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CONTENT WARNINGS
STOP!



This is a dark romance with an extensive trigger list. This book is not for sensitive readers.

If you are religious/are triggered by books that use religious themes in a sacrilegious manner, this book is not for you. If you are a practicing catholic or christian you will very likely find this book triggering. Please do not proceed.

If non-con is a trigger for you, please do not proceed.

To review a full list of triggers you can expect to come across while reading this book, visit the author’s website:

https://www.alexandrastpierre.com/dark-romance
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Ch 28 ‘Psycho,’ by Mia Rodriguez

Ch 31 ‘obsessed,’ by zandros, Limi

Ch 34 ‘High for This,’ by The Weekend

Ch 42 ‘Villains aren’t born ‘they’re made,’ - acoustic version’ by PEGGY

Ch 46 ‘V.A.N’ by Bad Omens

Ch 52 ‘Dead Man,’ David Kushner

Ch 62 ‘Break My Baby,’ by KALEO

Ch 68 ‘older,’ by Isabel LaRosa

Ch 74 ‘We Go Down Together (with Khalid),’ by Dove Cameron, Khalid

Ch 76 ‘Skin and Bones,’ by David Kushner

Ch 80 ‘Let it go (With Lø Spirit)’ by Chandler Leighton, Lø Spirit

Ch 88 ‘Kool-Aid’ by Bring me the Horizon

Ch 91 ‘CODE MISTAKE,’ by CORPSE, Bring Me The Horizon

Ch 91 ‘Little Girl Gone,’ by Chinchilla

https://open.spotify.com/playlist/4ujDUjA2mcDHXgffxnnWLi?si=271729329e52468a
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For all the girls who never feared Hell because they know the Devil is a woman and Hell hath no fucking fury.
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Hello my beautiful lil’ psychos. I just wanted to start off this book with fair warning. If you have found yourself here because you are a fan of my dark fantasy series - welcome! Glad you could make it! However, I need to be transparent about the nature of the content you are about to read.

This book is much darker than my previous works.

If you are unfamiliar with the dark romance genre, please proceed with caution as this book is NOT FOR EVERYONE.

I would especially like to flag that this story is likely not going to be enjoyable for those who are devout and practicing Catholics and/or Christians. In fact, if you are extremely spiritual in any way, some parts of this story may be difficult to swallow. I urge you to proceed with caution. You are entitled to your beliefs and though this is meant to be a complete work of fiction, there are religious scenes in here that I can guarantee will be triggering to some.

Outside of the religious themes in this book, the relationships depicted between characters are extremely toxic. These relationships are not something I would wish on anyone in real life. This is complete fiction, and if you ever meet someone who behaves even remotely close to the way the men depicted in this book do, I urge you to seek help and remove yourself from the situation immediately.

Though there are many triggering themes touched on in these pages, the ones I’m expecting the most criticism on outside of the content mentioned above is the heavy use of explicit non-consensual scenes.

I’m going to be blunt. Our FMC does not have consensual sex until at least halfway through the book, and many scenes after that are dub-con at best. For most of this story, our FMC is a captive suffering from Stockholm syndrome, so even in the instances where she does verbally give consent, it cannot be considered true consent.

So, if this is something that triggers you, again, do not read this book. Your mental health matters!

One more thing - though there are scenes where loose BDSM themes are present, this is not a healthy depiction of what a true BDSM relationship should look like. BDSM is all about consent and ensuring you are exploring kinks in a safe way with partners you trust. This book is not meant to be a guidebook or an accurate representation of what a dom/sub relationship should be and should not be used as any form of guidebook/reference material.

Still here? Still want to read?

AWESOME! BUCKLE UP, BABIES! HOPE YOU BROUGHT YOUR FLASHLIGHTS BECAUSE SHIT’S ABOUT TO GET DARK!
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Alexa, play ‘Mr. Sandman’ by SYML

“The hardest thing in this world is to live in it.”


—BUFFY SUMMERS, BUFFY THE VAMPIRE SLAYER


The first person I ever killed was my mother. I ripped the life from her on my way out of her womb.

Of course, I was an infant at the time, so I don’t remember seeing the Reaper in the birthing room—but I know he would have been there.

He always was.

The next person to die was my father. My aunt told me I was playing with my blocks when he tripped down the stairs. He broke his neck and died on impact. I was two at the time, and this is the earliest memory I have of Death. He loomed over my father’s body, staring at me from beneath the shadows of his hood. I was too little to be afraid, but I should have been.

I went to live with my aunt and uncle after that.

That didn’t last long, either.

Three short years later, they both died in a horrific car crash. The police came to the house and found me in my bed, staring at the cloaked demon that stood silently in the corner of my room. I had known my aunt and uncle were dead before the cops found me because the Reaper had found me first.

The police hadn’t believed me when I told them it was the monster who watched me from the shadows. They told me it had just been a horrible accident.

I knew better.

After that, there was no one else to take me in, and I was put into the system at six years old. It was recommended to my foster parents that I receive some form of counseling. The little girl who kept talking about the shadow man who watched her sleep and killed her loved ones was clearly mentally ill.

Unfortunately for me, most of my foster parents didn’t have extra money for therapy. Unfortunately for them, my demonic stalker didn’t care if they had money or not. He killed them anyway.

I was sixteen the first time I tried to commit suicide.

It hadn’t worked.

It never worked.

When the idea first came to me, I did quite a bit of research before making an attempt. I wanted to get it right, you know? I found some suicide forums online and did my best to learn the most effective way to take my own life.

Deathbringer4367:

Always go down the road, never across the street

if you want to make it to the other side.

Deathbringer4367 seemed to know what they were talking about. They had ten thousand suicide-obsessed followers.

I’ll never forget the first time I tried. It was like my mind had burned it into my memory so I would remember the failure and take it for the lesson that it was.

I followed the instructions perfectly.

While my newest foster parents were out for the day, I filled their antique clawfoot bathtub with warm water and climbed in with my razor blade. The bathroom was outdated, with its fluffy pink bath mat and seashell-shaped soaps. The woman who had taken me in this time had clearly made an effort to keep her home clean. The linoleum floors were cracked, but they were spotless. They didn’t have much money, but they did their best to keep their belongings in good condition. I felt bad about the trauma my new guardians would likely inherit after finding my dead body in their bathroom, but I supposed it was better than winding up dead themselves.

I made sure I cut deep enough that there was no chance of survival. I was so thorough with the first wrist that it had been nearly impossible for me to do the other.

Once the blood flowed from both wrists and spread like crimson ink into the water around me, I lay in the bathtub and waited.

And waited.

And waited.

Finally, Death came, but he didn’t take me away.

His presence was announced with the flicker of the dusty overhead light. The bulb sputtered in the ancient fixture as if it were fighting for its life. I watched my demon seep up through the floor as the light finally succumbed to the darkness.

He stood in the corner of the bathroom and stared at me, his face hidden as it always was in an endless hood of shadow. He ran his ink-black fingers up and down the pole of his scythe, stroking it gently as he stared. I watched as the demon’s cloak curled around him as if it were a living thing. He had no reflection in the double vintage mirrors that lined the wall over the cracked, flaking, mint-green countertops.

Instead of being afraid, I stared back and willed him to take me with him. Silently, I begged him to end my pain and free me from this lonely prison called life.

Of course, he didn’t take me. I could feel his hatred. My pain amused him. He enjoyed watching me suffer, and I wondered what I could have done to upset this demon so much that he wanted to watch me die but refused to grant me the peace of death.

So I lay there in a tub filled with my own blood until the water turned cold and the sun went down. When I finally stood up, I could feel his eyes on my sinfully naked body. I now had two perfectly healed pink scars on the insides of both wrists. It was the only proof that I had tried to end my life at all.

My shadowy stalker watched me closely for two weeks after that.

Every subsequent attempt to end my life was the same. Each time, he hung around longer and longer. So, I eventually gave up on suicide. At least when he came for the people around me, he didn’t stick around for longer than a night.

I hated him.

I hated the way he stared, and I hated the way he took everyone I cared about but refused to take me.

It didn’t matter.

There was no escape.

The older I got, the more suspicious people became. People started to notice as I collected a string of seemingly innocent accidents. Why did someone seem to meet their end in every home I moved to?

I was held for questioning for the first time shortly after my initial suicide attempt. A mentally ill homeless man pushed my most recent foster mother in front of a subway train. Was I somehow involved? Did I tell that man to push her? Where was I when she died?

By now, I knew there was no use pointing to the cloaked figure who watched with glee from the shadows of the interrogation room. I knew they couldn’t see him. He was only there for me.

As soon as I turned eighteen, I knew I needed to get out on my own. I couldn’t rely on anyone else if I wanted them to live and if I wanted to avoid ending up in prison. I knew the truth wouldn’t be enough to protect me if this went on much longer. I would eventually end up behind bars. So, when I could, I started looking for work that would pay well without much experience. I just needed enough to manage rent for one.

That was how I found myself working at Voodoo.
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“Max likes your yabbos. In fact, he loves ‘em.”


— DANI DENNISON, HOCUS POCUS


Ihad applied to as many restaurants as I could in the entertainment district in the city of Gravestone. In an effort to be taken seriously, I wore the only collared shirt I owned and what I was sure were very outdated dress pants. I needed to land a job and make enough for first and last as quickly as possible. I heard that servers and bartenders made great tips on this strip, so I was willing to stomp concrete all day with my little stack of resumes until someone was willing to take a chance on me.

The first few restaurants had taken one look at my empty resume and shook their heads. I nearly walked right by Voodoo with its trendy black exterior and mellow mood lighting. If Yabbos hadn’t been interested in hiring me, I doubted somewhere as swanky as Voodoo would bother giving me a shot.

I was staring at the towering, sleek glass doors when an attractive man came out with an arm full of menus to stack the stand guarding the entrance of the patio. It was almost October, but the patio was furnished with industry-leading heaters that kept the space cozy for guests who wanted to extend outdoor eating a little longer.

“Hey, sweetheart. We don’t open until six,” the man said smoothly as he brushed by. He had a dark mop of midnight hair and was wearing a pressed black button-up shirt. He’d rolled up the sleeves, exposing lean but toned forearms. The inside of his left arm was tattooed with a block of tight, neat scripture. The writing was too small to read, but his nametag said ‘Shem.’

“Oh, okay, nevermind,” I muttered, turning to leave. Shem frowned at me and eyed up my stack of resumes.

“You looking to apply?” he asked, giving me a friendly smile and flashing perfectly white teeth. I stared at him, marveling at how green his eyes were and how much they stood out against his flawless, bronze skin.

“Um, well…”

“Come on, I’ll introduce you to the bar manager. We’re desperate for people right now, especially at the host stand. How old are you?”

“Eighteen…” I said, bracing myself for him to change his mind and send me away.

“Perfect,” he purred, draping an arm over my shoulders and leading me into the dark entryway. “That means you’re too young to serve or bartend. Rafael always steals the pretty ones for the bar.” He winked at me, and I swallowed, feeling extremely uncomfortable. Not just because Shem was devastatingly attractive but because he was touching me, and people who touched me had a tendency to die.

“Raf! I’ve got a live one!” Shem called out into the empty dining room. A tall man with a perfectly groomed beard glanced up from his clipboard. He was standing behind the long black lacquer bar, counting bottles of beer and making little marks on his inventory sheet. He wore thick black glasses and had the most impeccably coiffed hairstyle I’d ever seen on a man.

“Better alive than dead,” Rafael muttered distractedly as he resumed his work.

Shem rolled his eyes. “Come on Raf. You know we need people. Check it out. I brought people.” He gestured to me. Rafael finally looked up, clearly annoyed that his opening duties were being interrupted.

I attempted a small, awkward wave, feeling frumpy in my hand-me-down, out-of-style business clothes.

Rafael gave me a critical once-over and sighed. “Alright. We are short-staffed. Follow me.” He moved out from behind the bar and led me deeper into the restaurant.

The entire space was a cacophony of soft velvets juxtaposed with sleek black wood and ebony marble. Massive, macabre paintings adorned the midnight walls and hung in contrast to the bare, Edison-bulb light fixtures that warmed perfectly set tables.

Rafael slid into a large, sinfully luxurious booth dressed in a pristine black tablecloth. I looked up at an extremely high-quality replica of the Francisco de Goya painting ‘Saturn Devouring His Son’ and shivered. It was an interesting choice for a space where people would be tucking into filet mignon and prime rib.

It felt as if this is where the King of Hell would dine if he were looking to indulge in a steak dinner.

“Let’s see your resume,” Rafael said brusquely, holding out a well-groomed hand. I fiddled with the papers, hoping he wouldn’t notice my own fingernails, which were chewed, and hadn’t seen a manicurist in… well… ever.

He snatched a sheet out of my hand and slid his large glasses further down his nose, reading through it quickly. I wasn’t surprised it didn’t take him long to read it. There wasn’t much on there. He pursed his lips and put down my CV, folding his hands over the top of it and leaning forward.

“Why do you want to work here?” he asked sharply.

I felt like ‘because I need money’ wasn’t the answer he was looking for.

“Because I’m looking to start a career in the service industry, and Voodoo is one of the most well-established franchises in Gravestone,” I replied, impressing myself with my answer.

He raised his eyebrows in surprise.

“You don’t have any experience,” he paused, glancing down at my resume to remind himself of my name, “Lilith.”

“I know. I’m a fast learner though, and I won’t ever complain.”

“We’ll have to start you up front. You look much too young to serve.”

“That’s fine, I would love to start up front!” I could barely keep the excitement from my voice. He made eye contact with me and leaned over the table, his face serious as a grave.

“I run a tight ship here, Lilith. Voodoo has a reputation for being the best. You look like you need someone to give you a chance. I’m willing to do that, but you have to promise me you will take this job seriously.”

I felt my eyes widen, and the intensity of his words settled over me. I had just wanted a job so I could pay rent and survive without anyone falling prey to my demon. This bar manager was making me feel like I was selling him my soul.

I bit my lip. Beggars couldn’t be choosers, I supposed. This felt like the chance I was looking for, so I reached out a hand and nodded.

“I won’t let you down.”

He gave me a suave grin and took my hand, squeezing it firmly.

“Good. You start tomorrow.”
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Alexa, play ‘People Watching’ by Conan Gray

“We all go a little mad sometimes.”


— NORMAN BATES, PSYCHO


For the first year, it took a great deal of willpower and determination to keep my distance from the rest of the staff, especially Shem. Working with him at the host stand had been one of the best years of my life, but I couldn’t let him know that.

I couldn’t let my demon know that.

The staff gathered nearly every night at the bar for drinks after work. Each night for a full year, Shem and the others invited me to join them, but I always said no.

I couldn’t risk ruining the best thing that had ever happened to me by getting too close to anyone. My demon hadn’t killed anyone since I started this job. I couldn’t risk him choosing one of these lovely people as his next victim.

Within the initial month of working at Voodoo, I had saved up enough for first and last at an apartment that sat above a flower shop in the east end of Gravestone. It was right on the subway line, and even though I had to transfer, I couldn’t believe my luck that something so convenient was in a price range I could afford.

“You’re the first person to put an offer on it, really,” the young, pimply-faced property manager told me. “After that young girl was murdered here, it seemed no one wanted to rent the space.”

I didn’t bother mentioning that the place likely would have been rented sooner if the person showing the space hadn’t informed potential renters of the homicide that had taken place there. I was just happy to claim it as mine. If the murdered girl chose to haunt me, at least my demon would have some company.

I moved out of my final foster home later that week and breathed a sigh of relief when I left, and for once, everyone was still alive.

The apartment was a two-story walk-up with a large front room that bled into a kitchenette. The cupboards were from the sixties, and the wood floor had a mysterious, dark brown stain on it that I pretended wasn’t blood. Behind the kitchen, there was a small bathroom that Norman Bates would be proud to own. It had a rickety corner shower, a toilet with rust stains around the bowl, and a little leaky sink. Beyond that was a decently sized bedroom that would fit a double bed and maybe a hamper if I bought a small one. The walls were painted off-white, and it looked like the landlord had just rolled right over all the light fixtures and floorboards instead of taping them.

It was heaven.

The first night, I slept on the floor. I had no furniture, but I couldn’t have cared less. My stray cat, Chaos, appeared on the third night to cuddle up with me.

Chaos always found me, no matter where I moved. His black, shiny coat and dazzling green eyes were the only constants I had been able to enjoy throughout my entire life. I cherished him.

Foster homes didn’t allow pets, but luckily for me, Chaos never had any interest in being my pet. He was happy to come and go as he pleased and seemed to be the only thing Death had no interest in taking from me. I had named him Chaos because of his petulant need to poke things off surfaces and create… well, chaos.

Nothing amused that cat more than perching on a counter, staring down an innocent mug or glass, and poking it with his paw until it fell and shattered on the ground.

Sometimes, I would catch him and yell at him not to do it, and I swear he knew what I was saying. The asshole would always make direct eye contact, pause for dramatic effect, then punt the damn glass off anyways. Truthfully, I didn’t care if Chaos broke every glass I ever bought. As long as he never stopped coming back.

Slowly, I saved enough from working at the bar to buy pieces of furniture from second-hand sellers online. These sites were the best option for me because I didn’t need a car. Most sellers were happy to deliver, especially if they lived in Gravestone.

For the first four years that I worked at Voodoo, I didn’t see Death once. After 12 months of working as a hostess, I applied internally for an open serving position and got it. Shem was bummed but somehow happy for me at the same time. He even vouched for me when Rafael resisted.

After my third year, I applied for the bar. Within my first month of bartending, I had worked my way up to being the most profitable bartender on staff. My upsells were always through the roof, and I don’t think I ever sold a single shot of anything. All my guests drank doubles.

I was a fucking wizard in service and had memorized the cocktail list overnight. I perfected free pouring and was absolutely ruthless with my opening and closing duties.

I wanted the Friday and Saturday night shifts, and the other bartenders knew I was coming for them. On a good night, you could make five hundred dollars or more on tips alone. Then there was tip-out, where the servers needed to give five percent of their sales to the bar, front, and back of the house.

Bartending had always been my end goal. It was a goldmine. Where I could live out the rest of my solitary, miserable days, buying gourmet treats for Chaos and making my little haunted apartment the coziest, happiest place on Earth.
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On a chilly autumn Thursday night, I found myself working a busy shift with Sam, another bartender at Voodoo. It had been non-stop all night, but Sam had been the perfect teammate. He was a Med student at UoG, and he was just wrapping up his final exams. He had done most of my training and was kind, patient, and diligent. He was great with the guests on the wood, but I was faster on service, though maybe a bit messier. He tended to follow me around while I worked, tidying up when I got carried away during a rush.

He didn’t seem to mind, though. Our strengths and weaknesses complimented each other. I loved working with Sam, and I think he loved working with me too. I did my best in the confined space behind the bar to keep my distance, but I didn’t miss the way he would touch the small of my back to let me know he was there instead of saying ‘behind.’ He always asked about my day and listened to my answer like whatever I was saying was the most interesting thing he had ever heard. I liked to imagine sometimes that if things were different, maybe Sam and I could have been friends.

As the guests started to slow down, I pulled out the weekly closer list and examined it, needing to remind myself what Thursday’s big closing duty was. I groaned.

Thursday: Mop the keg fridge

I hated this one. It was especially difficult right after we received a new shipment, and most of the kegs were full. I was five foot two. Some of those kegs weighed more than I did. It was hell trying to move them around. Sam chuckled as he wiped down the bar.

“I’ll do it for you before I leave, don’t worry.”

“No, you opened. That’s not fair, I can do it. I just wish they would move this task to Sundays…most of the kegs are empty by then,” I grumbled.

Sam turned to face me, the corner of his mouth twitching up. A piece of his golden hair had fallen into his warm brown eyes, and I felt the space between my thighs burn. I swallowed. I hadn’t had sex in a really long time. When I had been living in foster homes, I had made the mistake of allowing myself to find comfort in some of the boys who had crossed my path. Most of them were sad and lonely and were looking for someone to hold them as much as I was.

Looking back, it had been foolish of me to think that my demon would have permitted a boy to love me. After the third one died, I stopped allowing men to touch me at all. Sam’s little back touches so far had gone unpunished, but I knew that it was pushing the limits of the invisible lines my demon forced me to operate within.

I took a step back, not wanting Sam to face Death’s wrath just because I needed to get laid. I shook my head again.

“It’s okay, Sam. Just take the empties down on your way out. I’m fine.”

He looked like he was going to argue when Rafael appeared on the other side of service. He ran his finger over the stainless-steel counter and examined the tip through his thick glasses, making a face as he did.

“Sloppy. I expect you to do better tomorrow night, Lilith. I can’t have my primetime bartenders slacking on cleanliness.”

Shem appeared out of nowhere, swiping up a maraschino cherry from one of the garnish bins and popping it into his mouth with a sly grin.

Tomorrow night? It was Thursday. I didn’t work Fridays or Saturdays. Those shifts were usually run by Sam and Jezebel. They were highly coveted, and only the best got to work them. Jezebel had handed in her notice a few weeks ago, but considering I was new to the bar, never in a million years had I thought I would be chosen to replace her.

“Is little Lilith getting a promotion?” Shem purred, working the cherry’s stem into a knot with his tongue. His green eyes flashed in amusement, and Rafael looked at him with disgust.

“Don’t eat the garnish,” he snapped, but Shem just chuckled. He seemed to be the only person who wasn’t at least a little afraid of Rafael.

My mouth dropped open, and I shot a look at Sam, who was beaming at me. He rubbed the back of his neck and shrugged.

“I wanted to tell you earlier, but it just got so busy. I’ve been working on this with Raf for the last two weeks. If you don’t have any plans, I need someone to cover for Jezebel since she quit. You’re the fastest person I’ve ever worked with on service. If you want Fridays and Saturdays, they’re yours.”

“Are you serious!?” I whipped back and forth between Sam and Raf. Both of them were grinning at me, amused by how excited I was. “Of course I want to work weekends with you!” I squealed, hardly able to keep myself from bouncing in my non-slip Mary Janes.

Before I could think better of it, I threw my arms around Sam and hugged him. He stiffened for a moment, then relaxed and wrapped his arms around my waist, pulling me closer to him. He rubbed his large, warm hand up my back, and I shuddered, immediately wishing I could take the hug back.

“Ooh, how come you never hug me like that, sweetheart?” Shem teased, and I jerked away from Sam, laughing nervously. Sam frowned but didn’t say anything. He just shot Shem an annoyed look, and I anxiously chewed on my thumbnail and straightened out my bartending pouch.

“Tomorrow.” Sam smiled at me before picking up the bin of empties. Raf lifted the stainless-steel drop hatch to let him out, and Shem looked me up and down, a mischievous look glinting in his green eyes. I raised an eyebrow at him, but he just shrugged and slinked off after Sam, leaving me alone with my stern bar manager.

“You’ll be on probation, of course. We’ll see how it goes, but I have to admit, you’ve impressed me, Lilith,” Rafael said. I wasn’t sure how he made even compliments sound like criticisms, but I didn’t care. All I could see were dollar signs.

I would never have to worry about making rent again.

I would be stable and independent.

I would be safe.

I tried to contain the giddy little dance that wanted to burst out of me and fisted the edges of my mandatory pleated black tennis skirt instead.

“You need to work on cleanliness. You’re fast on service, but that’s because you don’t clean as you go. You need to be quick and pristine if you’re going to stay on weekends.”

I nodded eagerly.

“Yes, Rafael. Of course.”
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Alexa, play ‘bury a friend’ by Billie Eilish

“We are the dead, and we do not enter lightly into the realm of the living.”


— ABIGAIL, THE HAUNTING OF HILL HOUSE


It took me over an hour to mop the keg fridge. I wanted to make sure it was perfect. Rafael had said I needed to work on cleanliness, and I didn’t see any reason why I shouldn’t start now. It was nearly three am by the time I had balanced the till and checked out. I slipped through the kitchen to grab my bag in the staff room, and Mike, the pantry chef, grunted at me.

“I saved you this,” he said gruffly, nudging a little to-go container at me. Mike was a middle-aged man who was rough around the edges but had been in the kitchen at Voodoo for nearly ten years. He was a stickler for rules and normally wouldn’t even let me sneak a fry from the fry bowl.

“What is it?” I asked, eyeing the little cardboard box.

“A birthday brownie.”

“It’s… not my birthday?” My birthday falls on Halloween, which was still almost two full months away.

“I know. Sam told me you made primetime. I wanted to congratulate ya.”

Realizing he was giving me one of the little free desserts we gave guests on their birthday, I suddenly felt my eyes swim with emotion. “Thanks, Mike… this is, this is really nice.” No one had ever done anything like this for me before. For the second time that night, I found myself wanting to hug someone. This time, I stopped myself and took a step back instead.

“Goodnight, Lil. See ya tomorrow,” he said before lumbering out the back door and out into the night.

I grabbed my bag and my black maxi coat, throwing it on over the short black tennis skirt and Voodoo tank top. When I first started and Raf showed me the uniform, I panicked. It showed a lot of skin, and I had a few scars that I was sure would make guests uncomfortable. Happily, the skirt was just long enough to cover the scars on the tops of my thighs. They were self-inflicted. A punishment, if you will. After I learned that Death would not allow me to kill myself, I had taken to opening the flesh on my thighs for each person I had killed.

The deep, pink scars that ran up the insides of my arms from that first attempt were another problem. Thankfully, Voodoo’s uniform policy required that women wear a minimum of three pieces of jewelry, preferably made of leather, to keep up with their dark, macabre theme. I immediately purchased two thick leather cuffs and strapped them around each wrist on my first shift. Tada! It was like I had never even tried to slit my wrists to escape the undeserved wrath of a demon.

I left the restaurant and slipped down into the subway system, pulling up my long, wavy brown hair as I went. That was another rule at Voodoo. No ponytails. If you wanted your hair up, it had to be in a carefully styled updo. I usually just wore mine down. My hair was one of my better features. It was long, thick, and had a natural wave to it. In the sun, there were natural high and lowlights. I got compliments on it all the time. People pay a lot of money for hair like this at the salon.

People also often commented on my eyes. I caught sight of my reflection in the subway window, and I supposed I could understand why. They were green, though not nearly as green as Shem’s. Mine were more of a moss green, ringed in black. Someone had also told me I was ‘curvy’ once, and I wasn’t sure if they had meant it in a good way or not. I had a larger chest than most of the other girls who worked at Voodoo and definitely thicker thighs. Being relatively short, I put on weight easily, so my ‘curves’ sometimes made me feel more like I was ‘chubby,’ though I supposed it didn’t matter.

It’s not like I was trying to turn any heads or impress any men. I was doomed to live the solitary life of a spinster. At least I had Chaos to go home to. I smiled at that.

Getting off the subway, I trotted up the steps to my door and slipped the key into the lock in the knob. I flicked on the lights and shrugged out of my coat, tossing my phone on the coffee table along with the little dessert Mike had packed for me. Chaos wasn’t home yet, so I started my celebrations alone. I poured myself a shot of tequila and grabbed a fork from the kitchen, moaning as the first bite of chocolate brownie melted in my mouth.

Damn, that was good.

My eyes nearly welled with tears as the soft sweetness of the brownie dissolved on my tongue. I was sure Mike hadn’t thought too much about it, but no one had ever done something like this for me before. No one had ever bothered to acknowledge or celebrate my achievements with me. This small gesture meant more to me than words could ever describe.

I decided I wanted to do something for him in return. I pulled out my phone and googled ideas for personalized gifts. I found a little online Etsy shop that engraved spoons. My lip curled.

This was perfect.

I ordered a tiny silver spoon with the words ‘Best Chef’ on it. Mike was a man of few words, so I was hoping a little thoughtful gift like this would be appreciated more than a heartfelt thank you. Feeling pleased with my order, I padded into the living room with my booze and my brownie. I turned on the tiny, second-hand TV and cast my music app to it from my phone. I flopped down on the couch, taking another bite of my brownie just as Chaos flowed in through the window behind me. I tipped my glass toward him in a gentle cheers.

He squinted at me and molded himself into a perfect little loaf on the couch. I smiled at him, tossing back a shot of tequila before getting up to dance. I spun around my living room to the dulcet tones of Billie Eilish’s bury a friend, unable to keep myself from smiling.

Chaos watched as I swayed and twirled. At one point, I was sure the little ghost of the girl who haunted my home came out to dance too, but that could have just been the tequila.

Just because I didn’t have anyone to celebrate with didn’t mean I didn’t deserve to celebrate. I’m sure it might have seemed sad to someone looking in, but for me, I really felt like I had crawled out of the pits of Hell and had finally managed to find a small piece of success and happiness for myself.

My demon hadn’t come to visit for nearly four years, and I was starting to wonder if I really did just imagine it all. Maybe I had just been a traumatized little girl who had made it all up.

Perhaps my shadowy stalker was my mind’s way of finding a way to blame all of the horrible freak accidents on something tangible.

Finally, just before the sun cracked the distant horizon and the first rumblings of morning activity in the city started up, I collapsed, drunk and happy, into bed. I rolled onto my back and sighed.

I had made it.

I may not have anyone, but I was self-sufficient. I was going to be okay.

My smile faltered as the darkness in the room grew thicker, and the rising sun took on a sinister tint of red. I could suddenly see my breath, and the air grew so cold it felt like razor blades in my lungs.

I told myself I was just intoxicated and that I was imagining the looming, cloaked figure that infected the corner of my bedroom like a cancer.

The room was so small, and he was so close, that the smoky tendrils of his cloak floated over the lip of my mattress. He hung over me, and I peered up into the darkness of his hood as he slowly tapped his inky fingers on the staff of his scythe.

“Go away,” I whispered, feeling my eyes well with tears. He leaned closer, and I felt my vision strain as I tried to see beyond the endless darkness that gathered beneath his hood.

He stroked a single, freezing finger down my cheek, and I jerked away. I could have sworn I heard a hideous, rattling laugh seconds before everything went dark.
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“The boundaries which divide Life from Death are at best shadowy and vague. Who shall say where the one ends, and where the other begins?”


— EDGAR ALLAN POE


Iwoke up in a cold sweat. Thankfully, I was alone. My demon was no longer lurking in the corner of my room. I wondered for a moment if I had just imagined it, but I knew I hadn’t. He was real. He had touched me. That was the first time he had ever touched me. He must be pissed.

