, I personally thought were wrong.
“So? Did you attempt anything with her when she was underage?” I knew he hadn’t but I wanted him to walk me through the steps.
Enzo flushed red, “Of course not!”
“Was she fully consenting and more than aware of how old you were?” I continued talking, and though my day was stressful, and things were looking bleak, it was hard not to laugh at the fact I felt like I was encouraging my mates Guard to be with her… it was utterly ridiculous.
“Yes.” Enzo snapped, “She knows everything about me almost. Apparently Diavolo is quite skilled at getting me to share secrets.”
“Then it’s fine – you’re being ridiculous!” I scoffed, banging the door once more and hearing a handful of curses come out from behind it.
Before Enzo could reply the dorm door was snatched open and a snarling Vampire greeted us.
“If this isn’t important I’m going to kill you.” Zade seethed, his eyes dark as his Vampire form took forth, “I am busy!”
“With what?” I asked, casual as anything as I barged into the room and Enzo followed behind me. The place was a mess – it looked like someone had been throwing things and having a right old fit. Even the couch was flipped over and a hole stood proud in the wall.
“Zoya is with the medics, my guys are keeping the Elite from hunting from Lucifer, as well as helping me find her.” Zade snatched a letter up from his pocket, chucking it at us with a look of utter panic that I really did not like. “I was looking for Lucifer and I found this in Ellis’ room; read it and help me find her, or get out, but either way hurry up.”
Enzo and I huddled together, reading the letter at the same time, both of us becoming as panicked as Zade the second we came to an end of what I knew had to have been hard for Lucifer to write. Clearly she was feeling down, to have spent so long choosing the right words and making sure each one was spelled perfectly.
“Shit.” I cursed, chest tight with worry, “We need to find her.”
“Now.” Enzo ordered, his voice tight with strain. “Let’s go.”
Ellis,
Freedom day was supposed to be the start of my good life, not another chance for people to think I’m a fuck up. I don’t need two sets of parents hating me. I don’t need a damn crown I never asked for when it comes with conditions and bullshit. I don’t need to feel lonely surrounded by people. It’s not nice, and it’s not the way I want to live.
Nobody wants me here as the real me – I even heard Vick say she got rid of me on purpose. Hale hates me. Zade wants me for sex and nothing else, and Enzo became my guard to get out of work then tossed me aside like a damn child when I was dumb enough to kiss him. Even you have found a family that you share blood with, that can treat you far better than I ever did.
And now look; I’m a killer. A real one too because it wasn’t like I was doing bad things in self-defence. I did it because I felt like I wanted to…
Have a nice life baby, it was a wild ride whilst it lasted and maybe one day we can meet up again – when we’re stars in the sky, shining right next to each other, or something equally fun.
Love you forever and always,
Lucifer fucking Nox
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I had always been disposable. That was the issue. My birth parents had thrown me away – an opinion I had long before I even knew they really had binned me like trash – and my adopted parents had washed their hands with me too. Every friend group I had ever been in, I had always been the one that would make no difference if she were even there.
Even with Ellis. He had struggled like me and now that he had a new family, now that he had better options, he was gone from me too. Hale couldn’t stand the sight of me now that he had his fill. Enzo was my Guard because he didn’t want to do anything else, not because he wanted me, and I couldn’t face looking at him again. Even Zade knew I was only good for a short time, not a long time.
I was nice to every motherfucker who came my way until they showed themselves to be a dick, and yet nobody offered me the same courtesy. My messages could be left on read and I wasn’t invited to hang out with people in the first group, I was more of the ‘well you can come if you want’ type of invite.
It was fucking lonely. I had been lonely since I was a kid and nothing seemed to be changing it. It didn’t matter what world I was in, or who I surrounded myself with, I was always the girl people liked on the surface but couldn’t give a fuck about deeply. I was the one they could dispose of. In juvie, it was hell, but it made sense to me that I felt lonely because I was alone. But I shouldn’t have been feeling the same way when surrounded by people.
Well not anymore. I was done. I couldn’t spend another fucking second letting myself feel so damn low. Sure, I couldn’t change anything about myself or people in general, but I didn’t have to live with it. I could leave and find a new place for myself. I could live alone, in a hut or something, and pretend nobody else in the world existed.
It was why I was now nursing a minor injury on my arm, in the middle of fucking nowhere in the Mortal Realm. Stealing portal powder from Zade had sounded like a great idea, and I knew all I had to do was think of a place I wanted to be and it would take me there. Trouble was, it was harder than it looked. I had no idea what country I was in, let alone anything more. And there was now a large gash on my arm, dropping blood onto the pavement and making me feel all queasy and shit.
I probably ought to have gone somewhere, maybe found a doctor, or just a bar to get drunk in. But I couldn’t bring myself to move from the empty desert-like roadside where I was sat, feeling sorry for myself and being a mardy bitch in general. I presumed nobody would come looking for me, so hadn’t felt the need to run away.
Swinging my feet on the bench I glanced around, my mind blown when I began feeling the presence of someone in my space but not entirely sure where. Seconds later there was a rustle and my eyes shot up to the right.
“Darklight women do not run away.” Carrie stood before me, a kind smile on her face even if her tone was sharp, “We stand up and we fight for what we want in this world. We do not cower and let anyone walk over us.”
I had no idea how she knew where I was, but I had messaged her to thank her for her help and to let her know I was going home. I thought it was the nice thing to do; I hadn’t realized she would think to come and find me.
