
 

This is the bonus content for The Devil’s Details, it won’t make sense unless you 

have read the book. If you would like to get a copy of the book click here.   

https://geni.us/thedevilsdetailsfb
https://geni.us/thedevilsdetailsfb
https://geni.us/thedevilsdetailsfb


Bonus Chapter – The Devil’s Details – Sophia Black & Roxie 

Ray 
 

“Samael, I’d appreciate it if you’d personally keep a close eye on this garden 

thing,” Lucifer said with a sigh. He sat on his chair, that he’d hewn from the rock of this 

realm, this world he’d created when we left Heaven.  

He hadn’t been in a good place when we were booted from our home. He’d been 

distraught, heartbroken. And the landscape of the new world reflected it.  

Fire, brimstone, lava. Luckily, as angels, we weren’t susceptible to the heat, but it 

wasn’t exactly a pleasant place to be. Not to mention any wood we brought from the 

earthly realm burned up. We’d had to use magic to carve rough furniture and shelter for 

ourselves out of rock.  

A handful of us, really. Maybe a dozen. We’d followed Lucifer from Heaven, 

agreeing with him that the humans needed their free will.  

The female, she was unhappy. That was the rumor. Lucifer had a member of our 

party patrolling the lush gardens where the humans lived. We rotated, and it was my 

turn. “Whatever you need, brother.” I bowed my head, acknowledging him as the only 

Archangel among us Fallen, therefore making him our leader. Then, of course, he’d also 

created this realm. It was fitting that he be King.  

“Stay with them,” he said. “No more rotations. Keep out of sight, but stay on this 

personally, Samael. I’ll send angels to you to take reports.”  

With another bow, this one a deeper bend at midwaist, I moved myself out of Hell 

and to the earthly plane.  



It had taken hundreds of thousands of years to create this realm. And there had 

been hits and misses. Humans had been tried several times, to varying success. Finally, 

this newest batch seemed to have taken off. We suspected that more were being 

created to put around the world here and there. The planet had ended up quite large. 

We couldn’t really expect two people to populate the whole thing.  

But without proof, all we could do was monitor and watch, and do our best to help 

the humans once they appeared.  

Not that they’d have any free will. That wasn’t part of the plan, and the main 

reason Lucifer had made a stand in the humans’ favor. They deserved the right to 

decide how to live their lives, where to go, what to do. As it was, they’d been restricted to 

one relatively small span of the earth. It seemed large to them, surely, but in the grand 

scheme of landmass, it was quite small. 

Angelic prophets said the shape of the Earth would certainly change, but that 

was yet to come.  

As soon as I appeared just outside the garden, something hammered at me.  

What was this? I’d never felt anything like it before. A tugging in my chest, and 

the intense feeling that someone needed my help.  

I would later come to figure out it was a body about to lose its soul, and the soul 

needed to be reaped—shown how to transcend to the heavenly plane. I hadn’t been a 

reaper before. Other Angels had that job.  

But now, who knew how it would go?  



Rushing toward the source of my odd feeling, my mind whirred with imagined 

possibilities of what I might find. The most likely seemed like one of my angelic brethren, 

hurt.  

Not that we were literally brothers and sisters. We were all made individually, 

with our own genetic code and individual DNA. But we treated one another as such, at 

least until the time that feelings changed, and mating pairs emerged.  

I’d been one of the first angels made when Archangels were no longer created. 

That made me strongest among angels, but I didn’t hold a candle to an Archangel. 

But that was fine. I was who I was, and I’d made the decision to rebel because it 

had been the right thing to do.  

Life was sure different now. 

The source of my uncomfortable feeling must’ve been close, because my chest 

began to ache. The feeling was akin to… grief, perhaps. An immense, deep sadness 

and loneliness.  

Soon, I was close enough for it to take my breath. My immense wings slowed, 

and I searched the ground for the source of my disquiet. Whoever needed me, I had to 

hurry. They were suffering. 

And then, I saw her. Like the sunshine splitting the clouds. Like warm rain. Like 

Heaven, here on earth.  

Her long black hair was matted and tangled, caught even now on the bark of the 

tree she leaned against. As I carefully lowered myself to the ground, she stirred, 

moaning and mumbling.  



Rushing forward, I dropped to my knees and let my wings disappear behind me, 

something they only did on the earthly plane. I put my hand on the beautiful creature’s 

forehead and delved deep. 

She was dehydrated. And had a fever. Her body was near to dying. 

As I gathered the beautiful creature into my arms, she moaned and her eyes 

fluttered open. Eyes so dark, they were almost black. Her skin, pale white, was 

scratched and blotchy, as if she’d been walking through bushes.  

“Adam?” she whispered as she tried to focus on me.  

“No, beautiful creature,” I whispered. “I am Samael.”  

“Lilith.” Her head lolled into my chest as she slipped into unconsciousness.  

This was the female human, the one we were supposed to be watching over. 

And she was nearly dead.  

Pulling her fully into my arms, I studied her face. So unlike the angels. We shined 

with pure light, but in this woman I could see a mix of light and darkness, a perfect union 

of the heavens and the earth. She was a perfect specimen of a human, finally, a glorious 

earthly being.  

And she was almost dead. 

As much as we’d disagreed about how to handle the humans, no one, Angel or 

Fallen, wanted to see them die.  

I had to do something and do it now.  



With my gaze still glued to Lilith’s delicate features, I transported both of us to 

Lucifer’s new realm. Maybe he could help.  

“Brother!” I called as soon as we appeared. The horrible feeling inside me 

worsened intently as soon as I sucked in my first breath in this world. “Something is 

wrong,” I gasped. 

All my strength barely kept me upright as I walked toward my brother carrying the 

fragile human. “She’s almost dead,” I gasped.  

Lucifer jumped up and ran toward us. “She can’t be here,” he cried. “This realm 

was not meant to sustain humans.”  

With a wave of his arm, he did some sort of complicated magic that moved too 

fast for me to understand it. But the weight in my chest lessened. “There,” he said. “I 

made it so she can be here.”  

We ran through his great room to my bedroom. I’d stayed with my brother since 

the moment of our fall.  

Lowering Lilith carefully onto the bed—which had taken Lucifer a while to fix so 

that we could even have beds here—he put his hand on her forehead. “I’m going to need 

your magic,” he whispered. “I’m tying her immortality to yours.”  

“What does that mean?” I asked.  

“As long as you live, so shall she.” He looked back at me with questions in his 

eyes. “Unless I’m greatly mistaken about your strong feelings for this human?”  

How had he known? I hadn’t even realized yet. But as he said the words, the 

love cemented itself in my heart. I’d die for her. “Do it,” I said. “But she cannot know. I 



want her to love me because the feelings take root in her heart. Not because she feels 

beholden to me.”  

Lucifer cocked his head at me, then nodded. “I’ll take it to my grave.”  

I put my hand on his shoulder and pushed my magic toward him so he could do 

whatever special thing my big, Archangel brother was able to do to spin our magic into 

healing for Lilith. 

The human who held my entire heart in her hands after speaking only one word.  