Fuck.

I hugged Sam.

I had hugged Sam, and my demon reappeared for the first time in four years. I tried to tell myself I was being paranoid, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that I had made a horrible mistake. Leaping out of bed, I snatched up my phone. The sight of my empty to-go box and dirty shot glass from the night before made me feel sick to my stomach.

How dare I think I deserved to celebrate or be happy? I should have known better.

Scrolling through my contacts, I found Sam’s number. I had never actually texted him before, but I fired one off now.

Lilith:


I’m super excited for our shift tonight!




Staring at the screen, I chewed on my thumbnail and prayed for the three dots to appear in the chat window.

Nothing.

I glanced at the clock. It was almost four. He was opening, which meant he would need to be there for five. Maybe he was on the subway already and had no service? I toyed with the idea of calling him but worried that it would come off as strange if I really was overreacting and everything was fine.

I hopped in the shower and started getting ready. I pulled on a fresh Voodoo tank and slipped into my skirt. All of a sudden, my phone buzzed. I ran for it, my heart leaping to my throat.

Rafael:


Can you come in early?




My heart was pounding. Why did he need me to come in early? I chewed on my thumbnail again as I tried to think of how I was going to reply.

Lilith:


Of course… why?




Rafael:


Sam never showed up for his open. I can’t get a hold of him.




The breath flew from my lungs. I collapsed on the couch, suddenly feeling dizzy. I wished Chaos was here. I felt like I was going to have a panic attack. With shaking fingers, I slipped my hand up under the hem of my skirt and rubbed the pad of my thumb over one of my scars. It had been a long time since I had needed to carve myself a new one, and I suddenly had the itch to add one to my collection.

I had to act normal, though. I needed this job. If I acted suspicious, people would start asking questions again. I had to work this shift, and I needed to do it with a damn smile on my face.

Lilith:


Weird. I hope everything is okay! I’m on my way now.




Rafael:


Great, I’ll try to see if I can get someone to cover for him.




It’s going to be tough on short notice.

Getting a shift covered this late on a Friday was going to be nearly impossible. I hoped he would be able to pull it off. Running the bar alone during primetime would be unthinkable for even an experienced bartender. There was no way I would be able to handle the wood and service solo. I bit my lip in an attempt to distract myself.

Today was already a disaster. Sighing, I stood and threw on my coat.

Breathe, Lilith.

Everything was going to be fine.

Sure, keep telling yourself that. When has it ever been fine? A mean little voice said in my head. I ran a hand down my face and forced back a frustrated scream. That fucking demon was not going to ruin this for me. Even if he did kill Sam, I was going to push through this shift and keep my place on weekends. I would just need to be much more careful moving forward and make sure not to give out any more damn hugs.
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I got to the bar and threw myself into my opening duties. I was already behind, but Shem offered to help me cut garnishes, which freed me up to change out a few kegs and make sure that my register was balanced.

Rafael was stalking through the dining room on his phone, frantically making call after call, trying to find someone to cover for Sam.

“What do you think happened to him?” Shem asked from where he sat at the bar, slicing lemon wheels. His eyes were wide, and he looked like a reporter who had just stumbled on the juiciest story of the year. I shrugged, trying to act normal.

“Who knows? I’m sure he’s just sick or something,” I said, bending down to check I had enough bins for empties.

“He would have called in if he was sick,” Shem said, giving me a conspiratorial smile. “I bet it’s something way more fucked up. Maybe he died.”

“Shem! For fuck’s sake!” I snapped at him, but he just smirked at me,

“Lighten up, Lil. I’m only joking.”

“It’s not funny,” I grumbled.

Suddenly, Rafael appeared and slid onto the barstool next to Shem.

“Okay. I got someone to cover, but he’s a friend of mine. He doesn’t have any Voodoo experience. He’ll have to essentially act as a glorified barback until we can get him trained up.”

I frowned at that. “No one who works here could take the shift?”

Rafael shook his head and picked up one of Shem’s lemon wheels, eyeing it critically. “No, and we needed to hire someone to replace Jezebel anyway, so I suppose now is as good a time as ever to try out someone new. If the two of you pull tonight off, I’ll offer him a full-time job, and you can train him.”

This was highly unusual for Voodoo. Rafael rarely hired bartenders without previous Voodoo experience, even if they had worked at other bars. You had to start as a server and work your way up. Considering we were now down two bartenders, I supposed it made sense that he needed to make an exception.

Beggars couldn’t be choosers, after all.
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“All monsters are human.”


— SISTER JUDE, AMERICAN HORROR STORY: ASYLUM


My heart was pounding. I chewed on my thumbnail nervously as people started to file into the restaurant. Shem was strategically seating them in rotation. He was doing the best he could to steer people away from the bar to keep me from getting overwhelmed, but it was inevitable. Soon, we would be on a waitlist, and people would crowd around to get drinks and mingle while they waited for a table. The chit machine sprang to life, and I went to work making the first cocktails of the night.

I was shaking up a Poisoned Pear Sour when Rafael approached service with the most attractive man I had ever seen in my life.

He towered over Raf and was dressed in Voodoo’s mandatory black collared shirt and dress pants. Like Shem, he had rolled the sleeves up to his elbows, but his arms were completely covered with tattoos.

Skulls and snakes twisted together up his forearms, and I imagined they covered the rest of him under his shirt because they continued up his neck to his cut jaw. He was lean but well-muscled. His arms were corded with veins, and his fingers were dripping in silver rings. The one on the middle finger of his left hand had a goat’s head on it, with two wickedly curved horns that nearly grazed his knuckle.

The man’s eyes were the clearest hazel I had ever seen. They were a brandy amber around the pupil that bled to a shocking teal green on the outer edge of the iris. His eyes were lined with thick, black lashes, and his dark, ashy-brown hair was faded short on the sides but left long on top. A series of silver earrings and cuffs marched up his right ear, and his brow was furrowed into one of the most aggressive and unfriendly scowls I had ever seen.

“Here’s your name tag.” Raf handed the man a small piece of plastic, and he glanced down at it, his lip curling up into a disgusted sneer.

“Really?” he asked Raf, looking at the nametag like he would rather light himself on fire than put it on. Raf gave him a stern look and nodded.

“Yes, really.”

The man’s scowl deepened, but he pinned the tag to his shirt and turned those angry, hazel eyes on me. My frantically beating heart nearly stopped at the hostility in his gaze.

Great, this was going to fucking suck. This guy seemed like a huge asshole.

Maybe you won’t get him killed then if he wants nothing to do with you. That mean little voice was back, and this time, it was right. Maybe it was a good thing this guy seemed to hate me on sight. My demon probably loved that I would be trapped behind a bar with this douchebag all night.

“Lilith, this is Reaver. He’ll be standing in for Sam tonight, but if this goes well, we’ll make him more of a permanent fixture.”

“Hi,” I said, giving him a friendly wave despite the fact that he was looking at me like he wanted me dead. I wished I could tell him to quit while he was ahead—I tried... more than once. I wouldn’t be dying anytime soon, no matter how hard he willed it into existence.

He just curled his lip like he smelled something terrible and flipped up the drop-hatch to let himself behind the bar.

“Alright, I’ll leave you to it,” Rafael said before heading over to the host stand to help out Shem, who was already looking a little overwhelmed.

I turned around to find Reaver leaning back against the floor-to-ceiling liquor display with his phone out. I gasped.

Who did this asshole think he was?!

Phones were not allowed behind the bar. Guests were already starting to crowd the wood, looking at him expectantly, but he ignored them in favor of whatever the hell he was reading on his phone.

“Um, hey. No phones on the floor,” I said, trying to sound sure of myself. He looked up at me and gave me a once-over. His hazel eyes skimmed the hem of my skirt, and I clenched my thighs together, suddenly feeling naked under his gaze. Finally, he glanced back up at me, and I thought he might say something, but then he thought better of it and decided to completely ignore me, looking back down at his phone instead.

My blood turned hot at his dismissal, and I tried to keep my cool. “Hey, maybe we got off on the wrong foot? I’m Lilith.” I held out a hand to him, and he jerked away from me as if the thought of touching me disgusted him.

“I know who you are,” he snapped, and I frowned. What was that supposed to mean?

“Hey, can I get a damn drink over here?” One of the guests at the bar complained, and the chit machine fired off another slew of drink orders for service at the same time.

My eyes darted back and forth from the quickly filling bar to the out-of-control chit machine.

“Do you think you could handle the bar while I do service?” I asked, and Reaver let out a low chuckle but otherwise didn’t respond. He just continued to scroll on his phone as if I wasn’t there at all. I let out a frustrated little stomp and spun away from him.

Fine. I would do it myself.

I tackled the bar first, rapidly taking drink orders and tapping them into the POS machine before pouring several pints and a few glasses of wine in quick succession. By the time I made it back to service, the chits were curling over the edge of the counter all the way to the floor. I had a long lineup of servers waiting for their drinks.

Fuck!

I ran to the chit machine and didn’t let myself think before getting to work. I ripped through all the single and double orders first before tackling the larger ones.

I loved service. It was like a puzzle. I would read all the orders first and mentally tally up how many of each drink I needed to make. Then, I would come up with an on-the-spot strategy and the best way to execute it. It was mentally stimulating and a fun challenge. I lost myself in the work and got a rush of satisfaction when I dropped the last drink on the service bar.

“Woah, thanks, Lil! I was worried for a minute, but you whipped these up so fast!” said one of the servers, Sarah, grinning at me as she loaded her tray. I beamed at her, blushing.

“Maybe let Raf know how much you love working with me,” I winked at her. “I’m trying to score a permanent spot in primetime.”

Sarah smiled back. “You got it! Thanks again,” she said before leaving to run her drinks to her table.

I turned to find that the bar was now three lines of people deep, all trying to get Reaver’s attention while he… cleaned a rocks glass.

For fucks sake.

I barreled past him and went to work refilling drinks for people with open tabs while trying to take new orders at the same time. I could feel Reaver’s eyes following me as I ran back and forth, doing everything I could to get people their drinks in a reasonable amount of time.

Soon the bar looked like a hurricane had run through it. There were empty mix containers strewn about, abandoned, dirty martini shakers, and our empty bins hadn’t been taken out once.

I was getting so frustrated, and I couldn’t even stop to catch my breath. Reaver just watched me, his angry frown turning more and more amused the more frantic I became.

By the time the dinner rush was over and we moved into the more relaxed late-night crowd, I was close to tears. This was my one big chance to prove that I could handle this, and as always, the universe seemed to have stacked the chips against me.

The moment there was a break in orders, I started cleaning. I needed to get the bar back in tip-top shape before Raf noticed. I couldn’t tell him that Reaver hadn’t lifted a damn finger to help me. Rafael was not one for excuses. He would make it seem like I should have found a solution and somehow managed to make it a successful night with or without Reaver’s help. It would still be my fault.

So, I forced the tears down and frantically got to work. I scrubbed every single surface and ran the glassware washer. I restocked garnishes and made sure service practically sparkled. I was just finally getting to the full bin of empties when Raf appeared with a big smile on his face.

“You guys did great!” he exclaimed, wiping his finger over the sparkling clean service bar and nodding appreciatively. “Especially you, Lil. I had so many servers telling me how amazing you were tonight. Great job, you two!” he beamed before heading back into the kitchen.

I felt like steam was going to come out of my ears.

Great job, you TWO!?

I spun around, my arms full of sticky, empty beer bottles, to find Reaver lazily filling up a pint glass while chatting casually with one of the remaining guests at the bar. He glanced over at me with an infuriating smirk on his stupidly attractive mouth.

I wanted to punch him right in his smug little face.

Storming out from behind the bar, I brought the empties to the recycling room. After sorting them by color, I jogged back upstairs to find Reaver on his way out from behind the bar with a cigarette hanging from his lips. Shem came up behind me and tossed his arm around my shoulders.

“You killed it tonight, Lil! You were running around like a mad woman, but damn! No one can stop talking about how amazing you were!”

I shrugged out from under his arm, putting distance between us.

“Thanks…” I frowned at Reaver as he brushed past us to head out for the smoke break that he hadn’t earned. “Has anyone heard from Sam?” I asked.

Shem shook his head. “Nope! I really think he might actually be dead.”

I slapped Shem on the shoulder before ducking back behind the bar. “Don’t say that. It’s not funny.”

“I’m not trying to be funny. The man just freaking disappeared. No one can get a hold of him. I think Raf is trying to see if he can reach out to his family or friends somehow to check on him.”

My gut soured, and I bit my lip. I didn’t want to admit it to myself, but I knew in my heart Sam was dead. I had forgotten for a split second who I was, had given him a hug, and my demon killed him for it. It was my fault.

The rush of adrenaline that had carried me through the night began to fade, and I felt myself begin to crash. The scars on my thighs burned, and I knew I would be adding another later that night.
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“Death is the tyrant of the imagination.”


— BARRY CORNWALL


Reaver never came back from his smoke break, not that I minded. I was doing everything myself anyway. It was easier without him getting in the way.

Maybe I got lucky for once in my life, and he quit.

When it came time to close, I made sure every single duty was checked off and accounted for before bringing the till down into the basement of the restaurant to balance it with Raf. I paused just outside the door when I heard Raf and Reaver talking in the office.

I thought he left hours ago.

“Don’t think I didn’t notice that shit you pulled tonight,” Raf was saying, and I felt a rush of satisfaction. So he had noticed how useless Reaver had been.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Reaver’s cold voice retorted. He sounded pissed off.

Shocker.

“Listen, you have to go through training properly, or Eloah’s going to lose his shit when he comes for our quarterly review.”

Eloah was the regional manager for all the Voodoo stores in Gravestone. He was like a god. Everyone feared him. I had never met him in person, but whenever it came time for quarterlies, the managers always got really uptight about everything.

“I don’t give a fuck what Eloah wants. Not all of us are as desperate to lick his asshole as you are, Raf,” Reaver snapped, and I forced back a gasp.

No one talked to Rafael like that.

To my surprise, Rafael just laughed. He had mentioned that they were friends. I guess that gave Reaver more leeway than anyone else who worked here.

“Maybe if you did, you wouldn’t be in the position you’re in.”

“Fuck you.”

“You can be pissed off about it all you want, but if your training doesn’t work out with Lilith, both of your heads will be on the chopping block,” Rafael said matter-of-factly.

My blood ran cold. If I couldn’t train this asshole, I was at risk of losing my job? How was that even possible? This wasn’t fair at all. I had just finally achieved all my goals, and now I was at risk of losing everything because of this random asshole?

“Hey, Lil! What are you doing down here?” Shem asked loudly as he jogged down the stairs. I jumped nearly a foot in the air and lost a roll of quarters from the till I had been clutching to my chest. Raf and Reaver abruptly stopped their conversation.

“Um, cash out. What are you still doing here?”

“A bunch of us are going to Yabbos for some after-hours drinks. Do you want to come?”

I don’t know why he even still asked me. He knew the answer would be no.

Reaver walked out of the office. God, he was tall… he had to be pushing six foot three at least. He towered over me, pinning me with a steely glare, his mouth a flat, firm line. I answered Shem but held Reaver’s gaze. I wouldn’t let him intimidate me.

“No, I better get home. I’m sure Chaos is waiting for his dinner.” That was a lie. Chaos didn’t eat at my place unless I was serving scraps of bacon or potato chip crumbs. I tried to buy him kibble and wet food, but he always turned his tail up at it. I guess the rats he hunted in the city streets were more appealing than the mushy food I tried to get him to eat out of a can.

Shem shrugged. “What about you, buddy? What was your name?” Shem leaned over to read his name tag. “Reaver? You want to come catch a drink?”

Reaver held my gaze for another moment, narrowing his eyes on me. I narrowed mine right back. Finally, he turned to Shem. To my absolute shock, his entire demeanor changed. His shoulders relaxed, and he slid one hand into his pocket, running the other hand through his thick, dark hair.

He gave Shem a dazzling smile that honestly would have made my panties wet if I didn’t hate him so damn much.

“Sure man. I’ll meet you over there. I just need to grab my shit.” Reaver brushed past me, seeming to intentionally bump me on his way by. He knocked me so hard I almost dropped the till again.

Asshole.

“Come on, Lilith, let’s get this done so we can lock up,” Rafael said, and I slipped into the cramped office. I dropped the till on the desk, and Raf dug into my receipts to staple them together.

“How much of that did you hear?” he asked conversationally. Shit. He knew I had been eavesdropping.

“Enough to know that you’re worried about the upcoming quarterly,” I said, and he pursed his lips, nodding gravely.

“We’re in a tight spot. With Jezebel gone and now Sam too, we’ve lost two of our best people. We need to make sure we’re ready for when Eloah comes for our review. All the bartenders need to have passed all their training exams by then.”

Bartenders at Voodoo were tested on their cocktail knowledge and had to pass a practical that included free pour tests, as well as practice service sprints. We were also tested on things like the appropriate amount of time for a guest to wait for a drink, an app, and a main.

I had passed all my exams with flying colors, but it had been weeks of studying and hard work. I wasn’t feeling super confident that Reaver had the dedication necessary to make it through all the required tests. I also had a feeling he was going to get off on making my life a living hell.

“You want me to train Reaver?”

Raf put down the receipts and nodded. “Yes. I saw you tonight, you really impressed me. I think you’re the best we’ve got right now. You throw your heart into everything you do. I know you can get Reaver up to speed in time for us to pass this review without a hitch.”

I hesitated. “Rafael, I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but Reaver doesn’t seem to like me very much. I don’t know if I’ll be able to get him to listen to me.”

“You let me handle that. I’ll have a chat with him and let him know that if he wants to work here, he has to listen to you. I know he’s a little rough around the edges, but I’ve known him for a long time. He’s a great bartender. We just need to get him up to Voodoo’s standards.”

“Is that how he knows who Eloah is?” I asked, and Raf nodded.

“Yeah, we all go way back. We’ve been in this industry for years.”

“Alright, I’ll give it a shot.” I frowned and tugged on the hem of my skirt anxiously, making sure it didn’t ride up and expose one of my scars. “I heard you say something about both of our heads being on the chopping block if I fail at training him… is that true?”

Raf gave me a sympathetic look and patted my hand. “I’m not going to lie to you; it is a risk. As a senior bartender, you will be graded on your ability to lead and train the people under you. It doesn’t look good if your trainees can’t pass their tests. You might not necessarily lose your job, but we may have to take you off the bar and have you serve again. Or maybe just have you stick to weeknights. We reserve primetime for the best, and that includes training and team development.”

I sighed. Well, shit, I guess I didn’t have much of a choice. So much for just cruising. It was looking like I was going to need to fight tooth and nail to keep this position for as long as I wanted it.

“Alright, Raf. I won’t let you down.”

Rafael smiled at me, pushing his glasses farther up his nose. “I know you won’t, Lilith.”
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“The wound is the place where the light enters you.”


—RUMI


Imade my way back to my apartment. I was feeling uneasy about everything. No one had heard from Sam yet, and my new task of training Reaver in time for the quarterly review with Eloah seemed impossible. It was really important that I managed to somehow pull this off, but my thoughts kept wandering back to my demon stalker.

It was happening again. I knew he killed Sam. I would likely hear about it tomorrow on the news or find my shift interrupted by a couple of uniforms looking to ask questions. I had enjoyed four years of peace, and now he was back.

I was feeling jumpy and suspicious of every shadow I passed on the street, all the way up to my door. It felt like I was being followed, and I supposed I probably was. It wouldn’t surprise me if my demonic stalker was creeping behind me, just out of sight.

Watching.

He was always watching.

The tiny hairs on my arms stood on end as I entered my apartment. It didn’t feel as safe as it once did, but I breathed a sigh of relief when I found Chaos waiting for me. He was perched in the shape of a perfect little loaf on the couch, peering up at me with those large, green, marble-like eyes. With Sam’s disappearance, the horrible guilt I felt every time someone was killed for simply knowing me returned and was screaming at me to punish myself.

I dropped my bag next to him, scratching him between his ears as I drifted past. Making my way into my bedroom, I rummaged around under my mattress until my fingers wrapped around the cool metal handle of a box cutter.

I let out a deep breath and clicked up the blade. Looking down at the sharp edge, I bit my lip.

I knew it was fucked up to want to cut myself. I knew I shouldn’t do it and that it was deranged that I felt the desire to do so at all… but there was no escape from the hell that was my life. I couldn’t even kill myself. I had no one, and the second I found a tiny piece of happiness, it always seemed to be torn away. I needed some kind of release and hurting myself had always given that to me. It was as close as I could get to ending it all. The urge just built and built inside me until I felt like I might literally explode with the need to watch my pain spill out of me in thick, crimson streams.

‘Meow!’ I turned to find Chaos standing in the doorway to my room. His eyes reflected in the shadows of my bedroom, and his silhouette was backlit by the light I had left on in the hall.

“Go away, Chaos. I’ll be out to snuggle you in a bit.” I shooed him off and climbed up into my bed. I rested my back against the wall and tugged up my skirt, exposing my scars. Chaos hissed in disapproval but did as I said and left.

Running my fingers over the raised flesh, I felt for a clear patch of skin. There was a space on my inner thigh with Sam’s name all over it.

Stroking the unmarked piece of skin gently, I apologized to myself for being so weak before I pressed the tip of the blade against my soft thigh. I took a deep breath and braced for the inevitable sting that came with the parting of flesh.

Suddenly, I heard a deep, long, scraping sound coming from my living room. Every hair on my body stood at attention. The temperature dropped several degrees, and I could see my breath hanging in the air before me.

A floorboard creaked just outside my room, and I began to shiver in fear. I was frozen, with the blade still pressed against the inside of my thigh.

“Hello?” I asked quietly, my voice quivering. The scraping sound was getting closer, and with each passing second, I was flooded with more terror.

“Who’s there?” I whispered, though I knew who it was before he made it to the door. The first thing that came into view was the tip of his scythe. He moved slowly into the frame, his tall, dark form blocking out the light of the hall. The handle of his scythe dragged across the wooden floor as he moved, producing that horrible scraping sound.

My breath caught in my chest as he turned to face me. I stared into the pit of darkness that was his hood and found myself wanting to scream but unable to.

Slowly, he held out one long, black finger and pointed to the box cutter I was still holding between my thighs. I glanced down at the knife and then back up at him, swallowing nervously.

Leisurely, the demon wagged his finger, back and forth, back and forth.

I was shocked. Now I couldn’t even cut myself?

“What are you going to do about it?” I hissed. “You’ve already taken everything. Did you kill Sam, too?”

The demon just stared at me and drummed his inky fingers on the handle of his scythe. I understood the threat for what it was. Yes, he had killed Sam, and he would kill more if I didn’t obey. I thought of how Shem had thrown his arm over my shoulders today, and my heart skipped a beat.

What if he killed Shem? Or Raf?

Rage suddenly coursed through me, burning away my fear in a fiery fit of anger.

“You don’t want me to cut myself? Fine. Maybe I’ll cut you instead!” I snarled, whipping the box cutter at the demon in my doorway.

To my horror, the knife froze in mid-air, never hitting its target. The demon flicked his fingers, and the knife turned slowly in the air to aim at me again.

I narrowed my eyes. “What, you’re going to kill me?” I laughed. “Finally! Do it!” I goaded the monster. I could almost feel his anger leak through the room. He didn’t like me speaking to him like that.

The knife darted forward, but instead of impaling me like I had hoped, it buried itself in the wall above my head.

Right where I had pinned up a picture of Chaos.

My heart sank.

He knew. He knew how much Chaos meant to me. He had probably been waiting and allowing me to have this one small piece of joy just so he could hold it over my head when it suited him most.

Tears welled in my eyes, and I whipped around to tell him that he won. I would do whatever he wanted as long as he didn’t kill my cat.

However, he was already gone. The only evidence he had ever been there at all was the box cutter buried into the glossy photo of my little black cat.
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“No one really knows why they are alive until they know what they’d die for.”


— MARTIN LUTHER KING JR.


Just like I knew it would be, Sam’s face was all over the news the next day.

‘Tragedy struck in the early hours of Friday morning, as a beloved University of Gravestone student, Sam Thornberry, was fatally struck in a hit-and-run incident.

According to witnesses, Thornberry, a dedicated employee at the renowned Voodoo restaurant, was walking home after a shift when the accident occurred. The local authorities are urging anyone with information to come forward as they continue their investigation into this devastating loss.

Thornberry’s friends and family remember him as a kind and hardworking individual who will be deeply missed by all who knew him. Our thoughts and condolences go out to his loved ones during this difficult time.’

“I knew it,” Shem breathed next to me as we watched the news blip on the bar’s TV. “Poor bastard.”

I wanted to slap him right across the face for calling Sam a bastard. Sam deserved more respect. He was smart and kind and was just about to start a career saving lives. Until he met me… and I took all that way from him.

I was angry and anxious and feeling incredibly guilty when Reaver walked in. He glanced at the screen and smirked.

“That’s the guy I’m covering for?” he asked Shem, turning his back to me to make it clear that I wasn’t invited to their conversation. My already skyrocketing blood pressure escalated.

“Yeah, he was kind of a tool, but still. A hit and run? That’s a shit way to go.”

Reaver saluted the screen, his hazel eyes shining. “Well, thanks for the job, asshole. See you in Hell.”

“You both are disgusting!” I spat, storming away and heading back behind the bar to finish my opening duties. Shem looked a little guilty, but Reaver just looked like I had pissed all over his cornflakes.

Fuck him. He wanted to be a dick? Well, you can’t be a dick to someone who was ignoring the shit out of you. I was determined to just do my own thing tonight and pretend he wasn’t here at all.

It didn’t take long for me to realize that my plan was not going to work. The second he figured out I was ignoring him, he intentionally placed himself directly in my way every chance he got. If he knew I needed to grab a bottle of beer, I would find him leaning against the beer fridge, cruising his phone. If I was rushing to work through some drink chits, he would suddenly be hanging out at the service bar, flirting with the servers.

The final straw was when one of my regulars ordered a double of top-shelf scotch, and when I turned to grab the bottle, he was standing directly in front of it. It would have been difficult for me to reach as it was, considering my height. With him standing in my way, there was no way I would be able to get to it. I was forced to acknowledge him.

“Can you move, please? I need the Blue Label.”

He ignored me.

“Reaver, please move, I need to get the scotch to serve our guest.”

He glanced up from his phone, giving me an irritating little smirk. I snapped.

“Why don’t you get it for him? You’re supposed to be handling the wood, and I’m supposed to be on service. I’ve been doing your job all night.”

That seemed to be the wrong thing to say. His annoyingly smug demeanor instantly flipped to violent and hostile.

“You like stealing other people’s jobs, don’t you?” he snarled, bending down and getting in my face. My mouth dropped open in shock.

“Excuse me?” What the hell was he talking about? I earned this job! I worked toward this for four whole years. He scoffed at me, his lip curling up in disgust. “Never mind. Get your fucking liquor. I don’t care.”

He turned to storm off, but I grabbed him by the arm, spinning him back around to face me. He looked down at my hand, and for a moment, I thought he was going to break one of my fingers.

I snatched my hand away, and the look on his face made me instantly regret touching him. I didn’t regret it the same way I regretted touching Sam. I wasn’t worried about my demon killing this man. The look in his eyes made me think the world might actually be better off if he were dead. He seemed dangerous and was glaring at me like he wanted to physically hurt me.

I backed away, and this time, he grabbed me. I squeaked. His fingers dug into my upper arms so hard I knew I was going to bruise.

He glared down at me, his face white with fury. “Oh no, you don’t get to run away now. You think you can put your disgusting little hands on me? Tell me, what was so fucking important you felt the need to soil a perfectly good shirt, Lilith.”

I stared at him, fear flooding through my entire body. The few early birds at the bar hadn’t seemed to notice that our interaction was hostile yet, and I wasn’t sure if I should call for help or not. It took a beat, but after a moment, I remembered who I was.

This jerk-off did not know who he was fucking with. I was the apple of Death’s freaking eye. If Reaver thought he was the scariest thing I had come up against in my life, he was goddamned delusional.

“Get. Your. Hands. Off. Me.” I hissed, low enough that the guests wouldn’t hear.

He leaned in close and put his lips against my ear. I got a whiff of frankincense and sandalwood. I made a face. He smelled like a funeral.

“Make. Me.” He breathed into my ear, his hot breath making me shiver in revulsion. Reflexively, I moved to knee him in the balls.

That worked. He dropped me and stepped back fast enough that my kick didn’t land, but he still looked furious.

“What is your problem!?” I snapped at him.

“You are my fucking problem.”

“What the fuck did I ever do to you? I just met you yesterday!”

He narrowed his eyes at me, then whipped out his phone and tapped away on the screen before flipping it to face me.

My jaw dropped.

“Is this you?” he asked. He scrolled through a Google page with results for a search against my name.

‘Lilith Cortland, suspected in the deaths of Lee and Serafine Daniels.’


‘Coraline Jepherson, foster parent to Lilith Cortland, pushed in front of a train by a crazed homeless man.’

‘Lilith Cortland, foster child of Sade Meadowland, claims she was ‘at the mall alone’ at time of death. No witnesses to back her claim.’


I gaped. I knew there were headlines. I just had never seen them all neatly piled up in one organized search page.

“I googled you before taking this job,” he sneered. “Looks like everyone you touch fucking dies, Lilith. What happened to Sam, huh? Did you organize that hit and run?”

I stared at him, my eyes filling with tears. “N-no.”

“N-n-no,” he cruelly mocked me and glared down his nose. “Are you going to cry? Did I hurt the little deathtrap’s feelings?”

“Fuck you. Those were all freak accidents,” I whispered.

He looked down at his phone critically, swiping a finger up to show the long, long list of freak accidents associated with my name.

“One, maybe two of these I’ll buy as an accident. Not twenty-two. And who knows how many more there were before people started suspecting you.”

I just stared at him, with my fists clenched at my sides. The scars on my wrists throbbed beneath the leather cuffs I religiously wore to hide them.

Reaver bent down again, putting his face so close to mine our noses were nearly touching. “So forgive me if I don’t want to cozy up and be best friends with someone who seems to kill everyone she fucking touches.”

I stared at him, my eyes burning with unshed tears. He let out a low, cruel laugh before stepping away. Pulling out a pack of cigarettes, he put a butt between his lips. He nodded his head toward the Blue Label on the highest shelf and turned away.