“I don’t have the power you do. So it’s not like I can just relax knowing that I’m a fucking badass or whatever. I’m just me.” I sighed, as she came towards me.
Carrie shook her head, her dark hair tumbling in waves around her bare shoulders. Seeing her in black jeans and a off shoulder white blouse was kinda weird. She looked normal. Hot as hell, but still normal. She didn’t look like a Queen of an entire country to me.
“Why? Why put yourself into a role other people have given you? Why let yourself to feel any pain you don’t deserve?”
“What do I do about it? How do I stop it?” With the back of my hand I wiped my eyes harshly, no doubt smudging more of my eyeliner and mascara. “I turned into a giant snake thing today and killed people – hurt people.”
Carrie smiled softly, “I’ve hurt people; I’ve killed people. Some accidental, most on purpose – do you think I’m bad?” I shook my head and she came closer still, offering her hand to me. “Take my hand and join me. Let me show you how Darklight women really behave, when they realize they do not have limitations – when they realize they do not need to feel remorse.”
“You’ll help me?” I choked back some more tears, trying not to let the tiny bundle of hope that began burning in my chest take full form just yet. “You’ll stop me feeling like this?”
Carrie bent down, grabbing my chin between her perfectly manicured fingers and forcing me to look into her eyes. They still reminded me of chocolate and caramel and even though she looked a little scary, I felt like I could see warmth inside her too. It wasn’t like when I looked into Vick’s eyes and saw disappointment and fear.
“I will help you gain the power you need to help yourself. You will never do anything you do not want to do, and you will never feel anything you do not wish to feel.” Carrie smiled, and her eyes flashed gold. “You can be the person you are deep down inside and make this world rue the day they decided not to appreciate you.”
“Okay.” The word left my mouth with a burst of hunger and happiness that I hadn’t expected to feel. “Teach me how to be Lucifer Darklight – I want to know what she can do.”
If I had known then, that taking Carrie’s hand, would lead to both our deaths, I would have liked to think I would have made a different choice. But in all honesty I wouldn’t have. She may have been the catalyst in my eventual destruction but at the same time she was my savior. If Carrie had not come for me, chasing me through realms like I wished any other person had tried to do, then I would never have been found.
I would have lived my life in the Mortal Realm, running from my truth and escaping the things I couldn’t handle. My days would have been spent drowning in my own thoughts and allowing loneliness to strangle me with its bitch hands. Without Carrie I would not have lived properly, I would not have felt power beyond my wildest dreams, and I certainly would not have done anything remotely great.
Carissa Darklight killed me and she really was a villain. But she also saved me, and for a brief moment in time she was the hero in my story. So the world may have been screaming her name with scorn filled tongues for decades to come but I could never join them. I would always owe her a bit of my heart – a bit of my life. She would always be the one person I could not regret dying but at the same time was devastated losing.




Names - Pronunciation - Class type – Power - Race/Title – Status
Carissa Darklight aka Carrie
Ca-riss-ah
Chimera
Earth manipulation magic
Fae, Queen
Alive
Ellis Carter
Elle-iss
Werewolf
Unknown
Fae, Mortal
Alive
Enzo Salvatore
En-zoh
Minotaur
Unknown
Fae, Royal Guard
Alive
Granger Rice
Grayn-jer
Unknown
Unknown
Fae
Alive
Hale Windsor
Hay-el
Griffin
Gold manipulation magic
Fae, Prince, Mate
Alive
Julio Rodriguez
Who-lee-oh
Vampire
Unknown
Fae, Guard
Alive
Lazarus Windsor
Laz-ah-rus
Griffin
Unknown
Fae, King, Mate
Alive
Liza Mountbatten
Lie-zah
Werewolf
Unknown
Fae
Alive
Lucifer Nox
Lu-ce-fur
Basilisk
Unknown
Fae, Princess, Mate
Alive
Remi Mills
Reh-me
Harpy
Unknown
Fae
Deceased
Victoriana Darklight-Windsor
Vick-tore-e-anna
Vampire
Unknown
Fae, Queen, Mate
Alive
Zade Baxter
Zay-d
Vampire
Unknown
Fae
Alive
Zoya Singh
Zoy-ah
Siren
Unknown
Fae
Alive




Soo, that was book one in the Changeling Trilogy, and I hope you enjoyed it as much as I loved writing it, and please leave me a review if you did!
Lucifer’s story will be continuing in the second book; Demon.
You can pre-order it on Amazon if you fancy, or just wait as it will be on Kindle Unlimited when it comes out soon enough.
If this is the first Other Realm book you have read, then may I suggest you take a look at the Superno Academy series, which is in the future compared to Lucifer’s series, and it follows the story of Kaida, Dari, and Laina – who you may have heard mentioned as Katarina, Annabella and Gwendolyn Darklight, the triplet daughters of Carissa.
That series was written first, so technically it makes a bit more sense to read it first, but you can obviously read it at any time.
You can find all my books, more info about things in general, and even join my Facebook Other Realm reader group, via the link in my social media bios;
Tiktok – tierneywrites
Insta - tierneystorer
Anyway, thanks for all the help, from Beta Readers, ARC readers etc.
And to anyone who reads this, I think you’re cool and I appreciate you lots and lots <3
See you soon, Demon will be out before you know it…
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