“Good luck reaching the top shelf, deathtrap. I’m going for a smoke.”

[image: ]


The rest of the shift was absolute hell. My drink and chit times were abysmal. Reaver didn’t only not help, but he actively tried to sabotage me. He would take orders at the wood and not ring them in or start chits and leave them half-finished. By the end of the night, we had to comp several hundred dollars worth of drinks and had two complaints to management.

I was furious and terrified at the same time. I could tell Rafael was not happy. I tried my best to get the bar clean enough to meet his standards by the end of the night, but between Sam’s death and how mean Reaver had been, I just wasn’t operating at my best.

The more upset I was, the happier Reaver seemed to be, which both hurt and made me feel like I was an inch tall.

While cashing out in the office, Rafael sat us both down, and I braced myself. We were going to get in shit. Or worse… written up.

“I expected better from you two. Tonight was a disaster,” Rafael said.

I was nearly in tears, but Reaver was leaning back in one of the dusty office chairs, staring at the ceiling and swiveling back and forth as if this whole thing was a joke.

“I know, I’m sorry. I need to try harder,” I said quietly, knowing there was no point in making excuses.

Reaver snorted a laugh, finally looking down at us. He noticed that I was barely holding back tears and sneered. I tried to scowl at him, but it just made a tear spill over. His eyes followed it as it ran down my cheek, and he smiled.

I fucking HATED him.

“Enough of this,” Rafael snipped, glaring at Reaver. “You two need to get over whatever it is that’s going on between you. You’re both coming in tomorrow to work through training. I expect you here at ten in the morning, and you will be training until the openers come in. We have a big bachelor party buying out the entire restaurant next weekend, and I need you both to have your shit figured out by then.”

Fuck. I did not want to spend my entire day off with this fucking asshole, but I wasn’t really in a position to argue. I needed this job.

“Okay. I’ll come prepared with some worksheets, and we can get started on free pours,” I said, forcing myself to tackle this challenge like I did everything else. I reminded myself of how much I had already suffered through and survived. There was no way I was letting some douchebag bartender bring me down.

“Fine. Whatever,” Reaver said, sounding bored. He stood up to leave despite the fact that Rafael hadn’t dismissed us. I scowled after him.

“You need to get him to work with you, Lilith, or things are not going to go well for you.”

I whipped around, glaring at Rafael. “You said you were going to talk to him!”

Rafael gave me a stern look. “I will, but you need to do your part here too.”

This all felt incredibly unfair. I was sure there were tons of people out there who would die for a chance to bartend at Voodoo. Why were we entertaining the temper tantrums of this tattooed pretty boy?

“Fine,” I snapped and grabbed my coat. “But this is bullshit.”

I had never spoken to Rafael like that before, and his mouth dropped open as I stormed out. I didn’t care, though. I just wanted to go home, snuggle my cat, and watch a movie.

This night had been shit.

I burst out the back door of the restaurant into the alley that led to the subway and found Reaver smoking with Shem. I scowled. The last thing I wanted was to talk to him, so I kept my head down and brushed by, avoiding eye contact.

“Off to murder your next victim, deathtrap?” Reaver sneered on my way by. I stopped in my tracks and whipped around to face him. Shem took one look at me and stepped back.

“Easy Reav, don’t piss her off too much,” he murmured, looking unnerved. I frowned, wondering if Reaver had been filling his head with lies. I wasn’t really in a position to have friends, but if I was, I would have considered Shem a friend. My eyes darted back and forth between them, and I suddenly realized that Reaver could very well turn Shem against me.

The anger melted out of me, and I abruptly found myself feeling tired and sad. I felt my eyes burn with tears again, and I let Shem see how hurt I was. He frowned, but it was Reaver who stepped toward me, flicking away his cigarette. To my shock and horror, he reached out and curled a finger under my chin, tilting my head up to face him.

His gorgeous hazel eyes searched mine, taking in the wetness that had gathered. He leaned forward, put his lips next to my ear, and a shiver of revulsion coursed through me. I tried to step away from him, but he gripped my jaw and snatched up my wrist, holding me in place.

His large hand wrapped around my leather cuff, and I felt him dig a finger under the lip of the thick bracelet. I gasped as he stroked the scar beneath. He must have seen them poke out when I was reaching up for the Blue Label earlier.

“You going to cry again, deathtrap?” he hissed into my ear as he pressed his finger harder into my scar, making me wince. “Let me see those pretty tears.”

I yanked away from him, pushing him off me as hard as I could. He let go and stepped back, giving me the most sinister smile I’ve ever seen.

I glanced over at Shem, my face white with shock and humiliation.

He looked uncomfortable. “Dude, that was pretty fucked up.”

Reaver shrugged and lit another cigarette, making eye contact with me again. His eyes flashed in the dark. “I have a feeling our little deathtrap likes it fucked up.”
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Alexa, play ‘Monster (Under my bed)’ by Call Me Karizma

"Monsters are real, and ghosts are real too. They live inside us, and sometimes, they win."


—STEPHEN KING, CASTLE ROCK


Iran, and the shadows seemed to chase me as I rushed home. I cried the whole time on the subway. I felt raw and broken by the time I made it to my front door.

I didn’t deserve this. I just wanted to do my job and live my life as peacefully as possible, considering the fact that I was clearly cursed.

It was bad enough that I had fucking Death stalking me, but now I needed to be bullied at work too? If there was a God, he must fucking hate me. The worst thing was I didn’t even have anyone to turn to or confide in. All I had was Chaos, and when I burst into my apartment, my heart sank to find that he wasn’t there waiting for me. I pretended he was out hunting Reaver instead of mice to cheer myself up.

Feeling like absolute shit, I dropped my coat and bag on the couch and went straight to bed. My fingers itched for a blade. I wanted nothing more than to take out some of this pent-up stress and anger on myself, but the hole in Chaos’ picture was enough to keep me from reaching for the box cutter that lay beneath my mattress.

Stripping out of my uniform, I pulled on a pair of boy shorts and an oversized Sleep Token T-shirt before sliding under the covers. I checked the time on my phone. 3:32 am. Fuck. I had to be back at the bar by ten am to train my fucking tormentor. There was no way I was even going to be able to get eight hours.

I watched the time change to 3:33 when suddenly the temperature of the room dropped, and I froze.

No. No, no, no, no…

Not tonight. I couldn’t handle this tonight. I pulled the blankets up over my head and curled into the fetal position, putting my face between my knees and my hands over my ears.

If I couldn’t hear him or see him, it would be like he wasn’t actually there. Where was Chaos? My blood ran cold when I realized that he may be dead. I wouldn’t put it past my demon to take my cat away just to hurt me.

For the third time that night, my eyes welled with tears. I trembled beneath my blankets in the dark like a little girl hiding from the monster in her closet—except my monster was real, and he was coming for me.

I waited. For a long moment, there was nothing. I prayed that he had come and gone as he sometimes did.

My hopes and dreams were dashed the moment I felt the blankets suddenly begin to peel away from my body.

I bit back a terrified scream. This had never happened before. He had never done anything more than watch me from the shadows. I curled deeper into myself as inch by inch, the covers pulled back, exposing my trembling body. I peered through my fingers, up into the endless night of his hood and shivered. It was freezing in my room, and without the blankets to cover me, my skin erupted in gooseflesh.

“Please…” I begged him, though I didn’t know what I was asking for. He held up a hand, and I felt my body stiffen. Suddenly, I couldn’t move a muscle. I couldn’t even open my mouth to scream. Slowly, the demon took control of my limbs. It felt as if he had reached into my body and taken hold of my very soul. He forced me to uncurl from the little ball I had wound myself into. Try as I might, I couldn’t fight the power of his compulsion, and I found myself lying flat on my back.

My heart was pounding so hard I worried it would burst. Hot, silent tears slid down my cheeks, and I watched in horror as he used his scythe to hook under the edge of my T-shirt, sliding it up to my waist and exposing my hips and thighs. The cold metal of the wicked blade slid over my skin, and every fiber of my being revolted against the idea of him touching me.

Again and again, I tried to scream, but all that came out of my stiff lips was a muffled moan. The demon reached forward to run a finger down my bare leg, and I trembled beneath him.

His cold fingers played over my scars, and an electrifying tingle began to spread through me as he counted them. He lightly traced over each wound as if checking for freshness. When he finished with the tops of my thighs, he waved a midnight hand, and suddenly, I found my knees pressed back against each side of my head. I gasped as he forced my body into this new and humiliatingly vulnerable position. I was folded over so violently that my ass had left the mattress entirely.

I lay there helplessly as Death spread my legs open, examining every inch of the backs of my thighs. I struggled against his hold, a soft mewling sound escaping my lips as I fought to close my legs, but it was no use.

I couldn’t see his eyes, but I could feel them on me. To my horror, my traitorous body reacted and flushed with warmth. My clit throbbed beneath his scrutiny, and I felt a wetness pool beneath my shorts.

This couldn’t be happening. This wasn’t real. It was a nightmare. A horrible, horrible nightmare…

The demon leaned closer and continued his examination of my body. He slid the hand that was not holding the scythe gently over the curve of my ass and up the back of my leg, stopping at the back of my knee. I whimpered as the monster fondled and traced each one of the scars I had cut into myself over the years.

Moving to the other leg, he began his gentle exploration at the knee. He slowly ran his hand down to my ass again, pausing when his fingers found the line where my shorts met the crease of my hips.

I could feel his stare, and he was no longer looking at my scars. He was looking at the throbbing space between my legs. The cold air was making me painfully aware of the spot that had grown wet from Death’s gentle touches. I swallowed and closed my eyes.

With only the thin cotton of my boy shorts separating me from the attention of a demon, I did something I had given up on long ago.

I prayed.

Time seemed to slow down, and it felt as if I lay there for an eternity while the demon’s fingers hovered between my thighs. It was as if he were unsure if he wanted to touch me or not. He had come to see my scars, but I no longer felt like I was going to make it out of this interaction unscathed.

If I could speak, I would have begged him to leave, though I knew it wouldn’t have mattered. I had been begging him to leave my entire life, and it had never worked before.

Finally, the demon let out a single rattling breath. To my horror, he made the decision I had been frantically praying he wouldn’t make.

He touched me.

He ran a cold finger over my shorts, starting with my clit. Gently, he followed the natural curve of my body until he found my wet entrance. Pressing against the damp cotton firmly, he rocked his knuckle against me until he drew a moan from my immobile lips.

I bucked against the grip he seemed to have on my soul, and I could have sworn I heard a sinister chuckle echo from beneath that never-ending hood.

The scythe suddenly disappeared into shadow, and the demon hooked a finger under the seam of my shorts. He ripped them off as if they were made of paper, exposing me to him. The freezing air of the room came as a shock. I reflexively tried to pull my legs together to cover myself, but I was unable to move an inch.

Ignoring my discomfort, the demon slid one of those ink-black fingers up the soaking line of my pussy. Without warning, he plunged it deep inside me, causing me to let out a muffled cry.

I struggled internally. I was somehow both horrified and desperate to be touched.

Before my forbidden hug with Sam, it had been years since anyone had touched me. A sinful part of me thrilled at the fact that this demon had put his hands on me. I hated myself for it, but a small, weak part of me admitted that I needed it.

The demon ran his thumb over my throbbing clit and curled this finger upward. I moaned again, and my breathing became choppy as he began to firmly work me until wet, squelching sounds filled the room. I could feel my pussy dripping as he continued to firmly stroke his finger against my G-spot, his thumb rubbing my clit in tight, unyielding circles.

An orgasm began to build, but I fought against it. It felt wrong. I didn’t want this. I hadn’t asked for this. I hated this creature that had stalked me and killed everyone I knew and loved. As much as I needed it, he didn’t deserve my pleasure.

Suddenly, a raspy, rattling voice echoed through my mind. There was no other way to explain it. It was like the demon was speaking directly into my head.

‘You’re going to come for me, Lilith. Whether you want to or not,’ the demon promised me, and I tried to scream once more.

I felt myself clench around him as he inserted another finger, stretching me wider. My knees rubbed against my ears with the force of his movements. He was relentless with his strokes, and no matter how much I fought, the warmth continued to build. My body began to shake, and I could nearly feel his hateful sense of satisfaction when he finally pushed me over the edge.

The orgasm hit me like a fucking violation. It tore through my body, and I screamed into my own lips as my knees shook by my ears.

Death chuckled in my mind as he worked me through it, his thumb continuing to graze over my clit until I wanted to beg him to stop.

When the last wave of pleasure died down, he pulled his hand out of me and allowed my body to unfold. He splayed me out on the bed before him, sliding the hand that had just been deep inside me beneath his hood. An unmistakable sucking sound told me that he had licked his fingers clean beneath that deep, endless hood of shadow.

I was panting and raw. I felt used but also somehow satisfied and relaxed. The feelings were confusing and overwhelming, and I just wanted to curl up and pretend this had all just been a nightmare.

Finally, he patted my bare pussy twice, then turned to leave, releasing the grip on my soul. He floated ominously toward my door, and I drew my knees to my chest, tugging my T-shirt down to cover myself. I heard that horrible, rasping voice rattle through my mind once more.

‘That was a reward, Lilith. If I return and find that you have cut yourself, you’ll be punished instead.’

“Where is Chaos?” I managed to choke out.

‘I have not harmed the cat.’

Then, he was gone.

Several minutes later, I heard Chaos’ telltale meow from the living room. He flowed like liquid ink into my bedroom and hopped up onto the bed. I was shaking and sobbing with relief as the little cat curled into my chest, purring against me as if it were just a normal night. I fell asleep with my very warm, very alive cat in my arms and a throbbing soreness between my thighs.
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“When He lies, He speaks out of His own character, for He is a liar and the father of lies.”


—JOHN 8:44, ESV


The scent of Lilith’s tight little cunt remained on my fingers as I crossed into the shadow realm. She smelled of death and carnations. I found myself returning my fingers to my mouth, chasing the sweet taste of her.

Anger pulsed through me. I hated that I enjoyed it.

Lilith was the enemy. Since the day Yahweh informed me she would be my successor, I had hated her.

“What will become of me?” I had asked as Yahweh and I stood over the Sorter of Souls. Yahweh moved to sit at His loom and spun up Lilith’s soul from where He had kept her in purgatory. I watched His expert fingers wind her essence with a thread of wisdom, understanding, counsel, fortitude, knowledge, piety, and, finally, my least favorite of the seven… fear of The Lord.

“You must trust in me,” Yahweh said cryptically, and I snorted. I hated Him, and I hated this never-ending field of blinding white that He called Heaven. I much preferred Hell, which had been mine to rule for the past thousand years.

I could not remember what I had been before. Yahweh said that my role of leading souls to judgment was my punishment for some great sin I had committed. I could not remember the sin, but I had found that I did not mind this job. It was all I knew, and I enjoyed tormenting the souls of those I was allowed to keep.

Even more, I enjoyed pulling souls from mortal bodies. It was satisfying. The ripping sound as the pieces of spirit snapped and separated from their earthly vessels sent zips of pleasure through my heart. I didn’t discriminate. If it was time for a soul to die, I was more than happy to give them death.

Except for Lilith.

She was not allowed to die, nor did I want her to. I wanted her to bear witness to the deaths of every single person she knew and loved. For one, it was training for her upcoming role as my successor. Two, it felt like revenge against her for taking what was mine.

I had been surprised the first time she had summoned me, dragging those razor blades down her wrists. I hated her, but she hated me more. I had made sure of that. So, when she first tried to commit suicide, I was intrigued. Why would she call for Death to take her when I knew she hated me more than anything else in her small, mortal world?

“You must condition her and train her to take your place. If she fails, there will be dire consequences for the both of you,” Yahweh said somberly. I didn’t miss the meaningful way He eyed the shimmering bowl of purgatory from which He had just drawn Lilith’s soul. The threat had been clear. If I failed, I would find myself floating in that bowl for however many years it took for Yahweh to feel I had learned my lesson.

“You have served your sentence. Now it is her turn. You will be rewarded for your obedience. First, you must make sure she is ready to take on your duties,” Yahweh said, and I forced myself not to scowl. I had not considered these past thousand years to be a punishment. I didn’t trust that I would particularly like Yahweh’s reward. Yahweh and I had very different ideas of what was good and what was bad.

However, we both agreed that purgatory was the worst thing you could do to a soul, no matter who they were.

I had watched as Yahweh planted Lilith in a mortal woman’s womb. Immediately, I knew the woman must die on the day of Lilith’s birth, and I felt a thrill of pleasure rush to my cock at the thought. I looked forward to ripping her life away from her. I scanned her soul and found her to be too kind for the mortal world, unlike the little thief that Yahweh had just planted in her belly.

How dare she steal from me? Hell was my domain. Death was mine to rule. I narrowed my eyes as I watched the seed of her life latch on to the woman’s womb and decided right then and there that if Lilith was going to take what was mine, she would be mine to torment.

“You must test her. You have twenty-two years. Do not let her fail,” Yahweh said.

Unsurprisingly, she had failed almost immediately. She had nearly failed when she had slit her wrists. Then again when she tried to asphyxiate herself, and again a third time when she had leapt from a bridge.

Suicide was a cardinal sin. Yahweh would not tolerate a soul that attempted to take death into their own hands before they had been gifted with the God-given right to do so. That was why I intervened each time. However, Yahweh had known. He always knew.

She had not tried again for a very long time. I assumed it was because I hadn’t killed anyone she loved in a very long time. This was largely due to the fact that she had finally managed to find a way to avoid making earthly connections with others.

Though I had missed the pain and horror in her eyes with each person I tore away from her, I had enjoyed the aching loneliness that plagued her just as much.

I was thrilled when Hazai told me she had touched that human male. It had been so long since I had been given a reason to hurt her. However, when he told me that she had gone home to mark her skin, I immediately needed to intervene.

Self-harm was only a step below suicide as far as Yahweh was concerned. We were much too close to her coronation for her to be making such careless mistakes. Each time I punished her, she tried to punish herself. I needed to make sure she knew that this would no longer be tolerated. I had allowed it until now, but I planned on ensuring the last few weeks of her testing were brutal and ruthless. I didn’t want her getting any ideas.

She was mine to punish.

Hazai had been called into a meeting with that simpering, kiss-ass archangel, so it had been left up to me to ensure she kept that knife off her skin. I knew she would be aching for it after the night she’d had. Her devastation stained the very folds of reality, and I drank her sadness up from the shadows as she ran home from her place of work.

It had started innocently enough.

I just wanted to make sure she had not carved a new mark into herself. I was much less patient than Hazai, so I forced her to show me her marks to get it over and done with. However, as she lay there with her knees behind her ears, I hadn’t been able to look away from the outline of her perfect cunt straining against the thin cotton of her underwear. She had soaked right through them while I had been examining her scars. Despite the intoxicatingly sharp tang of fear I could taste on her, her little wet cunt was practically begging me to touch it.

We were not permitted to breed with humans. Doing so was the type of shit that would get a Watcher sent straight to purgatory. However, I was almost certain that Lilith was not a human. If she had been, Yahweh would not be as interested in her as He was.

Besides, she was mine to torment, and I was running out of things to kill. I could tell she didn’t want me to do it. The tiny moans of protest she attempted to force past her lips were proof enough of that. I watched her struggle against the ironclad grip I had on her soul, and the more she struggled, the more I wanted to slide my fingers over that perfect cunt. I wanted to see if I could make her wriggle even more for me. I felt myself grow hard beneath my shroud of shadows.

She would hate it.

A smile curled on my lips beneath my hood as I made the decision to do it. I stroked her once and watched her eyes widen in horror before I ripped away her panties. My mouth watered at the sight of her. I had seen her naked before, but at the time, it hadn’t occurred to me to defile her. I had been satisfied just watching her bleed.

This was better.

I could nearly hear her prayers. Her little terrified thoughts were begging me to leave.

Poor Lilith.

Didn’t she know I would never leave her? I plunged my finger inside of her, and the sound of her terrified moan nearly made me erupt. Why hadn’t I thought to do this to her before?

I began to stroke her and became fascinated with the twisted and conflicting emotions that rolled off her. She hated it but craved it at the same time. I watched as her nipples pebbled beneath her T-shirt, and soon she was soaking my fingers. Her arousal was sliding in rivulets down the cheeks of her plump little ass, and it took everything in me not to lean forward and catch the drops with my tongue.

Her cunt began to pulse around my finger, and I inserted another one, feeling her stretch around me. I rubbed my thumb methodically against her clit, nearly salivating at the thought of forcing her to come for me.

Her thoughts were so loud they nearly echoed through the room. She didn’t want to come, and she was actively trying not to. I laughed.

I had never spoken to her before, but I figured tonight might as well be a night of firsts.

‘You’re going to come for me, Lilith. Whether you want to or not.’

The fact that she didn’t want to meant I would never stop until she did. Finally, I succeeded. Her orgasm was so powerful. I suppose it made sense that it would be since I had killed every human male that had ever touched her.

She had stopped taking them to her bed altogether several years ago. It had been a long time since she had been stroked by anything other than her own fingers.

I made another deliciously sinister decision at that moment. She would no longer be permitted to touch herself either. Only I would be touching her until her coronation.

When I was finished wringing every last drop of pleasure from her mortal body, I released her. She asked about her cat, and I smiled. She had taken my threat from the previous night seriously.

I hadn’t harmed the cat, nor would I. There was no need, not when I had just discovered something that would hurt her even more.
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Alexa, play ‘Drive you Insane,’ by Daniel Di Angelo

“I always tell the truth, even when I lie.”


—TONY MONTANA, SCARFACE


Sleep eluded me. Chaos cuddled me for an hour, then left. For a long time, I just lay there. I couldn’t wrap my mind around what had just happened. My demon stalker just wrung the most powerful orgasm I’ve ever had out of me. Was I insane? Had that been real?

By the time I needed to get up for work, I had convinced myself it had been a nightmare. I tried to ignore the dull ache between my thighs where Death had stretched me open and fucked me with his fingers until I came.

Hoping the hot water would wash away the horrific events of the night before, I crawled into the shower. I was losing it. It had to be a hallucination.

Yeah, just like it was a hallucination every other time you’ve seen him. That mean little voice was back, and I buried my face in my hands as the water beat down on me. I did my best to pull myself together. Sliding on a pair of jeans and a burnt orange knit turtleneck sweater, I tugged my hair into a high pony. As a final touch, I dabbed concealer over the bags under my eyes and forced myself to suck it up.

There was nothing I could do about it. There was no one I could go to. If Death wanted to appear in my room and have his way with me, I already knew there was literally nowhere I could escape to. I had been trying to run from him my whole life and had never been successful. I just wish I knew why he was doing this to me now. This was so much worse than before when all he had done was kill people and stalk me.

Now, he was killing people, stalking me, and assaulting me. I was royally fucked.

To make matters worse, Reaver was late. I made it to Voodoo at ten am, despite the traumatic-ass shit I had just been forced to endure, and on zero sleep. I buzzed the bell for staff entry in the back and said hi to the prep team as I made my way through the kitchen to the front of the house.

Of course Reaver hadn’t arrived yet. I set up one of the booths with worksheets and quizzes on the cocktail and dinner menus and filled an empty vodka bottle with water for free pour practice.

Then, I waited.

And waited.

And waited.

After an hour with still no sign of Reaver, I padded down into the office and found Rafael working away on next week’s schedule.

“Reaver didn’t show,” I said, my voice flat.

Rafael didn’t even look up from his work. “Did you text him?”

“I don’t have his number.”

Rafael sighed and reached for the staff contact list, handing it to me. I bit my tongue. I wasn’t sure why it was my fucking job to babysit this asshole. He was a grown-ass man. He should be able to stay on top of his own shit.

Regardless, I snatched up the list and added his number to my phone.

Lilith:


Where are you? You were supposed to be here an hour ago.




-Lilith




His response was almost immediate.

Reaver:


How did you get this number?




I frowned. That was a stupid fucking question.

Lilith:


Where do you think? Rafael.




Reaver:


Don’t fucking text me.




Lilith:


Are you coming or not? I have better shit to do on my day off than to wait for your bitch ass.




Reaver:


Speak to me like that again, and you’ll see what happens, deathtrap.




I narrowed my eyes at my phone. Was he… threatening me? With fucking what?

Lilith:


Ooo, I’m so scared *eye roll emoji*. Be here in the next ten minutes, or I’m leaving.




I threw myself into the booth and checked the time. I would follow through on my threat. He had exactly ten minutes or…

The front door swung open, and I knew without looking that it was him. I tried to keep my face neutral as I took in the fucking sex god that was Reaver. Why were the pretty ones always such dicks?

Naturally, he was in all black, though instead of Voodoo’s business casual uniform, he was in jeans and a T-shirt. His dark hair was slicked back with some sort of hair pomade, and he was wearing a leather jacket that moved like a second skin over his broad shoulders. He was holding a to-go coffee cup and had a murdered-out motorcycle helmet tucked under his arm.

He sauntered over to me like he owned the place, and we scowled at each other. Dropping the motorcycle helmet on the table, he slipped into the bench across from me like it was a throne.

I was about to say hi when he took out his phone and immediately started ignoring me.

My blood started boiling. Fuck this guy.

I didn’t need this. I wasn’t scared of him. Want to know what was scary? The demon that had stalked me my whole life and killed everyone I had ever known. That fucker was scary.

This little punk-ass bitch with a shitty attitude was not fucking scary. I wasn’t about to sit around and let another asshole torment me. He was going to respect me, or I was fucking out of here.

I snatched the phone out of his hands, and he froze, staring down at his empty hand for a moment before slowly raising his devastatingly beautiful eyes to look up at me.

Glancing down at his phone, I noticed a half-finished text typed out to Shem, and I couldn’t keep myself from snooping.

Shem:


It’s not going to be that bad; you’re being a baby.




Reaver:


She’s already acting like a fucking brat.




Shem:


LOL, sounds about right.




Reaver:


I swear to fuck, I’m going to⁠—




I scowled. Why the fuck was he talking to Shem about me? What did Shem mean ‘sounds about right?’ I’d never been bratty to him before. I frowned and shook my head before powering off the phone and meeting his furious gaze across the table without flinching.

“Give me my phone, deathtrap,” he said. His voice was low and deadly, and he stared at me so intensely that my eyes started to water. Did this dude not need to blink?

“I’ll give you your phone back after I’ve said what I need to say.”

“One,” he started to count. I would have laughed at the ridiculousness of a grown man counting down like I was some kind of petulant child, but it wasn’t funny. It was terrifying.

“Here’s how this is going to go, Reaver. I’m going to train you, and you’re going to pass your bar tests so I can keep my spot on primetime. We’re not friends, I don’t want to be friends, but I do want you to treat me with respect. I will not be coming here to help you on my days off if you’re going to be an asshole.”

He stood up from the booth and moved to my side. I felt a thrill of fear rush through me as he towered over me. I looked up at him and swallowed as he leaned over, putting one hand on the wall and the other on the table, boxing me in.

His face was so close our noses were nearly touching, and I was drowning in the scent of frankincense and sandalwood.

“Two,” he continued. His voice was so low I felt it in my bones. My breath caught, and I had to admit to myself that maybe he was a little scary. I shook my head, remembering again who I was. He couldn’t do shit to me. My demon would kill him if he touched me.

“What are you going to do, Reaver? Assault me? I’m a deathtrap, remember? Touch me, and you’ll fucking regret it.”

“Three.”

Suddenly, his hand was covering the entire bottom half of my face. He pinched my nose shut and covered my mouth, forcing me back to lie down in the booth. I squealed into his hand and squirmed as he straddled me. He snatched his phone out of my hands as I tried to use them to push him off of me. Whipping the phone into the other side of the booth, he grabbed my wrists with his free hand. In the same breath, he pinned my arms over my head, all while still cutting off my air supply.

He watched me calmly as I struggled beneath him. I was completely at his mercy.

“You like to take things that aren’t yours, don’t you, deathtrap?” he asked me, his voice cold and deadly. Why did he keep saying shit like that?

I was thrashing beneath him now. I couldn’t breathe at all, and I was worried I was going to pass out.

“Do you want to breathe?” he asked, staring at me intently, completely unconcerned that I was fighting for my fucking life beneath him. “I asked you a question. Do you want to fucking breathe, Lilith?”

I nodded against his hand, tears streaming from my eyes. I was going to pass out; it was too much. He leaned forward, and I felt his hot breath against my ear. His breath had a faint spearmint scent, and I wondered how someone so vile could smell so nice.

“Touch my shit again, and this is what happens. Do you fucking understand? Nod if you do.”

I nodded frantically against his hand. “Good girl,” he breathed into my ear, and my skin pebbled with revulsion as he finally let go of my face and wrists.

I gasped, sucking in mouthfuls of air, frantically sitting up and kicking away from him to the other side of the booth. I was shaking and panting while he stared at me with a slightly amused look on his face. He reached out and grabbed his coffee off the table, watching me try to recover as if nothing had happened.

“That was good for me. Was it good for you?” he asked, taking a sip from his to-go cup, his eyes never leaving mine.

“You’re a… monster,” I rasped. I had underestimated him. He was a fucking psychopath. I was getting the fuck out of here. I scrambled out of the booth.

“I’m done. You’re on your own, you crazy fuck!” I moved to dart past him, but he casually grabbed my arm and flung me back into the booth like I weighed nothing. I squealed and caught myself on my elbows, bracing myself for him to attack me again, but he didn’t. Instead, he took another sip of his coffee and stepped forward so I couldn’t get up without touching him.

“This is how it’s going to go, deathtrap. We’re going to do this fucking training, but you’re going to listen to me. It’s going to be on my terms. You’re right; we’re not friends. We’re never going to be friends, and I will treat you however the fuck I want. You will be coming here to train on your days off and any other fucking day I tell you to because you need this job, and we both know it.” He was leaning over the booth again, one hand resting on the table and one hand on the wall. We stared each other down, and I felt my eyes begin to burn with tears. I fought them as hard as I could. I didn’t want him to see that he had made me cry again. He noticed them anyway. His lip curled, and he sneered at me.

“Aww, are those for me?” he cooed, his voice taunting. He reached forward as if he were going to brush a tear away, but I jerked my head to the side. He laughed and grabbed my chin, forcing me to face him.

“Do what I tell you, and we won’t have a problem,” he said, and I narrowed my eyes on him. “I just showed you what happens if you piss me off.”

“Why are you doing this to me? What did I ever fucking do to you?” I asked quietly, and he snorted.

“Maybe I just like to see you cry,” he sneered. I glared up at him, and all I could think about was that he had fucking touched me, and now my demon was probably going to kill him. For once, I would be so fucking happy about it. As if he could see where my mind had gone, he chuckled.

“I don’t know how you’re killing everyone, but I can tell you right now, it’s not going to work on me. I’ve dealt with scarier shit than some little girl with an agenda. I’m not going anywhere, and since I’m stuck with you until this bullshit training is done, I might as well make it fun for me. You’re mine until the review. You’ll do what the fuck I say, or I’ll personally make sure you lose your precious little job. Are we clear?”

Every fiber of my being screamed at me to kick him in the dick and tell him to go to fucking hell, but he was right. I needed this job. I had worked so hard to get to where I was. I couldn’t let him take it all away from me.

He and Rafael were friends, and Reaver had already wiggled his way under Shem’s skin. I believed him when he said he would find a way to make sure I lost my job. As much as I hated it, he wasn’t leaving me much choice. Hopefully my demon would kill him soon, and everything would just go back to normal. I gritted my teeth and nodded.

“Crystal,” I growled, and he softened. The asshole softened.

“Good girl, Lilith.” He smirked. “Now, you’re going to tell Rafael that I did all your stupid little exercises and passed them with flying colors. You’re also going to take my shift tonight.”

I glared at him, “I absolutely will not be taking your shift! What the fuck, Reaver?”

“Oh, but you are. Welcome to day one of living in your own personal fucking nightmare, Lilith Cortland.” His smirk widened, and I wanted to slap him across the fucking face. “After your shift, you will go home to what I’m assuming is a sad little apartment, and you will wait for your next shift or for me to text you, whichever comes first.”

“You’re a sadistic fuck, you know that? You can’t tell me what to do when we’re not at work; that’s not part of the deal.”

He just laughed, his eyes shining. “This isn’t a deal, Lilith. This is blackmail, and unfortunately, the victim doesn’t typically get a say in the terms. You’ll do what I tell you, or there will be consequences.”

He leaned forward and tapped me on the nose, giving me a smug smile.

“Enjoy my shift. Try not to kill anyone tonight.” With a final condescending chuckle, he turned on his heel and left.
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Alexa, play ‘COFFIN,’ by Jessie Reyez (Feat. Eminem)

“You can get much further with a kind word and a gun than you can with a kind word alone.”


—AL CAPONE


It was a Sunday, and typically, the opener was also the closer on Sundays. I had to rush home to get my uniform, and I barely made it back for Reaver’s start time. The night was relatively steady, and I made good money, so there was at least a silver lining to whatever the fuck had just happened.

I was still reeling from the events of that morning. My life had never exactly been gold-touched, but these last few days were certainly a new low. I couldn’t believe the chokehold Reaver had somehow managed to trap me in. Between him and the fucking demon that had just upped his torture to new levels of disturbing, I was feeling even more helpless and alone than usual. I contemplated telling Raf that Reaver had… choked me? What even was that? It was worse than choking. He had cut off my air supply and pinned me to the booth like some sort of deranged serial killer.

The only thing stopping me from telling was Reaver’s looming threat. I didn’t want him to show Rafael the headlines. I was so scared and so vulnerable. It would be too easy for the careful house of cards I had built to come tumbling around me. The review was only a couple weeks away. It was probably better to just submit and do whatever Reaver wanted until he got sick of torturing me, and everything could go back to normal.

Keep telling yourself that, Lil. My mean little voice said as I wiped down the bar.

“Hey, Lil!” I glanced up to see Sara, one of the servers in her civvies, taking a seat at my wood.

“Hey Sara, all done? How did you do tonight?” I asked, and she grinned at me.

“Pretty good for a Sunday, made like three hundred bucks.”

“That’s awesome!”

“Yeah, probably going to spend some of it here, though. If you don’t mind, I’ll have a pinot grigio. I’m avoiding my asshole ex. He’s supposed to be picking up some stuff from the apartment tonight, so I’m camping out here for a bit.”

“Sure,” I said, getting a clean glass and pouring her some wine.

“What are you doing working tonight? I thought you were off?” she asked, and I scowled.

“I was. I took this shift for Reaver.”

Sara’s eyes lit up. “Oh, the new bartender? He’s hot.”

I snorted as I started my stock list. “He’s a douchebag.”

“Really? He’s been really nice to me…” she said thoughtfully, and I rolled my eyes. Of course he was. Reaver seemed to smile and be kind to everyone else. It was just me he hated. I left it alone and started my closing duties while Sara sipped her wine happily and cruised her phone.

“Last call, I’m going to cash out,” I told her once the bar was empty, and she nodded, smiling. She left me a ridiculously generous tip. “I’m just going to finish this, then head out,” she informed me, and I grinned at her, tilting my head in agreement.

I took the till downstairs and did my cash out with Raf before grabbing my things and heading out the back. It was dark out, but the city was bright and loud. I was just locking up behind me when I heard what sounded like a couple arguing. The voices were coming from around the corner in the parking lot. I couldn’t see who it was, but they were yelling.

“You think you can just do whatever you want, you fucking slut!?”

“John, just go. It’s over!” My frown deepened when I realized that it was Sara.

“It’s over when I say it’s over, you fucking whore!” There was a crack and a scream, and my eyes widened. Had he just hit her?

Before I knew it, I was running. I turned the corner and found Sara pressed up against the wall by the throat. The man holding her was twice her size, and she was clawing at his wrist, tears streaming down her face.

Oh, fuck no!

I raced forward and slammed my bag into the dude’s back as hard as I could.

“You let her go!” I screamed, and he dropped Sara, turning on me.

“Who the fuck are you!?” he snarled, and I glared at him. I eyed him up and down and looked back at Sara, who was a sobbing mess on the ground. Her throat was red from where he had been choking her, and I knew immediately it was going to bruise. After what Reaver had just done to me that morning, I was feeling a little spicier than normal.

Fuck this guy, and fuck Reaver too. I guess my demon was going to have two murders to notch on his belt after tonight. This guy had to go. I couldn’t have him hurting Sara again. Maybe it was fucked up, but Death had taken so many good people from me, and I suddenly wanted him to take some of the bad ones too.

I eyed the asshole before me and wondered what the best way to entice Death would be. I cringed when I realized a hug or a kiss would probably be my best bet.

“Mind your business, or you’ll fucking get it too, whore,” the man snarled at me, trying to turn back to Sara.

“You like that word, don’t you?” I snapped, reaching out and grabbing his arm. I turned him back to face me and gave him a dangerous smile. He looked like he was going to hit me when I stood on my toes and placed a gentle kiss on his cheek. I pulled away and laughed.

“Death by whore. They should put that on a T-shirt,” I quipped. Fury and rage filled his face, and this time, he did hit me.

He slammed his fist directly into my cheek, and pain exploded like a gunshot up the side of my face. The crack was so loud I wondered if he broke something as I hit the ground.

Worth it.

“Lilith!” Sara screamed as I fell back. I held a hand to my cheek and glared up at the soon-to-be-dead asshole as he came closer. I wasn’t afraid of him. He couldn’t kill me, and honestly if he did, kudos to him. Maybe he’d get a medal of some kind.

“Well, this seems like a good time,” a calm, familiar voice drawled. My heart stopped.

Fuck me. Just what I needed.

I groaned as Reaver appeared. He turned the corner with his hands in his pockets, looking for all the world like he was just out for a casual stroll. He took in the scene before him with cold, discerning eyes.

The man, who I was assuming was Sara’s ex, snarled. “Walk away, buddy. This doesn’t concern you.”

“Hey, way to leave me with the fucking tab… Oh, well, it looks like you found yourself a fun little party.” Shem appeared suddenly, his brow furrowing. He took one look at Sara and me on the ground, and something close to rage flashed across his face. It was gone as quick as it came, and he grinned at Sara’s ex with his usual devilish smirk. He rested an elbow on Reaver’s shoulder and slid his other hand into his pocket.

Eyeing the man up and down, he raised an eyebrow. “You look like trouble,” he commented dryly.

“Deathtrap, come here,” Reaver said, his voice deadly calm. I glanced back and forth between Reaver and Sara’s ex. I wasn’t sure I trusted Reaver any more than the towering wall of muscle that had just hit me, but I did trust Shem. I scrambled up and away from the man who had just assaulted me and moved to stand behind Reaver and Shem. I gestured frantically at Sara to come too, and she quickly followed. I gripped her hand tightly once she made it safely away from the fucking gorilla that had hurt us.

“I said this doesn’t concern you. Walk away, or you will both regret it.”

“Go home, John,” Sara whispered, and he sneered.

“I’m not going anywhere without you,” he snapped.

Reaver and Shem exchanged an amused look. Finally, Shem stepped forward.

“John, is it? Maybe do what the lady says and go home. It would be a shame if someone… I don’t know… called the cops.” Shem raised an eyebrow at the man, and he scowled. Shem slid out his phone with a smirk and unlocked the screen.

“What’s the number again? Oh yeah. Nine… one….”

“Okay. Fuck,” John snarled, making eye contact with Sara. “You and I aren’t done here.”

“Oh, but you very much are,” Reaver said, his voice so quiet I wasn’t even sure John heard him. The man turned on his heel and stormed away. Shem glanced back at Reaver, his eyes flashing under the golden glow of the streetlight.

“I’m going to make sure our friend gets home safe,” he said, winking at us. He looked at Reaver. “You got everything handled here?”

Reaver waved him off and turned to Sara. “Call an Uber,” he barked, and she stared at him in shock before nodding and taking out her phone to do as he said. I went to do the same, but he snatched my phone out of my hands.

“Hey!” I protested, but he whirled on me.

“Shut your mouth unless you want a repeat of this morning, deathtrap,” he snapped, and I felt the blood drain from my face. He was so angry… Why?

Sara’s Uber arrived in a little over a minute, and Reaver nearly tossed her in, slamming the door shut behind her. When she was gone, he whipped around. Before I knew what was happening, he had a fistful of my hair. I squealed, but he snarled at me to be quiet.

“What did I fucking tell you to do, deathtrap?” he hissed, and I opened my mouth several times to try to speak, but nothing came out.

“What? All of a sudden you can’t speak?” he snapped. I opened my mouth again to respond, and he hooked a finger over my bottom teeth and held my mouth open.

“Allow me to remind you. I told you to work my shift, then go home and wait for me to text you. Where in that very short list of instructions did you hear ‘kiss some fuckhole in a parking lot?’”

Shit. So he had seen that part. I frowned. Why did he even fucking care? I tried to twist my head away from him, but he just increased the pressure on both his grip in my hair and the fingers he had hooked in my mouth.

“What part of you’re mine did you not understand? Next time I tell you to do something, you will fucking listen to me, or I will bend you the fuck over my knee.”

My eyes widened in shock. He would do what?

He smirked at my clearly surprised expression. “Don’t think I won’t do it, deathtrap. I always follow through on my threats. I’ll spank you like the naughty little girl you are if you disobey me again.” Suddenly, he softened slightly and removed his fingers from my mouth. His eyes fell to my cheek, and he frowned, lightly brushing his thumb over where John had struck me.

“This is going to bruise,” he said, though it sounded more like he was talking to himself than me. Anger flashed through his eyes again, and he released me, stepping back. “Let’s go. I’m taking you home.”

“I can get home on my own,” I snarled. I didn’t want him to know where I lived. He snorted.

“That wasn’t an offer, Lilith.” He grabbed my arm and dragged me into the parking lot. I realized he didn’t have his helmet with him, and he pulled a set of keys out of his pocket, unlocking a black Audi A8. How could he afford a motorcycle and an Audi? He was probably some spoiled rich kid who was just working this job for something to do.

Jealousy simmered within me. He had likely grown up with everything just handed to him; life was not fucking fair.

He opened the passenger door and threw me in like I was a bag of groceries before slamming the door shut and stalking to the driver’s side.

I hugged my bag to my chest and stared out the windshield. He got in the car and pressed the button to the ignition.

Fuck him. “I’m not telling you where I live, fuckhole!” I snapped at him, and he froze. I bit my lip but held my ground. I knew he was going to do something fucked up, but I didn’t care. I wasn’t just going to willingly give him whatever the fuck he wanted all the time. Blackmail or not.

He twisted in his seat and grabbed my bag, ripping it out of my arms.

“Hey!” I squealed, and he rummaged through it until he found my wallet. “What the fuck, Reaver! You can’t just go through my shit!” The first thing he found was the money I had made that night. He shot me an evil smile and took the cash, stuffing it in the back pocket of his jeans.

“Reaver! What the actual fuck is wrong with you, that’s mine!” I screamed, and he just laughed and shrugged.

“It was my shift, so they’re my tips. I’ll give you the opportunity to earn it back, though, don’t worry. Every time you’re good, I’ll give you a twenty.” He clearly thought this was hilarious. He couldn’t seem to stop laughing as he continued to dig through my wallet until he found my ID.

“Thirty-one Ravenwood Street.” He flicked the card back at me and shoved my now totally disheveled bag in my lap.

“I fucking hate you!” I screamed at him, and it was the truth. I had never hated anyone more… except maybe Death himself.

He threw the car into gear and pulled out of the parking lot, shooting me an amused grin.

“You’re doing it to yourself, deathtrap. All you had to do was give me your address. Instead, you wanted to be a brat. Look at what happens to brats. They lose their tips. And guess what? I got your fucking address anyway.”

I dropped my face into my hands and screeched wordlessly, kicking my feet in frustration while he laughed next to me.

“If you’re trying to convince me you’re not a brat, that little temper tantrum isn’t helping.” He chuckled as he pulled onto the freeway.

“I’m going to fucking get you back one day, Reaver. I’m going to get you so bad, and you’re going to regret treating me like this,” I whispered. He just gave me one of those infuriating grins as the streetlights passed through the car, periodically illuminating his devastatingly handsome face.

“Bring it on, deathtrap,” was all he said, and we sat in silence for the rest of the ride.
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“The darkest places in Hell are reserved for those who maintain their neutrality in times of moral crisis.”


—DANTE ALIGHIERI, INFERNO


He parked in front of my apartment and got out of the car. I was too furious to move, so I just sat there, staring straight ahead. He jogged around to my side and opened the passenger door.

“Get out of the car, Lilith,” he ordered, and I glared up at him but finally did what he said. I glanced up into the window to my living room that sat over the flower shop and saw Chaos sitting there, waiting for me. There was a slight flicker behind him, and I smiled when I realized my ghost girl had been waiting up for me too. I felt an evil smile curl on my face. Was Death waiting in there? Maybe he would kill Reaver in front of me, and I could laugh while he died like he had laughed at me all day.

One could only hope.

“Let’s go. Get inside.” He gestured to the front door. I scowled at him and brushed by, unlocking my door and moving to slam it shut, but he stuck his foot in the door. I closed my eyes and counted to ten. I swear to fucking god…

“Aren’t you going to invite me in?” he asked sweetly, and I glared at him. I knew if I didn’t invite him in, he was going to force his way in anyway, so what was the point in fighting? I was tired, and I just wanted to go to bed. I didn’t have any more anger left in me to throw back at him. I sighed and felt myself finally submit.

“Do you want to come in, Reaver?” I deadpanned, looking up to meet his gaze. The corners of his eyes crinkled, and he smiled.

“I would love to come in, Lilith,” he said as I rolled my eyes. Leaving him standing in the doorway, I took off my coat and dropped my bag on the kitchen table.

“See? Was that so hard?” he asked as he let himself into my apartment, closing the door behind him.

“What do you want?” Even to me, my voice sounded tired.

“I’m going to treat that bruise, and then you’re going to bed,” he said matter-of-factly. He pointed to my tiny condo-sized couch. “Sit.”

I frowned but did what he said. I plopped down on the sofa, and Chaos immediately crawled into my lap, purring loudly. I watched Reaver stalk to the back of my apartment until he found the bathroom. I listened as he rummaged through my medicine cabinet and returned with a bottle of Arnica. He crouched down before me and squeezed some on the tips of his index and middle fingers before reaching up to rub the cream into my cheek.

“Tell me if I press too hard,” he demanded softly. Frankincense and sandalwood filled my nose as he gently traced circles across my injury until my skin had absorbed the cream. His touch was featherlight, and he was careful not to hurt me. I frowned. Was this the same fucking person who had been tormenting me since the moment I had met him?

When he was done, he sat back on his heels and searched my face. A small flicker of something that looked suspiciously like concern darkened his gaze.

“How does that feel? Better?” he asked, and I swallowed.

“It still hurts,” I admitted, gingerly touching my hand to where I knew I was going to develop an ugly bruise.

“I bet. He hit you pretty hard.” He looked angry about that, which didn’t make sense.

“I don’t know why you care,” I spat. “You just tried to choke me out this morning.”

He reached out and gently brushed my hair back over my shoulder before touching my chin. He gave me a small smile.

“I’m the only one who gets to hurt you now, deathtrap,” he said before getting up.

“You’re so fucked up,” I grumbled, and he just chuckled.

“Get some sleep, Lilith. You’re working Evan’s shift tomorrow.”

“What!?” I snapped, enraged.

“Yeah. I’m closing, and I told Raf I would rather you train me, so you’re opening for Ev now.”

“Reaver, I⁠—”

He held up a finger and pressed it against my lips. “Think very carefully about what you want to say next,” he whispered, and I forced myself to bite my tongue. I was fucking exhausted, and I didn’t want to goad him into doing anything else super fucked up to me tonight. I couldn’t handle it anymore.

I deflated and nodded. He removed his finger and waited expectantly.

“I guess I’ll see you tomorrow,” I conceded, and he beamed at me, stroking a patronizing hand down the side of my head.

“Such a quick learner.” He smirked and reached into his back pocket, pulling out the wad of cash he had stolen from me earlier. “Here. For inviting me in and taking Evan’s shift without any complaints,” he said, and I scowled at him.

The audacity of him giving my own money back to me as if it were some kind of reward. This guy was a fucking sociopath. I snatched the money out of his hand, and he chuckled before heading out the door.

“Sleep tight, deathtrap. Lock the door behind me,” he ordered as he left. I flipped him off through the door but locked it anyway. More so he couldn’t come back than anything else.

Thankfully, Death didn’t come to visit me that night, and I hoped it was because he was busy killing John and Reaver.
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“The greater the power, the more dangerous the abuse.”


—EDMUND BURKE


By the next morning, the shiner from the night before was really coming in. I needed to cake on the makeup to hide it, but I still thought it was totally worth it. I really hoped Death gave that asshole what he deserved.

I got to Voodoo for Evan’s shift and found Shem was working opening shift too.

“Hey, Lil, I didn’t know you were working today,” he said. He was sucking on one of the lollipops we gave out to guests while he wiped down the heavy black dinner menus at the hostess stand.

I scowled at him. “You can thank your new best friend for that,” I grumbled. I had really been looking forward to spending the day watching spooky shows with Chaos. Now, thanks to fucking Reaver, I was working a shitty Monday night. I probably wouldn’t make any money, and even if I did, he would probably take it from me and make me ‘earn it back.’ Fuck my life.

Shem just gave me a confused look, and I went to work setting up the bar. I turned the TVs on and flipped to the news. A part of me was wondering if I would see either John or Reaver on the highlights, but I always did have the worst luck. Neither of them appeared in the headlines, and Reaver showed up for his scheduled shift.

I glared at him, and he gave me a cool look back. Shem appeared at service and smiled at us both.

“It’s like a fucking icebox over here. The two of you need to lighten up.”

Reaver smirked at him and leaned back against the liquor display. “Hear that, Lilith? Shem wants you to smile.” He crossed his arms over his chest and raised an eyebrow. Shem was glancing back and forth between us, amused.

I knew Reaver was basically ordering me to smile, and it fucking broke a piece of my soul to obey. I forced a smile to my face, one that I’m sure didn’t look genuine at all, and Reaver huffed a laugh.

Much to my surprise, once the bar opened, we fell into a relatively amicable groove. Reaver was still far too bossy and was clearly giving me orders simply because it amused him to watch me obey, but overall, he was much less annoying than when I first met him. He actually took over and handled the guests at the wood, letting me have the service bar.

I could feel his eyes on me the whole night while I made drinks, but every time I glanced back at him, he was either glaring at me or talking to a guest at the bar. I just couldn’t figure him out at all. What was his end game? Did he just like having power over me? Probably. Isn’t that what psychopaths were all about? Power and control?

And why hadn’t Death killed him yet? He had basically laid down on top of me the day before, he drove me home, and he rubbed Arnica into my face. I had thought for sure he would be dead already…unless…

Unless Death knew how much I hated him and liked that Reaver was torturing me. My demon loved it when I was miserable. He was probably eating this the fuck up.

Fuck me.

With that cheerful thought in mind, I turned to respond to the sound of the chit machine when I saw two uniformed officers walk in the front doors.

I felt the blood drain from my face, and my heart stopped in my chest.

Calm down, Lilith, they’re not here for you. They’re just here to grab a bite… in their uniforms… at a steakhouse… FUCK!

I felt short of breath and started to shake. Suddenly, Reaver was next to me. He slid his hand softly around my waist, and I jumped at the unexpected contact. He leaned into me and pressed his lips against my ear, his hot spearmint breath sending a shiver down my spine.

“Breathe, deathtrap. I’ll handle it,” he murmured as the officers made a beeline for the bar. I watched as Reaver stepped forward to greet them.

“Hello, officers. What can I do for you?” he asked smoothly. He picked up a rocks glass from the dishwasher and began to casually towel it dry.

“We’re looking for a Ms. Lilith Cortland,” the first officer said. His mustache and short brown hair gave him a clean-cut, ‘do things by the book’ sort of vibe. I got the impression he wasn’t the type to bend the rules or make exceptions for people.

“I’m Lilith Cortland,” I said reflexively, stepping forward. Reaver shot me an angry glare.

“I said I would handle it, deathtrap. Be fucking quiet,” he snapped, and I frowned at him, confused. Why was he acting like he wanted to help me? Why would he think I would trust him at all?

“We’re going to need you to come with us, Ms. Cortland,” the second cop said. This one was blond. My heart was slamming in my chest. What was this about? Sam?

“Um, okay. Just let me get my stuff,” I muttered and moved to duck out from behind the bar. Everyone was starting to stare, and my cheeks were burning. This was fucking humiliating. Reaver’s hand shot out and closed around my wrist. He jerked me back into him and wrapped his arm possessively around my waist, holding me firmly against his side. I glanced up at him, but he wasn’t looking at me. He was glaring at the police.

“What is this about?” he asked calmly.

“Unfortunately, sir, that is none of your concern. Ms. Cortland, please come with us.”

“Ask them what this is about,” Reaver barked at me. He tightened his grip on my waist. I flinched as his gaze snapped to me. “Now is not the time to be a brat, Lilith. Do as you’re told.”

Cringing and feeling absolutely fucking humiliated, I conceded.

“Um… What is this about, officers?” The two cops glared at Reaver but answered me.

“We just want to ask you some questions about your relationship with Sam Thornberry. We need to take you to the station for questioning.”

I felt like I was going to pass out. I swayed on my feet, and Reaver tightened his grip on my waist to keep me from falling.

“Do you have a summons? A warrant? Is she under arrest?” Reaver asked, his voice dead calm. Both cops glared at him, but they didn’t reply right away. Reaver raised an eyebrow and waited patiently. I held my breath, glancing back and forth between the tattooed asshole and the clean-cut cops. What in the actual fuck was happening right now?

“No, she’s not under arrest. We just want to ask her some questions.” Mustache finally caved.

“I see. Come back with a summons or a warrant,” Reaver said, his voice so authoritative you would have thought he was the cop. “Until then, Lilith will not be going anywhere.”

The police officers narrowed their eyes at Reaver, but he just stared them down with that dangerous little grin playing on his lips.

“We’ll be back,” Blondie said. “Let’s go, Tom.” He nudged Mustache, and they both turned to leave.

I let out the breath I was holding, and suddenly, my knees gave out. Reaver caught me effortlessly and held me up by my shoulders. He turned me to face him, his expression serious.

“You’re alright, deathtrap. I would say you did great, but you don’t fucking listen, do you? Fuck sakes.” He glanced up and snapped his fingers at Shem, who slinked over to the bar with an eyebrow raised. Reaver passed me over to Shem like I was a doll.

“Take her to the back to get changed,” Reaver said, dismissing us as he snatched a chit out of the service machine. Shem nodded and started to lead me away.

“Wait, what about the rest of my shift?” I asked. Rafael wouldn’t be happy if I left early. Reaver didn’t even look up from what he was doing.

“You’re done for the night, Lilith. Come sit at my wood, I’ll make you a Bellini.”

Before I could respond, Shem ushered me into the back, ruffling my hair as we went.

“Who knew you were such a badass, Lil? That was the most exciting shit to happen all week. Well, I guess if you don’t count Sam getting murdered,” he said thoughtfully. I was still too shaken up to even be angry at him for the crass way he referenced Sam’s death.

Sometimes, I wondered if Shem thought the rest of the world existed solely for his entertainment. He certainly acted like it did.
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Shem waited for me to get changed and led me back to the bar. I sat at Reaver’s wood, still feeling shaky and frightened.

“I’ll come sit with you in a bit. I’m almost done too,” Shem said with a smile, and I frowned. This really wasn’t a good idea. I shouldn’t be letting anyone get too close to me. You would think I’d learned my lesson after what had happened to Sam, but I was so shaken up I couldn’t do anything but nod.

As promised, Reaver dropped one of Voodoo’s signature frozen Blood Orange Hauntini’s in front of me and leaned against the bar.

“Next time I tell you I have it handled, keep your fucking mouth shut,” he said, though there wasn’t as much bite to his tone as usual. “I can’t believe you tried to leave with them. Don’t you know your rights at all?”

I stared at him wide-eyed and shook my head. “I guess not. I thought if they told you to go with them, you had to just listen and go.”

“Oh, deathtrap. You have so much to learn,” he sighed, standing up. “Drink your drink,” he ordered before sliding away to serve some other guests who had come to sit at the bar.

I sipped my Bloody Hauntini and had to admit, he had made it fucking perfect. I was enjoying my beverage when Rafael approached, raising an eyebrow at me being in my civvies and sitting at the bar so early. I guess it was strange for me to be at the bar at all. I never stayed after work.

“I didn’t cut you. What are you doing out of uniform?” he asked sternly, just as Reaver came back over.

“It’s dead tonight, I told her she could punch out,” he replied nonchalantly. Rafael glared at him, but Reaver just smirked. Finally, Raf dropped it and turned back to me.

“Have you been working with him on the cocktail menu?” he asked me, and my mouth fell open. I didn’t know how to explain that I hadn’t had a chance to train him because he was blackmailing me and making me pick up shifts left, right, and center.

“We’re working on it tomorrow. We’re both off,” Reaver answered for me as he mixed a martini. I watched him free-pour gin and vermouth into a mixer without bothering to look at what he was doing and wondered if he needed any training at all.

Rafael seemed pleased with this answer and left me to happily sip on my drink. I was in a much better mood, and I suspected it was the drink Reaver had made me that was causing me to feel all warm and tingly.

Reaver finished his chit and came to lean across from me again.

“How’s the drink?” he asked, and I gave him a hesitant smile.

“Really good, actually,” I replied quietly, and the corner of his mouth twitched up.

“I’m glad you like it.”

“So… you’re actually letting me have a day off tomorrow?” I asked, hoping he wouldn’t change his mind and somehow make me work someone else’s shift.

He smirked at me and nodded. “Well, kind of. We’ll meet here in the morning to do all the stupid shit Raf wants us to do so you don’t get in trouble. Then I guess I’ll let you take the afternoon off.”

“How kind of you.” I rolled my eyes, and he raised an eyebrow, though the side of his mouth was still curled at the corner.

“Careful, deathtrap,” he warned, just as Shem slid into the chair next to me.

“Barkeep!” he shouted jovially. “One raunchy fucking margarita, please, on the rocks!”

Reaver grinned at him and shook his head before going to make his drink. Shem spun to face me, giving me a wink.

“So, tell me everything, Lil. Are you a woman on the lam? How many have you killed? Did you rob a bank?” he asked, his eyes shining with mirth and mischief.

I just laughed and took another sip of my Hauntini. Shem somehow had a way of making even serious situations seem light and manageable. Sitting with him at the bar while Reaver served us drinks made me feel like I was normal for the first time in my life. Part of me was holding my breath, waiting for the other shoe to drop. However, a small part of me was warm, happy, and hopeful that maybe, just maybe, Death would let me have this one small piece of happiness.
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“I’m not the one who’s gonna die, honey. I’m the one who’s gonna live.”


—LOUISE, THELMA & LOUISE


Reaver wouldn’t let me leave until he was done with his shift. He told me I could wait until he drove me home, or he would make me work every one of his shifts for the next month. So naturally, I waited for him. Shem left a few hours before closing with a yawn.

“I have to open tomorrow. It’s going to be boring without you two around to spice things up. Later, Thelma.” He saluted me as he left, and I shook my head, not sure if I was hating the serial killer jokes or if I thought they were morbidly hilarious.

Sara finished her shift and sat down with me for the last few hours before closing. She smiled at me and thanked me for helping her out the night before.

“Have you heard from him since?” I asked, genuinely wondering. It wasn’t like my demon to slack this hard on killing the people around me. She shook her head, and my heart rate increased.

“I thought for sure he would be waiting for me when I got home,” she said with a frown. “I even called one of my friends to meet me there just in case he showed up, but he didn’t. He hasn’t texted or called either. It’s super weird.”

I felt the corner of my mouth twitch up but didn’t ask any more about it. Maybe my Reaper hadn’t been as quiet as it had appeared. I was suddenly sure John was dead in a ditch somewhere. They just hadn’t found the body yet.

Reaver appeared after finishing his cash out in the office with Rafael and yanked me away from Sara, shooting her a glare. She frowned, confused at his sudden hostile behavior. I laughed.

“See, I told you he was a douchebag,” I muttered, not caring that Reaver was next to me and could clearly hear me.

He grabbed my arm and dragged me away, putting his mouth close to my ear. “Careful, deathtrap,” he purred. I shivered, but I allowed him to strong-arm me out of the restaurant and to his car.

He opened the passenger-side door for me, and I sighed, getting in. I jumped as he leaned over and literally buckled my seatbelt for me.

“Reaver, what the fuck? I’m not five years old. I can do up my own seatbelt,” I snapped as he clicked it into place. He paused with one hand on the buckle and the other on the back of my seat. He was so close I was swimming in his signature funeral home scent. Slowly, he turned his head to face me. The tip of his nose brushed against mine and I inhaled the spearmint on his breath.

My heart was suddenly in my throat, and I couldn’t breathe. His eyes met mine, and I watched as his gaze dropped to my mouth before flicking back up.

“What part of you’re mine, do you not understand?” he whispered, his lips were so close they were nearly touching mine. “If I want to buckle your seatbelt, I fucking will. If I want to spoon-feed you all your fucking meals, I will. You belong to me. I own you.” He growled, and I shivered under the intensity of his words.

“I’m a person, Reaver, not some plaything. You can’t hold this job over my head forever. When the quarterly review is over, you won’t have anything on me anymore.”

He chuckled and hovered half an inch closer. We shared a breath before he smirked and pulled away.

“We’ll see about that, deathtrap.”

Then he slammed the door shut.
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Reaver drummed his fingers on the steering wheel as he drove. I was feeling unnerved by the weirdly possessive shit he had just said to me and also oddly turned on. I squeezed my thighs together in an attempt to quell the burning that had pooled in my core and his eyes flicked to my lap before returning to the road.

There was no way he could tell… could he?

I nervously picked at one of the leather cuffs I always wore to cover up my scars. His eyes flickered toward that movement, too. I saw the question before it left his lips.

“Why?” he asked, glancing intentionally down at where the cuffs poked out from under my jacket. I narrowed my eyes on him.

“Why what?” If he was going to be a nosey fucker, I was going to make him say it.

“Why did you try to kill yourself?” It was a question, but his delivery was flat as he checked his blind spot before changing lanes to get off at my exit.

“Reaver, we are not nearly close enough for you to ask me a question like that,” I said quietly. “I don’t even think I like you, and I know you don’t like me. So let’s not pretend you give a shit why I tried to kill myself.”

He glanced over at me as he eased the car off the busy main roads that ran like arteries through Gravestone. We bled smoothly into my more residential area, and he pulled in front of my little apartment.

I moved to get out, but his hand shot out and grabbed me.

“I didn’t say you could get out yet,” he growled, though his tone was not as angry as it normally was. I let out an exasperated sigh and turned to face him.

“What now?” I asked but froze when I found him looking at me in a way I hadn’t seen before. He was studying me, and he looked almost confused. Conflicted even.

After a long pause, he finally seemed to find the words to speak. “I never said I didn’t like you, Lilith.” His voice was quiet, almost a whisper.

“You didn’t need to say it, Reaver. It’s clear in the way you treat me.” I glanced down at my hands and rubbed the leather cuffs on my wrists awkwardly. “No one’s ever tried to be my friend before, you know. I’ve accepted that friends just aren’t in the cards for me, but no one has ever been as mean to me as you are either. Not even…” I trailed off. I obviously couldn’t tell him how Death had been stalking me. I eyed my apartment anxiously. I had a feeling my demon would be paying me a visit tonight. I had broken a lot of his rules lately.

“Not even who?” he asked quietly.

“Nevermind. Anyway, the point is, you don’t have to pretend you like me. I’m used to being alone.”

“Again. I never said I didn’t like you. I said we could never be friends.”

I shot him a look. “Isn’t that the same thing?”

His gorgeous hazel eyes were swimming in the golden light of the streetlamps that lined the quiet road. Reaching out and gripping my chin, he ran his thumb over my lower lip and pulled it down gently, exposing my bottom teeth to him.

He licked his lips, and his gaze dropped down to my mouth again before flicking back up to my eyes.

“No, Lilith. It’s not the same thing.”

We stayed like that for a moment before I realized he was still touching me. If Death hadn’t killed him over everything that had happened yesterday, he would probably kill him now. I tugged my chin away from his fingers.

“You shouldn’t touch me,” I said, even though a part of me wished that he could touch me for just a little longer. He was a fucking asshole, yes, but I was so deprived of human contact even small touches felt precious.

“And why is that?” he asked, looking intrigued.

For a moment, I thought about lying to him, then decided fuck it. Who cares if he knew? He probably wouldn’t believe me anyway.

“Because everyone who touches me dies.”

A wicked smile curled across his lips, and his eyes gleamed sadistically in the moonlight.

“I’m not afraid of death, Lilith.” I frowned at him and shook my head. He didn’t get it. “Now be a good girl and go to bed. I’ll see you tomorrow.”
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“The devil doesn’t come dressed in a red cape and pointy horns. He comes as everything you’ve ever wished for.”


—TUCKER MAX


Chaos was waiting for me when I walked in. He was sitting pretty on my kitchen table, and I smiled at him. Reaver had been weird today, though not entirely in a bad way. He definitely exhibited some sketchy red flag behavior with the whole seatbelt thing, sure. But he had also helped me with the police situation and been almost… nice on the car ride home. It made me hopeful.

“Hey, Chaos, catch any mice today?” I asked as I dropped my bag on the sofa. He squinted at me and poked a coffee mug I had left on the table with a little black paw. I narrowed my eyes on him.

“Don’t do it, you asshole,” I warned. He looked me dead in the eye and poked the mug again, inching it closer to the edge of the table. “Chaos… don’t!” I lunged for the mug just as he gave it one final punt. It smashed on the ground, and the cold dregs of coffee exploded across the floor on impact.

“For fuck’s sake, Chaos!” I screeched. He leapt off the table, trotting merrily into my bedroom with his tail straight up in the air like a giant middle finger. I scowled after him as I went to grab some paper towels to mop up his mess.

Little shit disturber.

I was running low on glassware because of him. Maybe I needed to start buying plastic cups or something.

After cleaning up the mess, I decided to make some food, even though it was almost midnight. I enjoyed cooking and was pretty good at it. It sucked that I never had the chance to cook for anyone else, but on days like today, when I wasn’t working until the wee hours of the morning, I loved making myself a home-cooked meal.

I whipped up a pretty delicious mushroom risotto and watched The Haunting of Hill House while I ate. Rewatching Mike Flannagan’s specials was my little October tradition. I tried to get through as many as I could in the weeks leading up to my birthday, which just so happened to fall on Halloween.

Out of the corner of my eye, I thought I saw a flicker of my own little ghost settling on the couch to watch with me. She wasn’t nearly as scary as the ghosts on the screen. If anything, I was happy to have her company.

Once I was full of risotto and thoroughly creeped out from my scary show, I decided to get ready for bed. I showered and brushed my teeth, and then I slipped on a band tee and another pair of cotton boyshorts. I winced as I remembered how my demon had ripped off my other pair, and I hoped he wouldn’t be back for another visit.

Chaos was curled up, snoozing at the end of my bed and barely moving as I crawled under the covers.

I lay in the dark and stare at the ceiling, recounting the day’s events. Reaver had been different. It was like he had become an entirely different person overnight.

Sitting at his bar and sipping on my Blood Orange Hauntini with Shem made me feel like I was almost… normal. If things were different, maybe it would have been fun to hang out with the two of them and get drinks more regularly. I imagined what it would be like to say yes one day when Shem invited me out after work. We could get drinks at Yabbos and maybe even go dancing.

I bet Reaver was a good dancer. He seemed to be good at everything else. Maybe he would wrap his large, tattooed hands around my waist and pull me into him, and I would breathe in his scent as he buried his face in my neck. Maybe he would kiss me and whisper into my ear that he wanted to take me home with him.

I let myself fall into my little Reaver fantasy and slid my hand down the front of my boy shorts. I was already wet, and I let out a tiny moan as I spread myself open. I heard Chaos jump off the bottom of the bed and stalk out of the room, but I ignored him. I was quickly starting to feel amazing, and it was probably better if he wasn’t here for this anyway.

The good feeling abruptly dissipated when the temperature of my room dropped to sub-zero.

My heart stopped.

That was why Chaos had left.

He had sensed that my fucking demon was coming.

My eyes flew open moments before Death manifested at the edge of my bed. He was suddenly looming over me, and without warning, he tore the blankets off. I screamed in horror, ripping my hand out from beneath my panties.

I could feel the rage rolling off of him as I tried to kick away. I attempted to launch myself off the bed, but he somehow managed to take hold of my soul again, and I was forced to freeze.

Frozen and falling halfway out of bed in my botched attempt to escape, I screamed. “I didn’t cut myself! I didn’t touch anyone!” I lied. The cold grip of panic was already starting to take hold of my heart. With a flick of his wrist, he tossed me on my back and onto the bed before him. With another wave of his hand, he forced my legs to spread, and he leaned forward between them.

‘Don’t lie to me, Lilith. I know exactly who you’ve been touching all night. I might have turned a blind eye to the host and the bartender, but you’ve touched what’s mine, and that cannot go unpunished,’ he hissed into my mind. I screwed up my eyes, trying to see what lay beneath that hood. I wondered what sort of horrible, grotesque face he kept hidden in there and shuddered.

“Wh- what? I didn’t touch anything!” I was wracking my brain, trying to think what belonging of his I could have touched to make him so angry. If he wasn’t mad about Reaver and Shem, what was he so mad about?

‘Were you not just touching yourself, Lilith?’ The cold, rasping voice scraped through my mind like nails on a chalkboard, and I choked on my own terror.

“How did you—I don’t understand…”

He reached forward and ripped my panties off, exposing me to him.

‘You want to come, Lilith?’ he asked, and I shook my head, attempting to push back away from him on the bed. He chuckled in my mind, and my fear suddenly turned to anger.

I hated him. I hated him. I hated him!

I bucked and struggled against the hold he had on me, but it just made him spread me open wider. He reached out a finger and gently caressed my bare clit, sending an unwanted rush of pleasure through my body.

“Don’t—” I gasped as he slid his finger down to my soaking-wet entrance. He let out a growl.

‘Don’t what, Lilith? Touch you? I thought that’s what you wanted. Why else would you be touching yourself? We both know you can’t make yourself come the way I can.’

“Please,” I pleaded as he inserted a finger. I moaned, and he curled it upward, stroking that spot that felt so fucking good.

‘Begging won’t help you now,’ he hissed into my mind as I fought the pleasure and heat that began to pool in my core. He brushed his thumb over my clit in gentle, featherlight motions until he had me teetering on the edge. I panted and gasped as I struggled to work through the cacophony of confusing emotions. What he was doing felt so good, but I hated him so fucking much. I couldn’t stand that he was forcing this on me.

‘That feels good, doesn’t it?’

Unable to fight him any longer, I whimpered and strained toward him, finally giving in and allowing myself to chase the orgasm. Just as I was about to fall over the edge, he pulled his hand away, leaving me gasping and frustrated.

“Fuck!” I cried as his evil, rasping chuckle clawed through my mind again.

‘I thought you didn’t want it?’ he taunted, and I scowled at him, my chest heaving with pent-up rage. ‘Make up your mind, Lilith.’

“I hate you!” I screamed at him, and he ran an icy finger down the inside of my thigh.

‘Hmm. Maybe you need something a little thicker,’ he purred, and an explosion of fear coursed through me as he manifested his scythe. I shook my head, throwing everything I had into fighting his hold on me. I struggled to close my legs. It was as if he could feel how hard I was trying to get away from him. He slapped my pussy sharply, causing me to cry out in surprise. I regretted giving him a reaction as it just seemed to make him want to do it again.

‘Enough. You’re going to take what I give you, and you’re going to like it.’ He flipped his scythe in his hands so the smooth end of the staff was pressed against me. He rubbed the blunt end up and down, wetting it with my arousal before pressing it into me. I gasped as I felt myself stretch around it, and he slowly pressed it deeper.

‘Relax. You’re fine. It’s not that thick.’

“Fuck. YOU!” I spat, even as the heat he had previously built returned. He angled the shaft upward and slowly began to rock it back and forth inside me. The friction of the smooth, polished wood against my G-spot felt so good it was nearly unbearable. My breath quickened, and I felt myself clench around the shaft. He reached forward, rubbing my clit again as he continued to work me from the inside.

‘You want to come, don’t you?’ he asked, and I closed my eyes, feeling the overwhelming burn build to the inevitable crescendo. I did. I did want to come.

‘Too bad.’ Abruptly, he pulled the end of the shaft out of me, and I was left feeling cold and empty without it. I screeched in rage, and he laughed. Writhing, I bucked beneath his hold, and I knew he was enjoying every moment of my fury.

He chuckled and drummed his fingers on the staff of his scythe as he waited for the heat he had created to die down. Though I couldn’t see his eyes, I could once again feel them on me. His gaze was trained directly on my soaking, throbbing pussy.

‘You look so good when you’re upset,’ he rasped into my mind, and I screeched again in rage.

He waited several more minutes until I had calmed down. I had begun to shiver from the cold in the room when he stepped forward once more.

‘Are you ready to go again?’ he asked, and I threw my head back, letting out a frustrated groan.

“Please, no more,” I whimpered, and he leaned over me, stroking an ink-black finger down the side of my face.

‘Oh no, Lilith. This is a punishment. You’re not supposed to enjoy punishments. We’re going to do this all night until you’ve learned your lesson.’

“I’ve learned! I won’t do it again,” I cried out, shivering as he slid his hand between my legs, gently caressing my now-swollen clit. The heat immediately returned, and I was almost instantly on edge. He slid his fingers over me so gently it felt as though he was barely there. He touched me just enough to stimulate me but not enough for me to come.

‘I decide when you’ve learned your lesson. I decide everything for you, Lilith. I will decide when you come. I decide who you touch, and I will decide when you die.’

I whimpered as he leaned back and positioned the end of his scythe against me again. He inserted it slowly, and I felt myself immediately tighten around the shaft as he began working it deeper and deeper.

‘Now, tell me what it is you won’t be doing again,’ he asked as he slowly tortured me. I was so close, but he was moving too slowly. I just couldn’t get there.

“I won’t touch myself again,” I was nearly sobbing with need.

‘That’s right. Why won’t you be touching yourself, Lilith?’

“Because you don’t want me to.”

He slapped my pussy, and I yelped, feeling myself spasm around the hilt of his scythe with the sudden movement.

‘Wrong answer.’ He sounded angry. ‘Let’s try that again. Why is it you won’t be touching yourself, Lilith?’

I knew what he wanted me to say, but I couldn’t bring myself to say it.

‘Say it, Lilith, or I’ll kill someone at your precious little restaurant.’

Fuck.

I gritted my teeth and closed my eyes. He rocked the scythe inside me and pinched my clit between his fingers, tugging it gently. I gasped as a wave of pleasure rolled through me, and I thought for a second he might finally let me come, but he stopped almost immediately, leaving me frustrated and hot again.

“Because I’m not allowed to touch what’s yours,” I finally caved.

‘That’s right. I own you, Lilith. You’re mine to torture and mine to pleasure. If you’re good, I’ll be good to you. And if you’re bad… ‘

He increased the pace of his thrusts, bringing me to the brink again before pulling the shaft out of me. I gasped and choked as my pussy throbbed against nothing, begging for him to continue and let me finish.

‘I think you’re starting to learn what is going to happen when you’re bad.’
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“But as for the cowardly, the faithless, the detestable, as for murderers, the sexually immoral, sorcerers, idolaters, and all liars, their portion will be in the lake that burns with fire and sulfur, which is the second death.”


—REVELATION 21:8, ESV


Iplayed with her for hours. I couldn’t get enough. The sounds she made when she was close were almost as good as the sounds she made when I denied her. My fingers were dripping with her scent by the time I finally let her rest and returned to the shadow realm. I had not let her finish, and I left her with a warning.

If she were to touch herself over the next few days and I found out about it, there would be hell to pay. If she was a good girl, I would let her come when I returned. I didn’t mention that if she allowed the bartender or the host to touch her, it would add another day to her sentence. With how loose she had been playing it with the two of them, I knew she was in for a long and frustrating week.

I smirked to myself. This form of torture was even more fun than murder. I wish I had thought of it sooner.

I crossed the bridge into the underworld and smiled. As much as I enjoyed the human depictions of Hell, they were inaccurate. It was much less ‘fire and brimstone’ and much more ‘endless night.’

The City of Hell was primarily crafted from shining obsidian, and it floated on an island in a dark, endless sea of souls. The black, ocean-like body of liquid was made up of all the lives I had been permitted to keep. It was filled with murderers, thieves, and dictators. They circled the ebony City of Hell for eternity, waiting for their turns to be tortured.

The souls that didn’t stay here with me were recycled and fed to Yahweh’s Sorter of Souls. Humans called it reincarnation. Unfortunately for all the die-hard churchgoers, there wasn’t actually any hope of their souls living for eternity in Heaven. Only Yahweh and His angels resided in the blinding white abyss He called Paradise. His Watchers lived with me in Hell. The stories say that we were once angels who fell from grace and now lived out our days in sin.

We were the Fallen.

Considering I only had a thousand years of memories available to me, I could not confirm or deny this. Yahweh did not allow me access to knowledge that existed prior to those thousand years. The other Watchers were unable to tell me anything due to Yahweh’s orders. Not even Hazai had been able to share with me why I was down here with him, though he assured me the story was ‘hella good.’

As I walked over the gleaming black bridge that led into the streets of Hell, I found myself wondering what Lilith would think if I ever brought her here.

She would be amazed by the dark homes filled with the Fallen. I could imagine how her eyes would widen as she took in the towering black crystal spires that sparkled and shone beneath the never-ending expanse of stars from above. I wondered what she would think of the seven towers that made up the ebony castle I lived in. It stood with breathtaking authority in the center of Hell, providing Hazai and me with a clear view of our kingdom.

As I made my way into the House of the Fallen, the image of Lilith panting and splayed before me sprang unbidden to my mind. I was taken with a sudden and overwhelming urge to return to her. Better yet, I wanted to drag her down here with me and chain her to my bed.

I shook my head in an attempt to dislodge the thoughts as I entered the manor. If Lilith came here, it would mean she was usurping me, and that was not something I was looking forward to. In fact, it was not something I was beginning to think I could allow at all.
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The House of the Fallen was furnished with heavy, black-lacquered furniture and upholstered with the softest black velvet to exist in any plane. Silver veins shot through the black-marbled walls, and my shoes echoed on the pristine midnight floor as I stalked into the heart of the manor. Hazai sat on the massive black leather couch before the floor-to-ceiling obsidian fireplace that took up much of the main floor. It was always lit; the fires in Hell burning emerald green, giving everything a delightfully sinister hue.

Hazai glanced up at me as I entered, his lips cut in a firm line across his face. I frowned. He was upset with me.

“That wasn’t cool.”

I assumed he was referring to me edging Lilith all night. “She touched herself. I needed to correct her,” I said smoothly as I fell onto the couch opposite him. There was a large chess table set between the two couches, and I waved a hand, manifesting the pieces before us.

“You didn’t tell her that was a rule. You can’t punish her for breaking rules she doesn’t know are in play.”

I smirked, not bothering to mention that I had just introduced another secret rule to the game without her knowledge. However, she should know that touching mortals had consequences. What did it matter if I just didn’t tell her the consequences had changed?

I raised an eyebrow at my friend. “If she knows the rules, then she’s less likely to break them. If she doesn’t break them, I don’t get to punish her.”

And did I ever want to punish her. The memory of her begging for release rolled through me, and I felt myself grow hard at the thought of how sexually frustrated she would be over the coming days. Fuck she was such a beautiful little disaster. “What has gotten into you? You’re acting like you suddenly have a soul,” I commented dryly.

“I just think you’ll regret hurting her this much. You’re supposed to be conditioning her to take over for you, not fucking her senseless. You’re going to have to exist with her for eternity. Forever is a long time to live with someone who hates you so thoroughly.”

I shrugged. “I haven’t fucked her.”

Yet.

“You know what I mean.”

Glancing up at Hazai, I played with the idea of telling him the beginnings of my new plan. Since I had discovered how much I enjoyed playing with Lilith’s sweet cunt, I hadn’t been able to shake off the beginnings of what felt an awful lot like rebellion.

“Tell me what you’re thinking. You’re up to something. I can smell it on you,” he said suspiciously. His nostrils flared, and he leaned forward, his gaze dropping to my hand as I slid my knight across the board. “Hmm, nevermind. Maybe that’s just the scent of Lilith’s cunt on your fingers,” he remarked dryly, shooting me an amused look.

I barked out a laugh. Leaning back and crossing an ankle over my knee, I eyed my friend carefully.

“Alright, fine. You’re right.” I pressed my tongue into the side of my cheek, then sighed. “I don’t want to condition her to take my place.”

“We knew that already.”

“No, it’s more than that. I want to keep her.”

Hazai’s eyebrows shot up to his hairline. “You want to keep her?”

I nodded. “Yes, here with us. I want her to be my bride.”

Hazai’s mouth curled up, and his eyes darkened. “I doubt she’s going to have any interest in being your bride after the way you’ve treated her.”

I snorted. “I don’t give a fuck what she wants. She’ll grow to like it. I can be nice when I want to be.”

Hazai snorted, but his eyes were shining with mischief. “You’re going to get our asses thrown into purgatory again, aren’t you?”

“Was it my fault last time? I can’t remember,” I asked honestly, and he shrugged.

“More or less.”

I sighed, “I’m sorry.” I really was. There weren’t many I cared for, but Hazai was so close to me that we were nearly one soul… if we were the types of creatures that had souls. “I’m obsessed, Hazai. I know I shouldn’t be playing with her like this, but I can’t seem to stop. I don’t think I’ll ever stop. She has infected what little piece of a heart I have. Even now, as I sit here talking to you, all I want to do is return to her and bury my cock in her throbbing fucking pussy until she screams for me to drag her down to Hell with me.”

“For fuck’s sake,” Hazai laughed.

“I know, I’m sorry. I don’t know what else to do here. I can’t stop, it’s like a fucking compulsion.”

“If you want to do this, we’re going to have to figure out a way to get Yahweh to agree, or we’re all fucked.”

I nodded. I knew he was right, and I had some ideas for that, too.

“So you’re willing to help?” I asked, and Hazai winked and nodded.

“Of course. Kidnapping and fucking with mortals is like the first thing I taught you to do when you got here if you remember correctly. It’s not exactly my first time.”

I laughed and moved my rook. It was true. Dragging unwilling mortals to Hell together was one of the earliest available memories I had of Hazai and me spending time together.

He grew pensive and continued, his tone more serious. “But if we’re going to do this, we need to figure out how we’re going to pull it off, and fast. Her coronation is only a few weeks away. You’ll need to make her your bride before that, then we’ll have to deal with Yahweh once she’s bound to you.”

I nodded. That had been exactly what I was thinking as well. Hazai leaned forward and moved a pawn into play on the chessboard. I grinned at him, and he shook his head at me in mock exasperation.

“I suppose we wouldn’t be the Fallen if we always played by the rules.” He murmured, and I laughed.

“Rules are made to be broken… just ask Lilith.” I smirked darkly as I made my first move on the board.

Let the games begin.
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“True evil is, above all things, seductive.”


—JOHN MITCHELL, BEING HUMAN (UK)


That fucking demon tortured me all night. I felt like I might literally go insane with need by the time he decided he was finished with me. He never ended up letting me come, and he forbade me to touch myself until he returned.

He had brought me to the brink so many times that when I got up to get dressed, putting on pants had nearly driven me over the edge. I was so sensitive and over-stimulated that something as mundane as walking was torture. My thighs rubbed against each other, and my clit burned with the need to be touched with each step. I didn’t even have room in my head to obsess about how much I hated my shadowy stalker. The fucked up thing about it was he had left me in so much need that I was now anxious for him to return to finish what he started.

I had been so distracted by the absolutely deranged torture I’d just endured that I nearly forgot I agreed to a training session with Reaver that morning. I groaned when my phone buzzed, and I glanced down to see that it was him.

Fuck.

Reaver:


I’m picking you up in twenty, deathtrap. Be ready.




Death had mentioned Reaver and Shem the other night. My heart started hammering in at the thought. Why were they still alive? Not that I was complaining. Reaver was a dick, yes, but I didn’t necessarily want him to be a dead dick—not anymore, at least. I definitely didn’t want Shem to die. I was playing with fire, and someone was going to get fucking burned.

‘Say it, or I’ll kill someone at your precious restaurant.’

I was starting to wonder if Death had changed the game and just hadn’t told me the new rules. Ever since that first night, he seemed more interested in punishing me through sex than murder. Maybe Reaver and Shem were safe as long as Death was happy playing with my… well, playing with me. I cringed and ran a brush through my hair. This was royally fucked up.

Finally, I got around to messaging Reaver back. I should probably start trying to distance myself as much as possible. I didn’t want to put anyone in more danger than I already had.

Lilith:


I don’t need a ride. I can take the subway. And stop calling me deathtrap.




Reaver:


It’s cute that you think you have a choice. I’m already outside. You’re also already saved as deathtrap in my phone.




Just then, there was a knock on the door. My heart stopped.

Fuck me.

I hurried to open the door and found Reaver leaning against the frame. He was holding a to-go tray with two coffees and a greasy bag of food. He was in his motorcycle jacket again with his helmet under his arm. A piece of dark hair had fallen into his hazel eyes, and there was a sexy little half-cocked grin on his perfect lips—it wasn’t fair for him to look that hot when I was feeling this fucking horny. I tugged on my chunky beige cardigan and swallowed. Was it warm out? Why was I sweating?

“Morning, deathtrap. Sleep well?” he asked, pushing past me and letting himself in. He put the coffees on the kitchen table and pulled out what looked like a couple of breakfast sandwiches before falling effortlessly into one of the chairs and sprawling out.

“No, actually. I didn’t,” I grumbled, and he frowned at me.

“Oh, no? Why not?”

I avoided his gaze and sighed, moving to sit across from him at the little table. My pussy was on fire, and all I wanted to do was straddle him and ride his cock until I fucking came. This was absolutely nuts. I squirmed in my seat, rubbing my thighs together against the burn, and he raised an eyebrow at me, waiting for me to respond.

“I don’t know. I had a horrible nightmare.”

“Really?” he asked, sounding genuinely curious. He unwrapped his sandwich and took a bite, eyeing me up and down. “What was it about?”

My face flushed, and I shook my head. “Nothing. I don’t want to talk about it.” He raised an amused eyebrow and shrugged.

“I brought you a pumpkin spice latte,” he said, gesturing to the second cup in the to-go tray with a grin. “Bitches love pumpkin spice lattes.”

I eyed it warily, narrowing my eyes. “Did you poison it?”

He barked out a laugh, taking a sip of his own coffee. He observed me carefully over the rim.

“Is that how you do it? Poison?”

I scowled. “I don’t poison people, you asshole.”

“Sure. And I’m not ruggedly handsome and naturally good in bed,” he chuckled, reaching forward to snatch up the coffee. He took a long pull from it while maintaining eye contact with me the entire time. I squirmed in my seat again, feeling my nipples harden beneath my sweater. Fuck, I was so on edge.

His eyes shone as he put the coffee in front of me on the table, still staring at me.

“See? No poison.” His voice was dark, and I squeezed my thighs together under the table in frustration.

I snatched up the drink and huffed, looking down at the coffee-stained lid.

“Well, now it has your cooties all over it,” I grumbled. He got up and circled behind me, pulling my hair gently over my shoulder. I shivered as his fingers grazed my jaw. He pressed his mouth close to my ear, and I felt my face flush. For fuck’s sake, this was going to be a long ass day.

“You will learn to like my cooties, deathtrap,” he chuckled into my ear. Reaching around me, he grabbed my breakfast sandwich and bit into it.

“Hey—I thought you got that for me?” I protested but stopped as he held it up to my lips.

“Take a bite,” he ordered softly, and I looked down at the innocent little sandwich and shook my head.

“No, you just put your mouth all over it.”

“It won’t be the only thing I put my mouth all over if you don’t do what I say,” he warned, his voice a low growl. Heat flooded my core, and I felt a rush of wetness pool between my thighs. I squirmed again. My body was still on fire from being edged all night, and now this psychopath was taking bites out of my food and threatening to do the same to me.

How had my life come to this?

“Don’t push me, deathtrap. You have five seconds,” he murmured, rubbing his nose into my hair. His lips brushed the shell of my ear, and I almost groaned out loud.

“Fine,” I snapped and bit into the sandwich, right over the spot he had just taken a bite.

He smiled against me and put the sandwich down on the table. I jumped when he gently wrapped his hand around my throat.

“Now swallow,” he ordered softly. I frowned but finished chewing and swallowed. He massaged my throat as I did, and I didn’t know why it was fucking hot, but it was. My clit was on fucking fire.

He chuckled softly against me and pulled away.

“Good girl,” he said, sliding back around the table to reclaim his seat.

“You’re a fucking psychopath,” I growled, but he just smirked and lounged back in his chair, watching me.

“Finish your breakfast, deathtrap. Then we’ll go to Voodoo.”

[image: ]


When we were done eating, I followed him out of my apartment and locked up behind us. I noticed he had a murdered-out motorcycle waiting by the curb and froze. I blinked, wondering why I hadn’t put two and two together when I had seen the helmet under his arm.

“Um, yeah, I’m just going to take the subway,” I said, shaking my head. He glanced back at me, looking amused.

“What? Are you scared? I promise I’ll be gentle if it’s your first time.”

My heart was slamming in my ribcage again.

‘I’ll kill someone at your precious little restaurant.’

How did I tell him that I was scared, just not for the reasons he thought? “Reaver, I don’t think it’s a good idea. You’ve seen the headlines. People who spend too much time with me end up dead. I know you keep making jokes about it, but this is serious.”

My demon may have let shit slide up until now, but there was no way he was going to be cool with me straddling a bike and clinging to Reaver from behind. Reaver just laughed and pulled out a spare helmet he had strapped to the back.

“Put this on, deathtrap,” he ordered, handing it to me. I shook my head, biting my lip.

“Reaver…”

“That wasn’t a request.” His good mood evaporated, and he flipped like a light switch back to asshole Reaver. I cringed. “Put it on and get on the fucking bike, Lilith. I’m not going to tell you again.”

I sighed. Whatever, it was his funeral. I took the helmet and slid it onto my head. It smelled like cloves and cardamom beans. Reaver stepped forward, shoving his fingers between my brow bone and the helmet, checking to make sure it fit properly. Then he adjusted the strap under my chin. He slammed down the visor and smacked the top of the helmet twice.

“You’re good to go. Hop on,” he said, pulling on his own helmet and swinging his leg over the bike. Fuck he was hot. Something about a motorcycle helmet… Goddamn. I wanted him to fuck me while wearing that thing. Jesus fucking Christ, where had that thought just come from?

I was glad that he couldn’t see the flush that I could feel heating my cheeks. I did what he said and got on behind him.

“Hold on tight. I’m going to be fucking pissed if you fall off!” he yelled over his shoulder before firing up the bike and kicking up the stand. As I settled in behind him, I realized there was another big problem with riding the bike with him to Voodoo.

The whole machine was vibrating, and my pussy was pressing into the seat and up against his ass. I could feel the hum of the machine almost directly on my already needy clit.

I panicked. What if I fucking came on the bike? Would Reaver notice? Would Death know?

Before I could say anything, Reaver shot off into traffic, and I screamed, wrapping my arms around his waist to keep from falling off. The relentless rumble of the motor between my legs was excruciating. It took all of my focus and energy to make sure I was sitting in such a way that I wasn’t in danger of finishing what my demon had started the night before.

We came to a red light before the on-ramp to the freeway, and Reaver turned his head to glance back at me.

“Stop squirming so much and sit still!” he yelled back, and I huffed in my helmet. I couldn’t sit still. If I did, I was going to come in my fucking pants. Death would definitely kill Reaver if I did that. If I wasn’t allowed to touch myself, I had to assume orgasm by motorcycle was also against the rules.

Once we were on the freeway, Reaver shot like a dart through traffic. He weaved in and out of cars in a way that I was sure was illegal. It definitely wasn’t safe. I screamed nearly the whole way until he got off at our exit. It only took fifteen minutes to get to Voodoo, but it felt like an hour. Reaver parked in the lot beside the restaurant and waited for me to get off the bike before following suit. He pulled off his helmet and grinned at me as I tried to level out my breathing. The adrenaline from the ride, coupled with the intense pulsing and burn between my legs, was overwhelming. I was nearly panting, and my hair was disheveled. My skin felt raw, and honestly, if he bent me over the bike and fucked me right there in broad daylight, I don’t think I would have said no.

“Good work, deathtrap,” he said, smacking my helmet before helping me take it off. He strapped it to the bike and wrapped an arm around my shoulders, guiding me into the restaurant. “Not bad for your first time.”

I couldn’t answer. I was shaking and so needy that even his arm around my shoulders was distracting. He led me through the kitchen, where the prep cooks were getting everything ready for the shift that night. He watched me hang up my coat and bag in the staff room before tugging me away.

“Alright, show me what you got,” he said, smiling at me as we made our way into the dining room. “Let’s do these stupid worksheets so you can show Rafael what a good little trainer you are.”

I scowled at him and retrieved all the work I had prepared for him from behind the bar. Grabbing the vodka bottle full of water, I set up a free pour station at one of the larger booths.

I gestured for him to sit down, and thankfully, he did so with no complaints. I took a seat on the far side of the booth, needing to keep as much distance between us as possible. There was still a small tremor in my bones, and I couldn’t seem to fully catch my breath.

Reaver tutted his tongue at me and shook his head. “Oh no, deathtrap. That won’t do. You’re going to sit over here with me,” he said. An evil smile curled on his face, and my blood froze.

“Reaver, please. Enough. Can we just do this and go home?” I begged, and he just chuckled.

“The quicker you do what you’re told, the quicker we’ll finish. Now come over here,” he ordered, and I groaned but got up and went to sit next to him.

He didn’t hesitate. The moment I was in the booth next to him, he slid his hand up my back and buried his fingers into my hair, massaging the back of my head. I shuddered as tiny bursts of pleasure erupted across my scalp. I felt my nipples peak, and an involuntary moan slipped out of my lips before I could stop it.

He chuckled, and I felt my face flush in embarrassment.

“Did the bike get my little deathtrap all worked up?” he asked softly, his breath tickling my ear. He skimmed his lips over my lobe, and I gasped, half expecting him to pull it into his mouth. He didn’t, but fuck did I ever want him to.

“If I slid my hand down your pants right now, how wet would you be?” he asked, and I jerked away from him.

“Reaver!” I snapped, turning to glare at him. His hazel eyes were full of heat, and he was mere inches away. His gaze dropped to my mouth again, and for a moment, I thought he was going to kiss me.

“Ah! You two did come in. That’s great.”

I yelped and pushed away from Reaver as Rafael approached the booth. Reaver glared at the bar manager but allowed me to put space between us.

“Y-yes,” I stammered, trying to get a hold of myself, “I was going to have him do the cocktail practice test and work on free pouring today,” I explained, smiling up at Rafael. He nodded curtly.

“Good, that sounds good. Bring the finished tests down to the office when you’re done. I also want to do a bar scrape before the review to make sure it really gets a good deep clean. I want it done before the buyout on Friday.” Rafael left, and Reaver scowled, flipping him off behind his back as he went.

I frowned at him. “I thought you guys were friends?” I asked, and Reaver shrugged.

“Friends is a stretch. We’ve just known each other for a long time,” he explained before sliding his hand around my hips and tugging me in closer to him. “But whatever, fuck him. Let’s do this stupid quiz. Stay close, deathtrap. I need moral support.” He smirked and picked up one of the pens I had brought over with the hand that wasn’t tracing delicate circles against my waist.

Turns out Reaver was a good bartender. He nailed the cocktail quiz on the first try, and when I asked him to practice free pouring, he poured a perfect ounce each time.

Part of me was annoyed that this asshole just seemed to be naturally good at everything. However, the other part of me was relieved. If he passed his damned tests, all it would do is make me look good. Also, once the quarterly review was over and his training was complete, he would no longer be my responsibility, and he wouldn’t be able to hold my job over my head. Overall, it was a good thing he seemed to already know what he was doing.

By the time the openers came in, I was feeling pretty good about how the day had gone.

“You did really great today,” I admitted reluctantly as we got ready to leave. The corner of his mouth twitched up as he followed me into the kitchen.

Mike was setting up the pantry, and I gave him a wave and a smile.

“Hey, Mike! Thanks again for the brownie the other night,” I said. Mike gave me a grunt and a nod, waving me off. He was a man of few words, but he had a good heart. I couldn’t wait to see what he would say when I gave him his little engraved spoon. I smiled to myself at how flustered he would likely get.

I turned to Reaver and found him glaring at Mike. A weird muscle in his jaw was pulsing.

“What?” I asked him. He blinked and turned his attention to me, giving me a dazzling smile.

“Nothing.” He herded me toward the back door that led to the smoker’s pit and held it open for me. I looked up at him, still feeling a little weirded out by how nice he was being. He looked down at me and cocked his head to the side, his striking eyes burning with some sort of emotion I couldn’t quite make out. He reached behind me and tugged on a strand of my hair gently.

“Let’s get you home, deathtrap,” he said softly. I opened my mouth to argue but thought better of it. I knew he wouldn’t let me take the subway. Until he passed his exams, he was going to have his way, and there wasn’t much I could do about it.

“Okay,” I murmured, already dreading how much the bike was going to vibrate against me. He tapped my nose and smiled at my easy consent to his will.

“Good girl,” he purred and led me to where he had parked the bike.
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“And no wonder, for even Satan disguises himself as an angel of light.”


—2 CORINTHIANS 11:14, ESV


Reaver didn’t stick around after he dropped me off, but he gave me very strict orders that I was not to leave my apartment unless it was to go to work. As much as this was typical behavior at this point, it still made me grind my teeth together. His bartending exams couldn’t come soon enough.

I spent the rest of the afternoon cleaning my apartment and doing my best to ignore the aching burn between my legs. Figuring I needed a distraction, I decided I would make myself pumpkin gnocchi from scratch.

The issue with this was that I would need to leave my apartment to get ingredients, which was against Reaver’s rules. A very strong part of me wanted to just say fuck him and do it anyway because, let’s be serious, how was he going to know?

I bit my lip and paced in my living room. This was stupid. I should just go. I shouldn’t let some asshole dictate whether or not I could go get groceries… should I?

What if I went and he found out, and then he followed through on his threat? I looked over at Chaos, who was snoozing in full loaf formation on the couch, and sighed. I couldn’t risk losing my job and my apartment, no matter how much it killed the feminist in me to obey the commands of some arrogant tattooed asshole.

I decided that instead of just going and hoping for the best, I would text him.

Lilith:


I need to go to the store.




I flopped down on the couch and stared at our conversation, waiting for the three dots to appear. When they did, my heart skipped a beat in my chest.

Reaver:


You’re telling me this… because?




Lilith:


You told me not to leave the apartment, but I need to go to the store.




There was a pause, and I could almost feel his sinister smile from a mile away.

Reaver:


Are you telling me that you need to go to the store, or are you asking me for permission to go to the store?




I let out a frustrated scream and kicked my feet, startling Chaos from his nap. He puffed up his fur and hopped down from the couch, relocating to the top of the kitchen table. The furball eyed me warily and licked a paw, rubbing it over his little cat face to clean it.

I could do this for Chaos. I could swallow my pride and ask for permission to leave my own fucking home.

Lilith:


I’m asking.




Reaver:


So ask then.




Rage flared inside me. Of course he was going to make this as painful as fucking possible. Absolutely fuming, I forced myself to type out what I knew he wanted me to say.

Lilith:


Reaver, may I please go to the store to get groceries?




Reaver:


No.




I screeched and nearly threw my phone across the fucking room when it vibrated, indicating that he had sent a second message.

Reaver:


Send me a list of what you need. I’ll go for you.




I frowned. This was… not what I had expected. He wanted to get my groceries for me? Fucking weirdo. I bit my lip but started typing. If he wanted to run my errands, that was fine with me. I sent him a list of all the things I needed, and he ‘liked’ my message.

Reaver:


Be there in twenty.




“This guy is deranged,” I muttered out loud to Chaos, who chirped at me in agreement. Shaking my head, I flipped on the TV and put on Gravestone Twenty-Four to listen to the news highlights. I dug through the cupboards to pull out the ingredients I did have to make the gnocchi. I was pretty much just missing the pumpkin puree and fresh sage for the sauce, but I had the sweet potatoes and the flour. So, I went to work making the dough for the little pillows while I waited for Reaver to show up with the rest of my ingredients.

I was just rolling the little gnocchi with a fork when my ears pricked at one of the highlights mentioned on TV.

In a chilling incident, thirty-two-year-old John Knox met a gruesome fate last night in an alley off Crypton Ave. Authorities responded to a midnight distress call and found Knox brutally dismembered, sending shockwaves through the community. A seemingly random and savage attack, the motive remains elusive. Knox was last seen leaving Voodoo on 5th after a night out. This is the second murder that has been attached to the notorious steakhouse; however, authorities have yet to comment on whether these two deaths are connected. As the investigation unfolds, fear grips the city, and residents demand answers about the safety of their streets.


I stopped what I was doing and rushed to the TV.

No. Fucking. WAY!

Yep, sure enough, there he was. Sara’s ex was staring back at me from a picture I’m sure his family had provided right there on the screen. In the picture, he was smiling and looked like a nice, average guy. Nothing in that smile betrayed him for the violence I knew he was capable of.

I felt a swell of happiness for a moment, knowing he wouldn’t be able to hurt Sara again, followed immediately by an aching sense of dread.

Fuck.

I had done that. I felt the blood drain from my face. This wasn’t like all the other times when I could blame it on my demon. I had intentionally set this man up to die. At the time, it had felt justified, but now…

I felt myself begin to shake. Now, I just felt guilty. Who was I to play God like that? Who was I to decide who lived or died? I had made a horrible mistake, and now John was dead. He would never have the opportunity to learn or grow or try to be a better person. I had taken all those chances away from him, and I hadn’t even thought twice about it.

Chaos meowed and rubbed against my legs as I stood frozen, staring at the TV. It was almost as if he could sense that I was about to pass out. I had seen somewhere that animals were sensitive to shit like that… maybe I should sit down.

Knock, knock, knock!

I nearly jumped out of my skin. My heart was pounding, and I whipped to face the door. I remembered suddenly that Reaver was on his way with my groceries.

I rushed to the door to let him in and found him leaning against the frame with a plastic bag and a smirk on his face. He took one look at me, and the smile dropped from his lips.

“What’s wrong?” he asked abruptly, straightening. He glanced over my shoulder and pushed past me as if he was going to find an intruder in the apartment. Almost immediately, he noticed John’s picture still on the TV and relaxed.

“Oh, it’s just that asshole. Yeah, I heard about this on the way over here. It’s all over the news.” He strolled into the kitchen like he owned the place, and I watched him take in my little gnocchi-making station. His lip twitched.

Chaos trotted over to him and rubbed against his legs affectionately. I wasn’t sure for a moment how he would react. I assumed someone as dickish as him probably hated cats, but to my surprise, he smirked at Chaos and scooped him up, cradling him against his chest and scritching him between the ears. Chaos closed his eyes and immediately started purring.

I was still too rattled by the fact that I had intentionally killed someone to even comment on the fact that I hadn’t expected Reaver to be a cat guy. He glanced up from Chaos and frowned at me after a few beats of silence.

“Why are you so shaken up by this? Isn’t this kind of your thing? You touch people, and they die, right? You should be used to it by now.” He smirked at me, and I felt my eyes well up with tears. I tried to bite them back, knowing he wouldn’t have any sympathy for me. He loved it when I cried.

“You wouldn’t understand,” I muttered. I dropped my gaze so he wouldn’t see the tears and made my way into the kitchen to take the groceries from him. He dropped Chaos and followed me as I put the pumpkin puree on the counter. Then, he started rummaging through the drawers for a can opener.

My fingers paused over a paring knife, and I held my breath. The sudden urge to carve a mark into myself as punishment for what I had done to John overtook me. I froze, my fingers twitching inches from the handle of the knife.

“Deathtrap,” Reaver said, but I couldn’t move or respond. There was a roaring in my ears, and it felt like my focus was zoning in on the knife, and everything else was falling away.

I was a murderer.

“Deathtrap…” Reaver’s tattooed hand suddenly wrapped around mine, and he pulled me away from the open drawer, spinning me to face him. He curled a finger under my chin and tilted my head up to look at him, his hazel eyes swimming with something that I might have confused with concern if I hadn’t known any better.

“Talk to me. What’s wrong? You can’t possibly be upset that the asshole is dead. He hit you.” He rubbed his thumb gently over the bruise on my cheek, frowning.

“I… I’m upset because I killed him,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the ringing in my ears.

Reaver let out a frustrated sigh. “You didn’t kill him, Lilith.”

“I did, I kissed him. I knew it would kill him if I did it. It was why I did it,” I admitted, meeting his gaze. It was the first time I had ever made an admission like that out loud. Would Reaver report me? If he was going to turn me in to the cops, I didn’t even think I cared. I deserved it.

Instead of doing what I expected him to do and calling 9-1-1 to report a fucking murder, he scooped me up as easily as he had scooped up Chaos and stalked over to the couch. I squeaked in surprise as he flopped down and positioned me so I was straddling his lap, facing him. My hands flew of their own accord to his shoulders, and I tried to push away, but he held me firm on his lap. With one hand on my hip and the other suddenly in my hair, he forced me to look at him.

He was laughing.

“You didn’t kill him, deathtrap... I did.”
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“You can’t just kill people because it’s convenient.”


—RILEY FLYNN, MIDNIGHT MASS


Time seemed to stop, and my whole body went cold. I felt my eyes widen, and I couldn’t move. Shock. This was shock. Reaver was watching me carefully with that cocky, arrogant smirk on his stupid, handsome face.

He had done what?

“You… you killed him?” I breathed, unable to believe he had just admitted that.

“Yeah, after I dropped you off. I hunted him down and gutted him like the piece of shit he was,” Reaver said, his voice level and devoid of any remorse. I studied him, waiting for him to crack up and suddenly tell me he was joking. What he was telling me couldn’t be true. If it was true, he wouldn’t risk telling me, would he? My mind was racing, and my mouth opened and closed several times without making a sound. His smirk widened, and he looked at Chaos, who was watching us with a bored cat expression from the TV stand.

“Cat got your tongue?” Reaver asked, glancing back at me.

“I…” I gaped, not knowing where to begin. I moved to get off his lap, needing to put some distance between us, but he tightened his hold on my hair, forcing me to stay still.

“I didn’t say you could stand.” His tone switched from playful to authoritarian. It always unnerved me when he did that.

“Reaver… tell me you didn’t. Tell me you didn’t actually murder that man,” I whispered.

“Oh, I murdered him, slowly too. He said he’s sorry, by the way, for hitting you.” Reaver’s eyes flashed suddenly, and his grin widened. “He promised to never do it again.”

“What… Reaver! Why would you kill him!? And why would you tell me?” Fear clutched my heart.

There was a fucking cold-blooded killer in my apartment! What if he tried to kill me!? I panicked for a moment before remembering that it was impossible. Death had made it clear that he didn’t want me. If he wouldn’t let me kill myself, I was sure he wouldn’t let fucking Reaver do it.

“I killed him because he hit you,” Reaver said matter-of-factly, his fingers tightening in my hair, “and I told you because you were blaming yourself for his death.”

“I could report you! I could go right to the cops and tell them. What were you thinking?” I screamed, but he just chuckled.

“You won’t.”

“You don’t know that!” I spat back, still reeling from the fact that he had just casually admitted to brutally dismembering a man the way someone might admit to borrowing a pencil without asking.

His eyes crinkled at the corners as if my reaction was amusing to him. “I do know. You won’t tell anyone.”

“How can you be so sure?” I breathed, my heart pounding in my chest.

“Well, for starters, you’re already a person of interest in a death related to Voodoo. Pointing the finger at me, the new bartender who just started after Sam’s death is only going to make you look more suspicious. You also have a motive to frame me, considering everyone we work with knows you hate my guts, so it would really just be drawing more attention to yourself.”

My blood ran cold. He was fucking right.

“You also just wouldn’t out of principle. It’s not your style. You kissed him because you wanted him dead. You knew he was a shitty person. If I hadn’t killed him, whatever it is you do to kill people would have caught up with him eventually. How do you do it, by the way?” he asked me, his eyes shining with mischief. “Do you put something on your skin? I’m so fucking curious.”

I squirmed in his lap again, trying to pull away, but he just chuckled and pulled me closer into him.

“You wouldn’t believe me even if I told you,” I whispered.

“Try me,” his voice was just as low as mine, and he had pulled me in close enough that our noses were nearly touching. We sat like that for a long moment, and I breathed in his scent, staring into his eyes from inches away. My hands still rested on his warm shoulders. His soft, black T-shirt bunched between my fingers. I toyed with the idea of telling him. Of really telling him, but I couldn’t. There was no way of knowing what my demon would do if I told someone and they actually believed me, and right now, I had the feeling that Reaver would believe me.

Death would surely take him from me the moment he realized he was someone worth cherishing. Allowing him to become the only person in the world that I could truly confide in seemed like it was more than certainly a death sentence. One that even my demon’s new fascination wouldn’t save him from. Instead of answering him, I asked a question of my own.

“How could you kill someone in cold blood so easily? You don’t even seem upset by it.”

Suddenly, the smile on his face turned sinister, and the look in his eyes flipped from tender to deadly.

“Oh, deathtrap. You’re not the only one with a murder streak,” he murmured, inches from my lips.

My heart was beating so hard in my chest that I was sure he could hear it.

“You’re a serial killer?” I breathed. His nose brushed against mine, and his lips were so close I felt my mouth water. “How? Why?”

“You show me yours, and I’ll show you mine.”

“I can’t.” My voice was so small that I wasn’t sure he would even hear me.

“Then I guess we’ll both keep our secrets for another night.” He smiled and used the hand he had wrapped in my hair to pull me away from him. “Now, go make us some gnocchi. I’m fucking starving.”
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It might seem strange, but it was easier than I thought it would be to sweep Reaver’s admission under the rug. I finished making the gnocchi and showed him how to make the butter, pumpkin, and sage sauce. We ate together and watched an episode of Bly Manor while Chaos snored his little kitty ass off between us on the couch.

I would be lying if a dirty, selfish part of me didn’t hope, the entire time, that Reaver would try to kiss me. Despite the evening’s events, my body was still feeling the effects of the endless hours of edging I had endured at the hands of my demon. I kept catching myself stealing glances at Reaver as he watched the show. I wished he could be the one to satiate the relentless fire that continued to smolder between my legs. Every move he made caused me to catch my breath. However, the entire evening passed, and he didn’t do so much as put an arm around me. In fact, he didn’t touch me again until he informed me he was leaving.

“Goodnight, deathtrap. Lock the door behind me,” he ordered softly, curling his finger under my chin as I saw him out.

I nodded wordlessly, and he gave me one of his lazy, cocky smirks. I shook my head, suddenly remembering he had paid for the groceries.

“Here, let me give you some cash for the ingredients,” I muttered, reaching into my back pocket. He barked out a laugh and shook his head.

“Consider it a reward for asking permission before leaving.”

I scowled at him, but he just chuckled.

“Also, don’t get any ideas. Tonight was cute, but you’re still mine. You’re not to leave this apartment unless I tell you to, or you need to go to work.”

With those infuriating parting words, he turned on his heel and left.
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“The best way to find out if you can trust somebody is to trust them.”


—ERNEST HEMINGWAY


Iquickly learned that even in the instances that I did need to go to work, Reaver was always there to pick me up and drive me back home. Every shift that week was with Reaver, and I was pretty sure he had forced Rafael to manipulate our schedules to ensure we worked together every night.

Each shift, I kept waiting for the doors to open and the uniforms to make another appearance, especially since John’s death. If I was a person of interest before, I was certain I would be an official suspect soon. Every time a guest walked in, I would jump, and my heart would stop in my chest. Reaver almost always noticed and would chuckle softly, assuring me quietly that he would handle it if the cops came back. He wasn’t as much of an asshole as he had been when I first met him, but his good mood seemed to be completely conditional on whether or not I did everything he asked. It was fucked up, controlling, and somehow also super fucking hot.

It didn’t help that my demon hadn’t returned all week to finish what he had started. I spent the next five nights lying in bed waiting, hoping, praying that he would return and relieve the relentless need that sat low in my hips, but he never did. Every time I took a shower, the temptation to touch myself was so great that I found myself needing to clench my hands into fists to keep my fingers from wandering.

Reaver just added to the madness. He was constantly teasing me with little touches or featherlight breaths in my ear. He would constantly have his fingers in my hair or find ways to press up against me while we were working, though he never followed through with anything. He always left me thinking he was going to kiss me, or he would allow his hands to wander just outside the erogenous zones I was silently begging him to touch. It was like he knew exactly where the line was and was playing fucking jump rope with it. I wondered if that was why Death hadn’t taken him yet. He toed the line but never crossed it.

To make matters worse, Rafael had been in a frenzy. Our quarterly review with Eloah was fast approaching, and he had Reaver and I do a bar scrape on a slow Wednesday night. I spent hours on my hands and knees, scrubbing every surface of the bar, imagining what it would feel like if Reaver fucked me from behind the whole time.

I was disgusted with myself. Who fantasized about the man who was blackmailing them? What was happening to me? I had never exactly been mentally stable, but I felt like I was completely unraveling.

By the time Friday night rolled around, I was an absolute wreck. I did my best to cover up my emotional state with makeup and a blowout, but I didn’t think it would be enough.

Reaver arrived to pick me up, and the corner of his mouth lifted as I greeted him at the door.

“Hey, deathtrap.” He smirked, his eyes sliding down my body slowly. “You look good enough to eat.”

I rolled my eyes and pushed past him, locking the door behind me. When I turned and realized we were taking the bike, I groaned.

“The motorcycle? Again?” I asked, and he patted the seat, smirking back at me.

“I like how jumpy and needy you get after a trip on the bike.” He grinned, and I scowled back at him. I was hanging by a fucking thread, and I think he knew it. We tiptoed around the discussion, and he never outright told me that he wanted to fuck me, but it was so painfully clear that he didn’t need to.

Too bad it could never happen. I was doomed to be this needy, turned-on mess until my demon deigned to put me out of my misery.

Reaver was technically supposed to be the opener today, but I helped him with his open since I was there anyway. Shem slinked up to the bar and popped a cherry into his mouth, giving us a sideways grin as he worked the stem between his teeth, tying it into a knot.

“Hey Lil, how’s your week been?” he asked. I hadn’t seen Shem since he sat at the bar with me the night the police had come. We had just happened to have opposite schedules.

“I’ve had better,” I deadpanned, not wanting to get into it. Shem and Reaver exchanged a look.

“Someone’s grumpy.” Shem smirked at me, and Reaver’s eyes shone with mischief.

“I think she needs to get laid.”

I felt a jolt of electricity shoot right through my clit. “Fuck you both,” I snapped as I brushed past, lifting the drop hatch on my way behind the bar. Reaver’s smirk deepened.

“Gladly, if you’re offering,” he quipped, and my heart skipped a beat in my chest. He fist-bumped Shem. “You want in on this?”

Shem burst out a laugh and wiggled his eyebrows at me, popping another maraschino cherry into his mouth.

“Sure. I haven’t been practicing tying these stems into knots as a party trick.” He winked at me, though there wasn’t the same heat in his gaze that I was getting from Reaver. Shem was a flirt with everyone and always made sex jokes. Reaver, on the other hand, had been teasing me all week and seemed to only flirt with me. He had completely flipped from how he had been when we started. He hovered around me like a satellite. He was always watching me and was always close by. It felt dangerously close to an obsession, and if I wasn’t so sexually frustrated, I would probably be a little more worried about it.

Looking at the two devastatingly handsome men who leaned against the bar before me, the last thing I should be doing was imagining what it would be like to fuck them. My clit throbbed, and wetness pooled between my thighs. I rubbed my knees together and scrunched up my nose at them in frustration.

“Enough, guys. I’m not in the mood.”

Reaver raised an eyebrow. “Well, you better get in the mood, deathtrap. We have that bachelor party buyout today, and I can tell you right now that they’re going to want to see you more than they’re going to want to see me.”

Fuck. I had forgotten about that. I groaned.

Could I catch a fucking break?
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Soon, the entire bar was filled with rowdy, half-drunk men. The first round was on the groom, so we were four lines deep in the first five minutes while they all rushed to use their drink tickets. The only good thing was that because it was a buyout, we didn’t need to worry about service.

I rushed back and forth, taking drink orders and whipping up cocktails while Reaver more or less followed me around and cleaned up after me with that annoying little smirk on his face.

We had agreed that we would likely make more tips if I handled the wood, and he kept up with stock and swapped out our empties. Working with Reaver was normal and easy now. After a full week of working together, we developed our own groove, and we quickly fell into a natural cadence as the night wore on.

Much like Sam used to do, he would touch his hand to the small of my back instead of staying behind. Reaver also had a tendency to press up behind me when we both needed to fill up a pint, and the taps were next to each other. He often would rest his hand on my hip and rub his thumb gently up and down over my hip bone while he waited for his glass to fill.

I felt each touch directly in my clit. I was getting more and more hot and bothered as the night went on.

“Hey, sweet cheeks! A round of Blue Label for the boys!” A man who had been ordering round after round for several hours hollered at me. I tried not to scowl. He had taken to calling me sweet cheeks, and I didn’t think he was talking about the ones on my face.

I took a deep breath and let it go. Think about the tips, think about the tips…

I turned to find Reaver standing in front of the bottle and let out a sigh of relief. Maybe this nicer version of Reaver would reach it for me, so I wouldn’t need to hop up and down like an imbecile to try and grab it.

It was like he read my mind. An evil smile curled across his mouth, and he leaned back against the liquor display, watching me.

“Reaver, come on. Don’t be like that. Can you please reach the Blue Label for me?” I asked, and he rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

“Hmm, I think I would rather watch you try to get it,” he said, though this time, his tone was playful instead of hostile. Not having the energy to argue with him, I rolled my eyes.

“Fine. Can you at least get out of the way then? It’s behind you.”

He just smiled and shook his head. “No. I want to see you try with me here.”

I glared at him. What in the actual fuck!?

“Reaver!” I snapped, starting to get angry, but he just laughed.

“Come on, deathtrap, try for me. Maybe I’ll take pity on you and grab it if I feel like you really worked for it.”

“Come on, sweet cheeks! We’re waiting!” The disgusting asshole at the bar barked at me, and I winced as Reaver’s grin widened.

“Tick-tock, deathtrap. Your drink times are going to be all fucked up if you don’t get it soon.”

I let out a frustrated sigh. Like he cared about drink times.

“Fine,” I snapped and moved forward. He towered over me, and I tried to figure out how I was going to do this. The bottle of scotch was poking out from behind his left shoulder. He was leaning, with one leg out in front of him and the other resting on the wall beneath the liquor display.

There was no way I would be able to get to the liquor without touching him. I hoped this didn’t get him fucking killed. Surely, Death would understand that I wasn’t touching him in a friendly or romantic way. I was just doing this because he was a fucking asshole and wouldn’t move out of my way.

He stared at me, waiting to see what I would do with an amused gleam in his gorgeous hazel eyes.

Fuck it; it was his funeral.

I stepped forward, straddling his leg and reaching up over his left shoulder for the bottle. I squeaked when he dropped his hands to my hips and pulled me more firmly against him.

Because I was wearing my Voodoo skirt, the only thing that separated me from his leg was the thin layer of cotton that made up the front of my thong. I should have fucking worn shorts underneath, but I had been trying to minimize the amount of fabric that rubbed against me when I walked. Clearly, that had been a mistake.

My breath caught in my chest as my clit flushed with heat at the friction. His earthy scent was all around me, and I was drowning in it. He slid his hands down from my hips, and I sucked in a surprised breath as his fingers grazed the backs of my thighs, traveling an inappropriate distance up my skirt. He hesitated when his fingers brushed one of my scars, but only for a beat.

“Reaver…” I breathed, forgetting I had been reaching for the scotch. He was looking down at me, his eyes filled with a deadly heat. Without warning, he pressed me more solidly against his leg, rubbing me against him in one deliciously long, slow stroke. He smirked as my eyes fluttered, and I let out an involuntary moan.

“Did that feel good, deathtrap?” he whispered into my ear. His hot breath sent shivers through my entire body, and my pussy throbbed against him.

“Sweet cheeks! Stop fucking the bartender and bring me my shots!” the man behind me yelled, but Reaver didn’t let me go. He reached back with one hand to grab the bottle, never taking his eyes off me. With his other hand, he traced one of the scars that lay directly beneath the crease of my ass.

My heart was pounding, and I felt like I couldn’t breathe. I was lost in the endless sea of his hazel eyes, and they crinkled at the corners as he smirked down at me.

“You’re fucking soaking my leg, deathtrap. You really do need to get laid, don’t you?” he whispered into my ear, and suddenly, I snapped back to reality. I stumbled away from him.

What was I doing?

I was going to get him fucking killed. I chewed my bottom lip anxiously before snatching the bottle out of his hand. I was shaking.

I had given Sam a hug, and my demon had killed him that very night.

I had basically just humped Reaver’s damn leg!

It wasn’t even a dry hump. I was soaked and humiliated that he had noticed. Somehow, I doubted my demon would let Reaver survive the rest of our shift.

Reaver cocked his head to the side, looking amused. He stalked toward me, leaning down so our noses were nearly touching.

“If you ever need someone to scratch that itch, little deathtrap, you have my number,” he purred before putting a cigarette to his lips and nodding to the raging asshole at the bar.

“Go serve our guests.” He patted me on the head and left, the scent of frankincense and sandalwood wafting behind him like a fleeting memory.
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“A possessive person is a destructive person.”


—LEO BUSCAGLIA


While Reaver was smoking, I did a lap around the dining room to take orders and calm my nerves. That had been stupid and reckless. If Reaver died, it would absolutely be my fault. And now I was sure his death wouldn’t be the only punishment I would need to endure. I was sure my demon would come up with some other sick and twisted way to make me pay for breaking his first and most important rule.

Don’t touch anyone… except for him.

Most of the men from the party were buzzing pretty hard at this point and had gathered around the tables to drink their beverages. I took some orders and checked to see if anyone needed refills. Some of them were annoyingly flirty, but for the most part, they were harmless. I was used to it anyway, and as long as no one got handsy, it was usually fine.

I was about to head back behind the bar to start pouring drinks when a table of two burly men beckoned me over.

“Hey guys, what can I get for you?” I asked with a bright smile. My service mask faltered slightly as I picked up on the darker vibes coming from the table.

One of the men looked me up and down, his gaze so intensely filled with lust that I felt my stomach flip. He was squat, with a square head and a unibrow. He looked like he could crush me to death with just one fist.

“Are you on the menu?” he asked, and I tried to laugh it off.

“Ha ha. Unfortunately not, but we do have a mushroom neptune that’s to die for.” I said, trying to divert his attention to what was actually on the menu. Before I knew what was happening, his friend stood up and slid behind me. I didn’t react right away because I had just assumed he was leaving to go to the bathroom.

I couldn’t have been more wrong. He snaked an arm around my waist and pulled me back into him. I yelped at the sudden, unwanted contact and tried to pull away, but he held me there firmly.

Square-head chuckled darkly at his friend’s inappropriate behavior and reached for my chest with a lecherous grin on his face.

“Come on, tits, just a taste,” he said as his friend ran his hands down my stomach in a clear directory for the space between my legs.

“Get off me, you goddamned gorilla!” I snarled, trying to stomp on the handsy dude’s instep. “This isn’t a fucking titty bar. You can’t just grab me!”

If I screamed loud enough, I knew Rafael would come and tell them they had to leave.

Suddenly, the man who had been holding me just wasn’t there anymore. I gasped as a gust of wind whipped behind me, and I turned to see the man crashing into the next table. His body sent pints flying, and several other guests leapt up in alarm as they abruptly found a grown man splayed across their fourtop.

I felt another hand grab me, and I tried to turn, only to find that Reaver had wrapped his hand around the back of my neck. He jerked me to his side like I was a ragdoll. He was squeezing the back of my neck so hard it hurt and was looking at square-head like he wanted to know what the man’s insides looked like.

“Get behind the bar, deathtrap,” he said, his voice low and dangerous.

“It’s okay, Reaver, I can handle⁠—”

“NOW!” he bellowed, and my blood turned to ice at how fucking terrifying he had become at the flip of a switch.

With wide eyes, I nodded and rushed away, leaving him to deal with the two assholes who had grabbed me.

I was shaking again, but not from fear of the two men who had just tried to assault me. It was Reaver that had scared me.

Maybe he would give Death a run for his money after all.

I watched from behind the bar as he leaned in close and spoke to square-head. I couldn’t hear what was being said, but I watched the blood drain from the man’s face. He nodded finally and collected his belligerent and angry friend that Reaver had tossed across the dining room.

His friend looked like he wanted a piece of Reaver, but square-head ushered him away, and they left the restaurant.

“Party is fucking over!” Reaver snarled at the rest of the guests, who had fallen silent to watch the drama unfold. I blinked, and Shem slid up to the bar, frowning.

“What’s going on?” he asked curiously, and I shot him a worried look.

“Some assholes tried to grab me, and now I think Reaver is trying to tell everyone to leave.”

Shem groaned and dropped his head into his hand, massaging the corners of his eyes. “Of course he is.”

Rafael came running out onto the floor. “What do you think you’re doing! They have paid for the night! You can’t kick them out!”

Reaver whirled on him and rammed his finger into his chest.

“Fucking watch me,” he snarled. “Go to the office. We can talk about this there.”

I felt like my jaw was going to hit the floor. Raf was Reaver’s boss. He couldn’t talk to him like that… could he?

“You’re going to regret this. I’m going straight to Eloah,” Raf said, his tone just as low and dangerous as Reaver’s. Reaver grabbed him by the shirt, and I could have sworn he had nearly lifted the bar manager off the floor.

“I don’t give a fuck. If Eloah has a problem, he knows where to find me. Go to the office. NOW.”

Rafael narrowed his eyes at Reaver, and to my utter shock, he turned on his heel and stormed away. Reaver turned back to the rest of the guests in the dining room.

“Get the fuck out!” he bellowed. No one argued, and I couldn’t blame them. He was terrifying right now. Once he was satisfied that the guests were leaving, he whirled to face the bar, and his angry gaze landed on me. I swallowed as I absorbed the full extent of his rage. He stalked toward me and lifted the drop hatch, gesturing for me to pass through.

“You’re done for the night, Lilith. Go home,” he ordered, and I frowned.

“Reaver, you can’t just—” Suddenly, he was in front of me, gripping my arms so hard I cried out in pain. He was shaking with fury, and his face was so close to mine that I was choking on frankincense.

“That wasn’t a fucking request,” he snarled. “Get out of here before I do something we’re both going to regret.”

I felt my eyes well up with tears, and he sneered down his nose at me.

“You know crying doesn’t work with me, Lilith, I fucking love it when you cry.” He dropped me, and something in my chest snapped. I didn’t think, I just decked him.

I cracked him so hard across the face that his head whipped to the side, and my hand immediately erupted in pain. Not bothering to wait and see what he would do… I bolted.

I rushed past Shem, feeling the sobs come on before I could stop them. By the time I made it to the kitchen, I was full-blown crying. Mike looked up from where he was tossing a Caesar salad that would now never make it to its guest, his brow furrowing in concern.

“Hey Lil, what’s wrong?” he asked, taking in my tears.

“Reaver, he just… he’s such an asshat!” I heaved, trying to get a grip on myself. I couldn’t manage it. Between my demon torturing me, Sam’s death, and Reaver’s fucking split personality, I couldn’t take it anymore. My breathing intensified, and my eyes widened as I realized I was having a goddamned panic attack.

Not knowing what to do or how to make it stop, I looked up at Mike, who was watching me with eyes full of sympathy.

“Stay here, Lil,” he said quietly before shuffling into the back and reappearing with a prep stool. “Here, sit on this. Put yer head between yer knees and breathe,” he instructed. I did as he said and immediately felt a little more in control of my breathing.

“There, there. In through your nose, kid, and out through your mouth. My niece gets these from time to time. You just gotta try and ground yourself.”

I nodded, doing my best to focus on my breathing like he had said and letting the calming circles he was rubbing into my back soothe me.

After a few minutes, my heart rate slowed down, and my breathing felt more even. I sat up and wiped away a tear, looking up at Mike, hoping he could see how much I appreciated him. He was such a nice man. His niece was lucky to have him.

“There. Yer gonna be alright,” he said gruffly, patting my back. I smiled at him just as Reaver walked into the kitchen. He zeroed in on us, and his already furious expression darkened further. I watched his gaze flick to Mike’s hand on my back, then up to my tear-stained face, and I swear if looks could kill, both of us would be dead.

“You don’t fucking listen, do you?” he snarled, stalking toward me,

“Hey now, let’s all calm down,” Mike said, holding up his hands, and I screamed as Reaver punched him across the face.

Mike went down hard, and I lost my shit. “Don’t you touch him!” I screamed and started pounding my fists into Reaver’s chest. Of course, it did nothing. He snatched up my wrists and threw me down the expo line away from Mike, who was struggling to get up from the ground.

Reaver turned on the pantry chef. “I’ll deal with you later,” he snarled before whipping back around to face me. Shem walked into the kitchen just then and took in the scene before him. I saw him give Mike a pitying look before he turned his green eyes onto Reaver.

“What do you need?” he asked, and I sputtered. What did Reaver need? He needed to be fucking institutionalized, that’s what! Why wasn’t Shem asking what I needed? Or what Mike needed? I glared at my friend, suddenly not trusting him at all.

“Take her home,” Reaver snapped, brushing past Shem and heading to the office. “Text me when she’s there safe. I’ll link up with you after. I need to deal with fucking Rafael.”

Shem nodded and grabbed me roughly by the arm, shooting me an apologetic look.

“Sorry, sweetheart, but we have to go.”

I tried to yank away, not because I was worried my demon would kill him, but because I was worried I might kill him.

Shem’s grip suddenly became impossibly tight, and his eyes flashed. “Don’t make this harder than it needs to be, Lil. I don’t want to hurt you, but I will if you make me.”

His words rolled over me, and I felt them settle deep in my bones. I searched Shem’s familiar green eyes and suddenly didn’t recognize the man I was looking at.

“Come on, Lil. Let me take you home,” he said softly. His face was full of remorse, but I felt so fucking betrayed that I didn’t care.

“I hate you. I hate all of you,” I snapped, and he nodded sadly.

“I know. Let’s go.”
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“You’ve got to know when to hold ‘em, know when to fold ‘em, know when to walk away, and know when to run.”


—KENNY ROGERS, THE GAMBLER


Turns out Shem had a car, and it was a black Jaguar. I couldn’t understand how he could afford a car like that on a host’s salary. It was a slow-moving drive through the city, considering it was relatively early on a Friday night.

He tried to talk to me several times throughout the ride, but I ignored him. My mind was reeling from the night’s events; something was not right.

Reaver’s reaction to those assholes grabbing me had been entirely over the top. He had shut down an entire buyout over it. I didn’t know what he had said to that man, but the look on his face made me think he feared for his life. The potential for violence he had shown tonight had shaken me to my core.

Reaver had punched Mike for helping me through a panic attack, and then Shem had threatened to hurt me to control me! Something was fishy, and I didn’t like it. What I couldn’t wrap my head around was how I seemed to be in the middle of all of it. My mind was running a mile a minute, and I made the decision right then and there that I was done with it all.

I was done with Reaver, I was done with Voodoo, and I sure as fuck was done with Shem. Fucking traitor.

Shem rolled up and stopped in front of my place. He looked over at me, his expression tight.

“Lilith,” he said, and I looked at him, letting him see the hatred in my eyes. We weren’t friends. He had been lying to me this whole time. I had worked with him at Voodoo for four years, and now he was showing me who he really was.

“Fuck you, Shem,” I spat and got out of the car. He dropped his head into his hand and pinched the bridge of his nose as I left.

“Lilith, just don’t do anything stupid,” he warned, but I slammed the car door in his face and turned on my heel. I stalked up the wooden steps to my little haunted apartment, seething with rage and smarting from Shem’s betrayal.

There was a tiny package waiting for me on the porch, and I frowned at it.

Shit. It was the little spoon I had ordered for Mike… Fuck! Why couldn’t this have arrived two days ago?

Growling in frustration, I snatched up the package and walked into my apartment.

With a start, I realized I didn’t have any of my shit. I had left my coat and my bag behind. All I had was my pouch, which thankfully had my phone in it. I groaned, dropping my face into my hand. There was no way I was going back for any of that. I glanced down at the little package I still had clutched in my hand and sighed. I couldn’t go back to give the spoon to Mike either. Maybe I could mail it to him somehow…

Thankfully, I had hooked my credit card up to my phone, so I could just use that for money for the time being because, let’s be serious, I was getting the fuck out of here. I knew I couldn’t outrun Death, but I never wanted to see Reaver or fucking Shem again.

I knew there was no way Reaver would leave me alone; he knew where I lived. His behavior had been over the top and possessive as fuck. I knew the warning signs. I needed to get far away from him as soon as possible. Normally, I would just wait for Death to kill him, but I was getting increasingly more suspicious. Death hadn’t killed him and had let him get away with way more shit than anyone else ever had in my life. What if Reaver was someone I should truly fear? Was he someone I should fear more than Death himself? I shuddered at the thought but forced down the panic. I needed to focus, and I needed to work quickly if I was going to make it out of town tonight.

“Chaos!” I called, making a psst psst psst sound to call him, but he wasn’t home. I let out an irritated huff. Of course he wasn’t here when I needed him. I reminded myself that it was okay; he always found me. Even the few times while I had been in the system and needed to be placed outside of Gravestone, Chaos had always turned up eventually. This would be no different.

I ran to my bedroom and pulled out a duffle from under my bed. I tossed in the little Etsy package and some clothes as quickly as I could. Peeling off the pictures of Chaos I had taped over my bed, I added those too. I looked at my bedding with regret, wishing I could pack my pillows and bed sheets, but knowing that wasn’t realistic. I was going to have to replace all of these little luxuries that I had worked so hard for, and I would never forgive either of those assholes for it.

My phone buzzed, and I glanced at it, feeling an immediate rush of irritation and fear when I saw who it was.

Reaver:


You forgot all your shit.




I narrowed my eyes at the screen and bit my lip, mulling over how I should handle this. I didn’t want him to know I was running. I had to act like everything was normal.

Lilith:


It’s fine. I’ll just grab it when I come in tomorrow.




Reaver:


You’re not coming in tomorrow, Lilith.




Lilith:


What do you mean? I open.




Reaver:


You’re done working at Voodoo. I’ll bring your shit by in a bit.




Rage erupted through me. FUCK HIM! I had already decided that, and here he was, acting like he had made the choice for me. What an entitled, cocky, self-obsessed PRICK!

I blocked his number and rushed to the bathroom to finish packing. I threw in my toiletries and googled trains that would take me out of Gravestone. If I left now, I could catch the next one in twenty minutes.

I rushed out of my apartment, waving goodbye to my ghost girl. She gave me a sad, ghostly hug on my way out, and I could tell she knew I was in trouble.

“Thanks for keeping me company,” I whispered, though I could barely see her.

She gave me a heart-wrenching smile. ‘Thanks for not being afraid of me.’ It was the first time she had spoken to me, and her voice rang like tiny little bells through the living room. I sniffed and bit back the tears that threatened to spill.

“If you see Chaos, let him know I’m heading west,” I said, and then I locked up my little home for the last time.
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“Run, dear, but remember – wherever you go, I’ll be right behind you.”


—PENNYWISE, IT (2017)


Iwas going to kill her. No, I was going to fuck her, then I was going to kill her. She ran. Running was definitely against the rules. If I hadn’t known I was obsessed before, it was clear now. After Shem had taken her away and I had dealt with Rafael, I went to work murdering the assholes that had touched her.

It took me less than an hour to hunt them down. I sliced them open and pulled their guts out in the street, leaving them out in the open for all to see.

This is what happens if you touch what is mine.

Once that was taken care of, I collected Lilith’s things and arrived at her apartment to find it empty. I snarled in rage and whipped out my phone.

Reaver:




Where the fuck are you, deathtrap?




I waited a few moments, and… nothing.

Suddenly, I caught a shimmer of white in the corner of my eye. I spun around to find her little ghost watching me with a worried look on her face.

“Where did she go?” I snapped, and the ghost just flickered in and out of focus. “If you don’t tell me where the fuck she went, I will drag your sad little ass to Hell and stuff you in a cell with Stalin and Hitler,” I threatened. The bitch caved in less than a minute.

‘West. She was going west,’ the spirit informed me.

Good. That narrowed it down a lot. Lilith didn’t have a car, and there was only one westbound train that operated this late. I smirked. She was going to be so fucking pissed when I found her and reminded her who she fucking belonged to.

I couldn’t wait.

Reaver:




Your little ghost snitched you out. You can’t run from me.




Still nothing. She was either ignoring me or had blocked me. Both were going to get her bent the fuck over. I snarled and texted Shem.

Reaver:


Get the bed ready for her. She tried to fucking run.




Shem:


Maybe you should try to talk to her. Chaining her to the bed is just going to piss her off.




Reaver:


Good. We can be pissed off together.




I put my phone away, tore out of her apartment, and hopped on my bike. I was going to catch her, then fuck her, and God himself couldn’t fucking stop me.
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“Trust is like a mirror, you can fix it if it’s broken, but you can still see the crack in that mother fucker’s reflection.”


—LADY GAGA, TELEPHONE


The train pulled up, and I slipped silently onto one of the cars. Tugging the hood of my sweater further down over my eyes, I scanned my surroundings to make sure I was still alone. I hadn’t even bothered to change out of my uniform. I had been in such a rush that I just threw my hoodie over my Voodoo tank and pretended it wasn’t too cold to be outside in a skirt.

I had this feeling in my bones that I was being chased. I just wasn’t sure by whom. Was it Death? Reaver? Fucking Shem?

Maybe all of the above. I was so tired and enraged at the same time. Why had God cursed me like this? What had I done to deserve to be tormented day in and day out?

Thankfully, the train was more or less empty. I had an entire car to myself when I got on. People were likely on the train coming into the city for Friday night shenanigans; not many were trying to get out.

I sat down and began crafting an email to my landlord, attempting to explain the situation in a way that sounded less ‘crazy, unhinged psycho’ and more like ‘professional gal on a mental health break.’ The train pulled out of the station, and I settled in for the ride, leaning against the window as I worked out how to word the email properly.

Suddenly, the lights flickered.

I froze.

It was nothing. We just hit a bump.

I resumed my email, but after a couple of minutes, it happened again.

I looked up, scanning the empty car suspiciously. There was nothing there; the lights must just be on the fritz.

Sure, Lilith. Keep telling yourself that.

The buzzing sound of the lights seemed to get louder, and I broke out into a cold sweat. I tried to lie to myself again, but I knew what was happening. The buzzing sound built to a crescendo, and the train car suddenly plunged into darkness. This time, the lights didn’t turn back on. I swallowed and forced myself to look up.

My heart stopped in my chest.

There he was.

A lethal shadow of night was silently watching me from the end of the aisle, his face shrouded in darkness.

“Fuck. You.” I hissed as he began to float forward, the end of his scythe dragging on the floor behind him. My blood turned to ice, and I suddenly felt nauseous. That sound triggered so many bad memories. My entire body was locked into a state of crippling panic, and for a moment, I couldn’t move.

As the train sped forward, lights from outside flashed through the windows, periodically illuminating the inside of the train. Each time light slashed through the glass, he was a step closer.

With my heart in my throat, I launched myself out of my seat and ran. I sprinted down the aisle toward the door on the other end of the train car and felt a jolt of satisfaction as my hand curled around the handle before Death could get to me. I tugged on the heavy-ass door, willing it to open with every single fiber of my being, when suddenly, there was a cold, ink-black hand on my shoulder. I ignored it and kept yanking on the handle. Why wasn’t it turning? I was nearly sobbing in terror when I realized it was locked. He had locked me in here with him.

Death whipped me around to face him, and I looked up into the shadow of his hood. I was no longer afraid. I was pissed. I was so angry at everyone and so tired of being treated like a fucking punching bag. Something in me snapped, and I finally lost it.

“What the FUCK DO YOU WANT!? LEAVE ME ALONE!” I screamed, and Death chuckled. Not in my mind, but out loud.

I felt a spike of horror and adrenaline shoot through my chest when I realized I knew that chuckle. I had heard it every day for the past week.

Death pulled his hood back, finally showing me his face, and I felt the blood drain from mine as I realized that my fucking tormentor was also my goddamn trainee at Voodoo.

“You think you can run from me, Lilith?” Reaver asked, his voice dark and dangerous. His hazel eyes flashed, and a sinister smile spread across his perfect lips.

“I’ve been stalking you your whole fucking life; what made you think tonight was going to be the night you got away?”

This couldn’t be fucking happening…

“Get your filthy hands off of me!” I snapped, trying to shove him away. He laughed and picked me up by my upper arms as if I weighed nothing. He threw me over the back of one of the seats. I grunted as the force of the impact took the wind out of me, my hip bones bruising against the hard back of the seat.

“I’ll be putting these filthy hands inside every single hole on your body, Lilith.”

I kicked my feet behind me, struggling to push myself up. My ass was in the air, and I was feeling way too exposed. I knew what would come next if I couldn’t get away in time.

I should have known there would be no escape. Tears of rage burned behind my eyes as he reached deep within me and took control of my soul. He forced me to still and ran his hands up the backs of my thighs.

I squirmed against his influence as he traced a long, ink-black finger across the hem of my skirt. I gasped as he flipped it up to expose my ass.

“I’ve wanted to fuck you in this skirt since the first moment I saw you in it,” he growled.

“You’re such a fucking dick! I hate you!” I screamed, and he laughed. His face was so close to my ass I could feel his breath on my skin.

He hooked a finger under my thong and peeled it down my legs, exposing my pussy to him. He spread me open, and I cursed as he ran his hot tongue from my cunt all the way up to my asshole.

“Don’t worry, my little deathtrap. This time, I’ll make sure to let you come.”

[image: ]


“Reaver! Let me go!” I screeched, and without warning, there was a crack followed by a blinding pain across my ass. I screamed bloody murder as Reaver rubbed the sore spot tenderly with the palm of his hand. He made soothing sounds as he massaged the place he struck. I grit my teeth in rage.

Did he just SPANK me?

“Shh, Lilith. You’ve been a bad girl. You know what happens to bad girls.”

“You’re a sick twisted piece of shit, Reaver, let me go, now.” I was still reeling from the revelation that Reaver was fucking Death—this man had killed everyone I had ever known and loved. He had tortured me, and now he was acting like I belonged to him or was some sort of pet that needed correcting.

He cracked his hand across my ass again, and I cried out in pain. He was not being gentle about it. Every time he hit me, it fucking hurt. What was confusing was that each time he did it, I felt myself get a little wetter. What the fuck was wrong with me? I blinked back angry tears. Everyone was a fucking traitor. Even my own damn body wasn’t on my side.

“Watch your mouth, Lilith. You will show me respect, or I will make things so much worse for you.” He gently rubbed my ass again, and I felt him lean forward to kiss it better.

“Now, we’re going to make these cheeks nice and pink until you’re ready to apologize for trying to run from me.” He stroked a finger down my wet cunt and paused at my clit, giving it a little wiggle. A line of heat shot directly to my core. I was instantly on the verge of an orgasm. I may have forgotten that he had edged me for hours and didn’t let me find any release all week, but my body hadn’t. I gasped and felt myself involuntarily try to arch.

He chuckled. “Mmm. So responsive. Does my little deathtrap still need to come?”

“Fuck. You!”

Crack.

“Motherfucker!”

He rubbed my ass again, soothing away the sting, still chuckling softly. “No, but I’m about to be a Lilith fucker. Beg for this cock, and maybe I’ll go easy on you.”

“Reaver, stop it, please!” I cried, and he growled, slapping me again.

“Not the kind of begging I’m looking for, and my name isn’t fucking Reaver.”

“I’ll call you whatever the fuck you want, just let me go!”

He grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back, putting his mouth by my ear. The familiar spearmint on his breath instantly reminded me of every small touch and every teasing caress he had subjected me to over the last week. I realized with a start that he had been conditioning me to respond to him.

“You know who I am, Lilith, you’ve always known. I’m the fucking Reaper. Death. Satan. The Devil. I’m your personal fucking nightmare, and I will never let you go.”

I heard him pull himself out of whatever that shadow shit he wore was made of, and he wiped the broad head of his cock down my sopping wet pussy. “When I’m fucking you, and you need a name to scream, you may call me Ramel,” he said darkly. I panicked and tried to kick away, but the grip he had on my soul was impossible to push through. He ignored my shouts of protest and slammed into me. I screamed in shock and pain. He was fucking huge. Way thicker than the staff of the scythe, and my body was not ready to receive him.

“Ramel, wait, you’re too big—” I gasped, but he didn’t wait for my body to adjust; he just slammed into me again with a cross between a groan and a snarl.

“You had your chance to make this good for you, and you wasted it. Next time when I tell you to beg, you’ll fucking do it,” he snapped, pumping into me again, causing me to scream so loudly I was shocked no one had come to see what was happening in this train car from fucking Hell.

The burn began to build almost instantly. He was so thick that each swipe rubbed directly against my G-spot. I was already overstimulated and frustrated, so once the initial pain of penetration subsided and my body relaxed to accommodate him, it started to feel so incredibly fucking good I saw stars.

“Good fucking girl. Your pussy looks so good stretched around my cock.”

I felt him spread my ass open as he drove into me, and I choked on a sob of pleasure and pain.

“Oh God…” I moaned. He cracked his hand over my ass again, and I cried out.

“Don’t you ever say that fucking name, especially not while I’m fucking you. You worship the Devil now, Lilith.” He slammed so deep into me that he hit my cervix. “You’re going to come all over Satan’s fucking cock, and I’m going to stuff you full of sin.”

“I’m sorry. Please…”

“That’s it, Lilith. Beg for it, and I’ll give it to you.”

“Please, let me come,” I sobbed, finally giving in. I was feeling so hot and full of him that I could barely fucking think.

He tilted his hips and slammed against my G-spot repeatedly until I came apart. I fell, screaming, into the most powerful orgasm I had ever experienced. I felt my pussy pulse around his dick as he erupted inside me, filling me up.

He squeezed my ass cheeks so hard I was sure he would leave bruises, and I shuddered against his punishing grip.

I was gasping and panting and still feeling like I could come a few more times when he leaned over me to whisper in my ear.

“You were even better than I imagined you would be, little deathtrap.”

“Ramel…” My whole body was on fire, and I was torn between begging him to let me go or begging him to fuck me again. My pussy was still pulsing with the aftershock of my orgasm when he pulled out of me. I felt his cum spill out, and he caught it with his fingers, stuffing it back inside.

“Fuck!” I cried out, still feeling sensitive and needy. He scooped me up off the back of the seat and cradled me against his chest. He looked down at me with an expression that was a cross between anger and amusement.

“Let’s go to Hell,” he purred, and suddenly, everything went dark.
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Alexa, play ‘Way down We Go,’ by KALEO

“Sometimes it’s better to be alone. Nobody can hurt you.”


—TINKER BELL, PETER PAN BY J.M. BARRIE


Iwoke up chained to the largest four-poster bed I’ve ever been in my life. I yanked on my wrists, cringing as the black shackles cut into my skin.

This couldn’t be fucking happening.

I took in my surroundings and found I was in a large room made entirely of gleaming black marble. Everything in here was black. The bed I lay in seemed to have been carved from ebony, and the sheets that lay beneath my body were like liquid ink. I also seemed to be dressed in a midnight silk robe. I wiggled a little and felt my heart sink when I realized I was naked beneath it.

There was a heavy black-lacquered wardrobe, two leather armchairs before a crackling obsidian fireplace full of viridian flames, and a large chessboard set by a window that looked out into an endless night sky. My eyes widened as I took in the green fire. What the fuck? On either side of the bed were heavy end tables with several drawers. The black marble tops were christened with gothic lamps topped with velour shades.

‘Let’s go to Hell.’ Was the last thing Reaver… or I guess Ramel, had said before I lost consciousness. Was this Hell? I eyed the green flames crackling ominously in the fireplace and frowned. Definitely hellish.

On the other side of the room was an ornate black door. It creaked open, and I gasped as Chaos stuffed his little cat face in the crack to nudge the door farther open.

“Chaos?” I rasped as he trotted merrily up to me, hopping up on the bed. “How did you get here?” He had always followed me everywhere, but following me to freaking Hell was impressive. I squinted at him, making sure it was really my cat. Sure enough, it was him. I would know him anywhere.

‘Meow!’ he chirped. I stared at him, trying to figure out how on earth my cat had followed me into the fucking underworld when abruptly, he shifted and changed right before my eyes.

Suddenly, it wasn’t Chaos sitting on the edge of the bed, but Shem. He grinned at me, his green eyes glinting in the starlight.

“Hey, Lil. Welcome to Hell,” he said, and fury exploded through my chest. His grin didn’t falter or shift at all as he took in the rage on my face. The corner of his mouth kicked up, and he cocked his head to the side. “You don’t seem very happy to see me,” he chuckled.

“You’re Chaos?!” I screeched. I lunged for him, momentarily forgetting that I was chained to the fucking bed, and he laughed softly.

“Yeah, sorry about that. You give great cuddles, though.” He reached out and patted my leg, mischief flashing in his eyes. “I could cuddle you right now if you’re interested,” he purred, and I spat at him. He waved a hand, and my spit disappeared before it could land. He tutted his tongue.

“None of that, Lilith. I may not be as depraved as your soon-to-be husband, but I’m still a demon. It’s probably not a good idea to piss me off.”

“You’ve been spying on me, haven’t you!?” I snarled, replaying recent events with the new understanding that Shem and my fucking cat were the same person and that he had been working with the enemy!

Shem had seen me hug Sam that day and made some shitty comment asking why I never hugged him like that. He must have fucking told Reaver!

He had hissed at me that first night he had seen me with the box cutter, and then Death had shown up shortly after.

He hadn’t left the room when I had been touching myself because he had sensed Reaver coming. He had gone to fucking tell him!

He patted a hand on my bare leg, stroking my thigh softly. He gave me a look that said he knew he should be sorry but really wasn’t.

“I’m afraid so, little Lilith,” he said as he stood up, moving to one of the end tables. He opened a drawer and leisurely perused through its contents. I strained against my manacles, trying to see what he was doing.

Suddenly, my mind processed something else he had just said, and my blood ran cold.

“You just said that Ramel was my soon-to-be husband. What did you mean by that?” Speaking of the literal Devil, where was Reaver? Or I guess Ramel… Reaver, Death, the Grim Reaper… whoever the fuck he was.

Shem glanced up from whatever he was looking for in the drawer and gave me a considering look.

“Ramel is going to claim you as his bride. Together, you will rule Hell, with me too, of course. As long as we can get Yahweh to agree. You probably know Him better as God.”

I frowned at this. “I don’t understand. Ramel hates me. Why would he want to marry me?”

Shem sighed. “Ramel doesn’t hate you, Lilith. He’s obsessed with you. Always has been. This is not the first time you’ve gotten us into trouble. I would have told you sooner, but Yahweh bound my words long ago so I wouldn’t be able to interfere with His twisted games.”

He continued rummaging while he spoke. “All I can say is, if I were you, I would stop fighting it. This can either be really enjoyable for you or really long, drawn out, and painful. Either way, fate will run its course. You belong to us now, so submit, or we will force you to submit.”

“I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about! I don’t want to marry the demon that has tormented me my whole fucking life! I want to go home.”

“I’m sorry, Lilith, but this is your home now.” He brightened as he seemed to finally find what he was looking for. He turned to face me, holding a long black object in one hand and a soft pink teardrop-shaped object in the other. I frowned, trying to make out what they were.

“Black or pink?” he asked, and my heart skipped a beat in my chest as he pressed a button. The two silicone objects started to vibrate in his hands.

Oh, hell no…

“You’re sick,” I gasped, kicking away from him while he gave me a dazzling smile. The same smile I had seen him flash at guests for four fucking years at Voodoo. How had I not seen what he truly was? An evil, depraved fucking demon!

“If you don’t want to pick, I’ll have to choose for you. I’ve always been partial to black.” He smirked and tossed the pink toy back into the drawer before climbing up onto the bed.

“Isn’t Ramel going to be pissed? He punched Mike across the face just for touching me!” I tried to reason with him, straining away as he slowly crawled closer to me, grinning like a cat with a mouse.

“I am not Mike, and Ramel asked me to get you ready for him. He’s meeting with Rafael to work out the details of his negotiations with Yahweh next week. He’s going to want you wet and needy by the time he returns.”

“Shem, you don’t have to do this; we’ve been friends for years!” I protested, still trying to reconcile the man I had worked with and this twisted asshole who was going to just go along with Ramel’s plan.

“I know, Lil, but I’ve been friends with Ramel for much longer. Besides, you may not see it yet, but this is the way things are meant to be. Now, spread your legs.”

I glared at him. “No.”

“Lilith. Spread them, or I will make you.”

“Then you’re going to have to make me,” I spat. “There’s no fucking way I’m doing anything you say.”

He sighed and hit the button on the vibrator again, increasing its frequency. “You haven’t changed at all, Lil. Still a stubborn little Hell Queen.”

With a wave of his hand, I felt him take control of my soul, the same way Ramel always did. I screeched in rage. Shem forced my legs to bend and my knees to separate. He sidled up next to me and tugged on the sash of my robe, sliding it open to expose my breasts and stomach.

“I hate you,” I spat, and he chuckled as he gently ran the vibrating wand down the inside of my leg, slowly tracing closer and closer to my pussy, which was suddenly throbbing in anticipation.

Shem grinned at me, watching as my nipples pebbled. He moved the wand another inch closer to my traitorous, throbbing clit.

“Hell runs on hatred, Lilith.” He looked down at my cunt and rested the vibrator right in the crease of my thigh. It was close enough that I was beginning to feel the vibrations where I needed them most, but far enough away that it was excruciating and infuriating. Wetness pooled, and I suddenly felt myself begin to drip. Shem noticed too, and his smile widened.

“Stop fighting it, Lil. We’re going to make you feel so good.” Then he pressed the wand directly against my clit, and my entire body tried to reflexively arch and buck against Shem’s grip on my soul. I cried out, and he chuckled, holding it there while I panted.

“See? Doesn’t that feel nice?” he cooed, rocking the wand back and forth gently. My breathing became ragged, and I was rushing full speed to the edge when he suddenly backed off.

“Fuck! No, please, not this again,” I gasped, looking at Shem. I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t do another night of fucking edging.

“Don’t worry. You’ll get to come tonight, eventually. We just need to wait for Ramel to get here.” He reached forward and gripped the tip of one of my nipples, twisting it firmly. I gasped and tried to arch again, my hips burning in frustration.

Shem rubbed the vibrator back up and down the inside of my leg while he waited for me to come back down off the edge. He ran a finger up my cunt, holding it up to the light and checking for wetness.

To my horror, he held his wet fingers up to my lips. I slammed my eyes shut and tried to jerk my head away—between the grip he had on my soul and the way I was chained to the bed, I could barely turn my head. He laughed at my inability to get away from him and rubbed his soiled fingers across my lips.

“Lick it up, Lilith. Taste how much you love being used.”

I tried to shake my head again, but it was no use. He forced his fingers into my mouth and rubbed them firmly against my tongue. When he was satisfied, he pulled his fingers out and gave me a dazzling smile.

“Good girl, Lilith. When you’re ready, we’ll go again. Let’s get you nice and wet.”
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Alexa, play ‘Psycho,’ by Mia Rodriguez

“Better to reign in Hell than serve in Heaven.”


—SATAN, PARADISE LOST


Ileft Lilith with Hazai and told him to make sure she was ready for my return. In the meantime, I needed to run damage control at Voodoo with Rafael.

I knew he was still pissed that he had lost out on all the drunken confessions he had been hoping to collect from that bachelor party, but he would recover.

The church had been losing followers for years now. The Sorter of Souls was powered by confessions, so when Catholicism started falling out of favor, Yahweh was forced to turn to less… buttoned-up methods.

Humans may not have loved going to church like they used to, but they certainly loved to drink. Yahweh had learned that with loosened inhibitions, humans confessed all sorts of shit to each other, and these confessions were just being wasted on the drunken ears of their friends.

Voodoo was only one of several franchises Yahweh had built across the globe with the sole purpose of collecting confessions. He ran them all with an iron fist and usually came to collect His confessions on what He called His ‘quarterly reviews.’ Much like me, Yahweh had many names. Eloah was one of them, though He was most commonly referred to by the mortals as God.

Each of Yahweh’s stores was run by an ass-kissing archangel and staffed by either the damned or by young, burgeoning angels. Sometimes, the odd human would get mixed up in the operation, like Sara and Sam, for example. However, for the most part, everyone was in on it. Even Mike was an angel. He wasn’t a powerful one, but he was still an angel, which meant he was immortal as fuck.

I couldn’t kill him, though I wanted to the second I had seen his grubby fucking hand touching my little deathtrap.

Killing those mortals who had touched her helped take the edge off, but I was still feeling pretty worked up.

Despite the fact that I had gotten my way and Lilith was now safe in Hell under the watchful eye of Hazai, there would still be serious repercussions to my actions. I had gone directly against Yahweh’s orders, and although He technically didn’t have dominion over me as a citizen of Hell, He was still the almighty creator, and we would need to have words.

I arrived at Voodoo and found Rafael in the office. The little dingy basement space looked like a bomb hit it, and Raf was definitely frazzled.

“Did you set up the meeting?” I asked by way of greeting.

Rafael sighed and ran his hand through his hair, making it stick up in odd places. I had never seen the prim, buttoned-up angel so disheveled. “Yes. I’ve set up the meeting, but Yahweh is pissed, Ramel. There’s not much more I can do. If I’m being frank, I don’t even want to help you. Not after that shit you pulled. I’m way behind on projections now because of you.” Rafael scowled at me.

“On top of that, I’m now short-staffed. You took my best bartender, and I’m assuming you won’t be back to work your shift tonight either,” he complained.

I laughed. “You know Raf, everyone says you’re a little dim, but I don’t see it. You’re sharp as a tack if you ask me.”

“No one says I’m dim, asshole.”

I scowled at him and tossed the stupid nametag on the desk in front of him. “Reaver? Really? Should have just fucking printed Grim Reaper on the damn thing you imbecile. You’re lucky she didn’t catch on.”

He rolled his eyes. “It’s not like it matters now; you exposed yourself to her anyway. I take it you have her locked up in a cell in Hell somewhere?” the archangel asked, looking annoyed. I smirked.

“You could say that.” My mouth watered at what I knew would be a very sexually frustrated Lilith waiting for me when I got home. Shem was ruthless. He would have her begging me to fuck her by the time I got there.

I couldn’t fucking wait.

“Anyway, Yahweh says you failed the test. This meeting is not likely to go in your favor. Also, her coronation is in four and a half weeks. The veil will be thinner on Samhain, and she will shed her mortal body on her birthday and reclaim her true self. You better hope she wants to stay with you by then, assuming Yahweh doesn’t throw you both into purgatory for being such fucking failures.”

I snorted. “Worry about your quarterly review, Rafael. I know exactly what’s going to happen on Samhain.”

The archangel sneered at me. “Do you? You don’t even know what happened in the year 2348 BC.”

I narrowed my eyes at him and leaned forward, getting in his face. “Careful Raf. I may not be able to kill you, but there are worse things than death. Did you know that angel wings are a fucking delicacy in Hell? I have a ton of hungry demons that would pay out the asshole for a taste of yours.”

Raf’s face went white, and he swallowed. “Yahweh would punish you.”

I shrugged. “He’s going to punish me anyway. I might as well do something to deserve it. Set up the fucking meeting just the way I ordered it. Don’t fuck it up.” I snapped.

Fucking archangels.
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I crossed back into Hell and took my time walking the streets up to the manor. I wanted to make sure Shem had enough time with Lilith before I interrupted. I was rock fucking hard just thinking about it.

Rafael didn’t know what he was talking about. Four and a half weeks was more than enough time to turn Lilith into my willing bride. I was going to make her feel so fucking good; she was never going to want to leave me. It would just take some work and whatever the opposite of tender love and care was.

She acted like she hated it, but I knew deep down she loved it. Her mouth said no, but her eyes said fucking yes every time I gave her sweet little pussy the attention it deserved. Today would be the first day of the rest of our lives, and I was going to make sure it was a day to remember.

I leisurely strolled through the manor, rolling up my sleeves to expose my tattoos. She liked the tattoos. I always caught her looking at them when she thought I was Reaver. Even when she hated me.

The door to the bedroom was cracked open, and I could hear them before I entered. A sinister smile curled across my face.

“You’re doing so well, Lilith. Just a little more. He’ll be here soon.”

“Please, Shem, no more. I can’t take it.”

“Shhh, you can go a little longer. You’re doing so great. You’re soaking wet; he’s going to be so pleased with you.”

I was suddenly so glad I had taken my time. She sounded like she was about to fucking lose her mind, just the way I liked her.

I pushed open the door, and so much blood rushed to my cock at the sight before me that it fucking hurt. Lilith was chained to the bed with her knees by her shoulders. Shem was lying on his side next to her, with his head in his hand, leisurely stroking the insides of her thighs with a black, vibrating wand. He looked like he was having the time of his life, and she looked raw and fucking ragged.

“What’s going on in here?” I asked as if I hadn’t orchestrated the whole thing.

They both looked over at me. Lilith’s eyes were wild and filled with lust, while Shem looked both amused and aroused.

“I was just getting Lilith ready for you,” he purred, looking down at her. He ran the wand up her stomach and rested it on one of her perfect, peaked nipples. “Isn’t that right, Lil?”

She tried to scowl at him but moaned instead as he dragged the wand back down her stomach to her clit. Her breathing immediately sped up, and he was forced to remove the vibrator to prevent her from coming.

“How’s she been?” I asked him as she groaned in protest at the removal of the wand. He sat up, smiling down at her.

“She’s been such a good girl. She keeps trying to come for me, but I told her we needed to wait until you got here.”

I pulled off my shirt and approached the bed.

“Is that true, Lilith? Have you been a good girl for Shemhazai while I’ve been away?” I asked. Her breathing was still ragged, and she tried to grind her hips down into the bed. She looked back and forth between us, and I could see the wheels spinning in her head. She could either play along with us and hope that we ended the torture, or she could fight us and risk not being allowed to come at all. She knew I would do it, too. My heart skipped a beat when she finally nodded.

“Yes. I’ve been a good girl,” she responded, and I smiled, crawling up onto the foot of the bed. My gaze fell down to her pussy as I moved closer to her. My mouth watered at the sight of it. She was so fucking wet. There was a wet spot growing on the silk sheets beneath her ass.

“Holy fuck, Shemhazai, you weren’t kidding,” I breathed, leaning close and putting my face directly between her legs. I inhaled her sweet scent and growled. “You got her so fucking wet for me.”

“I told you I would,” he said with a smirk. I kissed her clit softly, and she moaned, immediately straining toward my face. I smiled against her and poked my tongue out of my mouth, just enough to give her something to grind against. I heard her breathing instantly quicken and had to pull away. Fuck, she needed to come so bad. I had barely touched her at all.

“Careful. The last hour has been rough. She hasn’t been able to handle anything for longer than a few seconds,” Hazai said as he slid off the bed to dig for more toys in the end table drawer.

“What should we do with you, Lilith?” I asked her, and she looked at me. Her moss-green eyes were burning with a manic sort of lust. I pulled back and looked at how much her pussy had soaked down her ass. The green light from the fireplace danced along her skin, illuminating how wet she was. Suddenly, I had an idea.

She was so worked up; now would be the perfect time to claim her ass if I wanted it.

Let’s be serious.

Of course I wanted it.

I wanted every piece of her, forever. She saw the look on my face and squirmed.

“What are you going to do to me?” she whispered, and I smiled at her, maintaining eye contact as I spoke to Shem.

“Is that anal training kit still in there?” I asked, and her eyes widened. Shemhazai rummaged around in the drawer for a moment before letting out a triumphant ‘Ah ha!’

“Sure is,” he said, crawling back up on his side of the bed and handing it to me.

“I would ask you if you’ve ever done anal before, deathtrap, but I already know everything about you. We’ll start slow. You’re going to love it, trust me.”

She closed her eyes and let out a deep breath, then nodded. She knew there was no point in fighting it. I think she even knew on some level she was going to like it. She was so fucking turned on right now. I don’t think there was much she wouldn’t let me do to her.

She looked so fucking delicious spread out before me. Knowing that she was truly all mine made my dick so hard it fucking hurt.

I could feel my control slipping as I thought of all the things I wanted to do to her now that I had her here. I ran my finger gently over her wet, puckered ass and felt my cock twitch as she squirmed beneath my touch.

Fuuuckkk.

I just wanted to ram myself into her and stuff her so full she screamed, but not yet. She wasn’t ready. I needed to take my time with her. I didn’t want to break her, which was new for me. I didn’t understand why, but I was too far gone to question it.

I looked down at the sleek black case Shemhazai had handed me and popped it open. Inside were three chrome anal plugs topped with onyx. I held up the smallest one for Shem and Lilith to see and pursed my lips.

“What do we think? Start with the smallest one?” Lilith nodded, but Shem looked unsure.

“I don’t know. I think she can handle the medium; it’s only an inch wider, and we can make sure she’s relaxed.”

“Guys, please…” Lilith looked worried. I reached out and stroked her face.

“Don’t be scared. It’s going to feel so good. I’ll make sure you’re warmed up. Plus, it’ll feel amazing when I fuck you while this is in your ass.”

“Yeah, definitely go with the medium. You’ll feel it more,” Shemhazai agreed, giving me a devilish smirk.

“Alright, medium it is. Hazai, pull her legs farther back for me,” I ordered, and he diligently went to kneel by her head. He pulled her into him so her head was resting in his lap, and he wrapped his hands around her knees, pulling her legs toward him until her ass lifted off the bed.

She was spread before me like a fucking feast, and I was ravenous. I couldn’t help but lean forward for a quick taste. She gasped as I locked my lips around her clit, sucking softly in a quick but gentle pulsing pattern.

“Ah, ah, ah!” she cried out, and I forced myself to stop. She was way too close, and I didn’t want her to finish until I was buried deep inside her. Shem chuckled and stroked the side of her face, looking down at her fondly.

“I can’t wait to watch you come, sweetheart. I feel like we’ve both earned it at this point,” he murmured, brushing her hair out of her eyes.

“Ready?” I asked her once I pulled away. She looked unsure, and I reached forward to fondle one of her breasts. “You need to relax into it, or it will hurt. I can’t force you to relax, but it’s going in one way or another. So when I ask if you’re ready, you better be ready, deathtrap.”

Her pussy let out another rush of wetness, and I smiled.

She wanted it so bad.

Despite how wet she already was, I had the sudden urge to spit on her. I watched as the thick drop of saliva hit her clit. Almost reverently, I worked the saliva into her, mixing us together until she let out the most beautiful little moan.

Once I was satisfied, I inserted the tip of the chrome plug into her cunt, getting it wet with her own juices. Who needed lube when you had such a perfect pussy to dip into?

I pulled out the plug and gently stroked it up and down her soaking-wet slit a few times, and she shuddered beneath me. Finally, I pressed the tip of the bud into her ass and paused.

“Breathe, Lil,” Shem instructed, reaching forward to roll one of her nipples between his fingers. I began to apply pressure, and she gasped, tensing at the new sensation.

I ran my thumb over her clit and made soothing sounds as I continued to apply more pressure. “Shh, just relax,” I murmured, and she did. She took a deep breath in through her nose and let it slowly out of her mouth as Shem and I continued to leisurely stroke her through it.

“It hurts,” she panted when I was about halfway in. This was the thickest part; it was going to hurt a little bit.

“I know, you’re almost there, deathtrap, just a little more, and we’re done.”

“You’re doing so great, sweetheart; you’re taking it so well,” Shem praised her, and I leaned forward, pulling her clit into my mouth again. She moaned as I pulsed her clit between my teeth and finally slid the rest of the plug in.

Her ass sucked it right out of my fingers, and the stopper prevented it from going all the way in. I leaned back and admired my work. She looked fucking stunning with a gleaming back jewel planted between her ass cheeks.

“Good fucking girl, Lilith,” I murmured. I undid my pants, and Shem lowered her hips back down to make it easier for me to position myself against her entrance. She looked up at me, her eyes glassy with pleasure and need. She swallowed, and I smiled as I carefully began to press into her.

Shem clicked on the wand again and slowly slid it down the front of her body as I eased into her, inch by inch. She had been tight when I fucked her on the train, but now with the plug in her ass, she was squeezing my cock so fucking hard I wasn’t sure how long I would be able to last.

“Do you know what good girls get?” I asked gently as I rocked in and out of her. She moaned and swallowed thickly. I could feel her cunt begin to clench around me just as Shem touched the vibrator to her swollen clit.

“Good girls get to come,” I grunted, nodding at Shemhazai. He gave me a wicked grin and pressed down as I thrust into her. She was coming in seconds. I watched hungrily as her nipples pebbled and her entire body contracted with pleasure. She screamed until her voice cracked, and I slammed into her over and over.

“Again,” I snarled, tilting my hips so I could better hit that spot I knew she loved so much. Shem clicked up the frequency on the wand and pressed it back against her, forcing her to come around my cock a second time.

“Fuck, Ramel, I think we can get one more out of her,” he said. “Can you give us one more, Lil?” he asked, but she was too lost in an endless sea of pleasure to answer him. I reached around and pressed on the plug in her ass as I thrust into her harder, my strokes turning more and more ruthless. Shem abandoned the vibrator and switched to his fingers. He pinched her clit and tugged it in an increasingly quick pattern until she was screaming my name.

“That’s it, Lilith. Come all over my cock,” I demanded, and she did. She squirted all over me, and I exploded inside her, grinding her hips against me through the final throes of her orgasm until we were both completely spent.

I collapsed on top of her, and Shem moved out of the way. She panted and gasped against my ear as I gathered her into me. I bit her on the shoulder so hard she cried out. I kissed the bite better, then bit her again.

“Mine. You’re fucking mine,” I snarled into her, and she shuddered beneath me, her body still rolling from the pleasure we had given her.

I was so fucking gone for her it wasn’t even funny. I stretched out on top of her and turned to look at Shem, who was watching me with an amused look in his eyes.

“I hope this meeting goes well, or I have a feeling we’ll be going to war.” He smirked.

I gave him a devious grin, tucking a still-trembling Lilith under my arm. She slumped against her restraints and curled into my chest like the good girl she fucking was.

“Damn straight,” I agreed. I would tear Heaven apart with my bare hands if Yahweh tried to take her away from me.
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“Well, I’m the Devil, so I guess God’s little plan for me worked.”


—LUCIFER MORNINGSTAR, LUCIFER


Iwoke up to find myself still naked and lying against an equally naked Ramel. At some point, he had crawled behind me and positioned me between his legs. He was sitting up and had his arms wrapped around me. He was working on a laptop that he had propped on top of me, basically using me as a human table.

Fuck me.

My arms were still chained to the bed, and I could no longer feel my fingers.

I forced myself not to jerk against the chains as I came to and pretended I was still asleep. I had a feeling the second my demon knew I was awake, he would begin tormenting me again, and I needed a second to think.

There had to be a way out of this, there had to be. I just hadn’t thought of it yet. How was I going to escape?

Funny, Lilith. How are you going to escape Hell and the obsessions of literal Satan? You’re fucking delulu.

I told the mean voice to shut up and nearly shook my head to clear it. Even if it was hopeless, I had to try. There was no way I was just going to submit to an eternity of being abused by these two assholes. I would fight them every step of the way. I just had to be smart about it.

I peeked under my eyelashes at what Ramel was doing on the laptop. He had sexy hands, which was a fucked up thing for me to think, considering how many times he had hurt me with them. Still, his long tattooed fingers were dripping in silver rings. The goat head ring now made more sense than ever. It was the symbol of the antichrist.

God help me. I nearly winced, nevermind, fuck that guy too. Nothing was more disheartening than knowing that God existed and was still letting this all happen to me. He was just as bad as Ramel and Shem as far as I was concerned.

Ramel seemed to be looking at scans of ancient texts. Some of them looked biblical, others seemed to be filled with hieroglyphs.

“You won’t find anything. There’s nothing in human texts that document it,” I heard Shem say from the other side of the room. I tried my best not to tense, not wanting Ramel to know I was awake.

“Well fuck, I need to do something. Maybe if I know what He’s keeping from me, we can use it against Him,” Ramel said, double-clicking into a scan of an ancient piece of parchment filled with Hebrew script.

“I don’t think so, man. It’s just going to bum you out.”

Ramel snarled and slammed the laptop shut, sliding it off of me. He shifted beneath me to face the direction Shem’s voice had come from.

“I need to know. I hate that you can’t just fucking tell me.”

“Let’s go to the library today. I can’t tell you, but maybe I can accidentally knock some shit off shelves, and you can accidentally find them.”

“I fucking love you, Hazai,” Ramel said, tugging me closer to him like I was some sort of pet. He kissed the side of my head and inhaled deeply. I shuddered. What the fuck was wrong with me? Why did that just make my clit ache?

“You need to untie her. She’s mortal; she’s going to lose circulation in her hands if we leave her like that much longer,” Shem said. I peeked out from behind my lashes to find him sitting at the chess table by the window, playing a round against himself.

He was shirtless and backlit by the viridian light of the fireplace. He was pretty covered in tattoos as well, though his were more patchwork than Ramel’s. In addition to the block of text tattooed on the inside of his left arm, I could make out an Anubis on his shoulder and a scarab beetle in the center of his chest.

“I don’t trust her running around here on her own yet. She’s going to try to escape,” Ramel said, lazily running his hand over my breast. He paused to rub his finger over the tip of my nipple, and I felt him smile against me as my body reacted to his gentle touch.

“You love it when she tries to escape,” Shem pointed out. He smirked at the chessboard as he made another move. “Maybe we can make it a game. A test? We untie her and give her some freedom, but there will be rules.”

“I love the way your twisted little mind works, Shemhazai,” Ramel purred against me. I yelped as he abruptly clapped his hand on the side of my face.

“Wake up, Lilith. We’re going to play a game.”

I groaned and shifted in Ramel’s lap. The movement made me clench, and I realized that the plug was still in my ass. And Shem had been right, my arms were fucking killing me.

“My arms…” I moaned, and Shem glanced up from his chess game, looking concerned.

“Fuck,” Ramel said. I could have sworn he sounded worried. He slid out from beneath me and rotated my hand in its cuff, frowning as he did so.

“Your hands are freezing. Can you feel this, deathtrap?” he asked, gently rolling my fingers into a fist. I nodded and swallowed.

“Yes, but it hurts,” I murmured, hoping they would take pity on me and unchain me without making me play their stupid fucking game.

“You were right, Hazai,” Ramel murmured before crawling back on the bed and kneeling between my legs.

“I often am,” Shem purred. He abandoned his game and slipped up to the bed on my left, giving my other hand the same gentle treatment.

“I’m going to unchain you, Lilith,” Ramel said, leaning forward and touching my chin. I looked into his beautiful hazel eyes and took in the sharp cut of his jaw. He was so fucking pretty. Why did he have to be so damn evil?

“Thank you,” I whispered as Shem began rummaging through the nightstand again. I hoped this time it was for a key instead of more goddamn sexual torture devices.

Ramel chuckled, pinching my chin between his thumb and forefinger. “Don’t thank me yet, deathtrap.”

I groaned as he leaned forward, kissing me sweetly on the lips like he actually cared about me. I considered biting the shit out of his lip but thought better of it. I wanted them to untie me. I needed them to give me some space and freedom so I could figure out how to get the fuck out of here.

“Here,” Shem said, tossing Ramel what looked like a key. Thank fuck. My heart soared at the sight of it, only to immediately drop as Shem tossed another object to Ramel.

I frowned. What the…

Ramel held up the thick leather collar with a sinister smile. “You will wear this while you’re in the house. If you break any rules, we will leash you.”

“What the fuck! I’m not a fucking dog!” I screeched, enraged at how degrading what he was suggesting was.

“No, but you do need to be trained. You’re still resisting. Don’t think I don’t know you’re already planning to run again. Until I can be sure that you will stay willingly, you will wear the collar,” Ramel said, leaning forward to fasten the collar around my throat. Shem tossed him a little padlock, and Ramel clipped it in place over the buckle. He leaned back, admiring his work.

“There.” He touched my chin, tilting my head to the side so he could see it better. I watched with horror as he immediately hardened. Lazily, he reached down and stroked himself as he examined this new form of torture he had forced onto me. “Fuck, that looks good on you.”

“Really brings out her eyes,” Shem said, grinning. Rage boiled in my chest, and my lip curled. I considered kicking Ramel right in his veiny, hard dick, but his eyes flashed.

“Whatever thought just crossed your mind is probably a good way to get yourself leashed for the day. I would strongly advise that you do what you’re told this morning if you want to be granted a little bit of freedom.”

I didn’t know how the fuck he could tell it was morning. It still looked like it was nighttime to me, and there were no clocks in here. I supposed I would just need to take his word for it.

He slid closer to me, spreading my legs wider as he did so. I gasped as he reached down and pressed on the plug that was still buried in my ass.

“Your life moving forward will be a series of rewards and punishments. How many you receive of each will depend entirely on you. For example,” he twisted the plug, and I yelped, arching against the uncomfortable sensation. I hated that it sent a line of need directly to my pussy. I yanked on the restraints, hoping the pain would bring me back to reality and remind me that I didn’t fucking want any of this.

“You were such a good girl last night that we’re going to untie you. It was Shem’s idea. Say thank you to Shem.”

I scowled but forced myself to look at my traitorous ex-cat, who was watching me with his hands in his pockets and an amused smirk on his face.

“Thank you, Shem,” I spat, making sure he heard the sarcasm in my voice.

Shem crawled onto the bed and kissed me softly on the corner of my mouth.

“You’re welcome, Lilith,” he purred against me. “We’ll have to work on that tone, but I’ll let it slide this time since you’re still learning.” He winked at me, and I shuddered. Ramel handed him the key, and I sighed in relief as he got to work unchaining my right hand.

Ramel ran a hand down my inner thigh, turning my attention back to him. “Now, I’m going to fuck you again before we go to breakfast,” he informed me matter-of-factly, stroking a hand up and down his hard cock.

“What? I thought I was being rewarded?!” I asked, ignoring the rush of wetness that pooled and focusing on the fiery pit of rage in my chest instead. The way he said it was infuriating. He said it like I belonged to him, and he was just using me for my intended purpose.

“You are, we’re untying you. That is your reward.” My right arm came free, and I groaned, pulling it close to my chest. Blood rushed back into my fingers, and I felt a spike of gratitude as Shem moved to untie the other one.

That’s so fucked up, Lilith. They’re the ones that tied you up!

“Now, you can either be a good girl and do what you’re told while I fuck you, or you can fight me the whole time. If you’re good, I will remove the plug from your ass when I’m done and allow you to get dressed before we leave. I might even let you take a shower.”

My other arm came free, and I hissed in a mix of pain and relief as I cradled it tenderly against my chest.

“Tell her what happens if she’s bad,” Shem purred, and I glared at him. He was watching me with a half-cocked grin on his face as if this whole thing was mildly entertaining and he was just waiting for something exciting to happen.

Ramel grabbed my jaw and turned me to face him. His eyes flashed, and he smiled as though he almost hoped I would give him a reason to punish me.

“If you’re bad, the plug stays in, and you go to breakfast naked, on a leash,” he purred, and I felt the blood drain from my face.

“You’re a monster,” I hissed, horrified that even he was fucked enough to think of something so twisted.

He smiled and gave me a tender kiss on the lips.

“Quite literally,” he murmured against me. He hovered there for a moment, his lips gently brushing against mine. Without warning, his entire demeanor changed, and he was suddenly fisting my hair and snarling. “So what’s it going to be, deathtrap? Are you going to be a good girl for us?”

I closed my eyes and beat back the anger brewing in my chest. I needed to get through this. I needed them to start trusting me so I could make a plan. I knew he would follow through on his threat if I didn’t comply, and I did not want to spend the day on a fucking leash with a plug in my ass.

I nodded. “Yes,” I whispered, “I’ll be good.”

Ramel smiled before running his flat, wet tongue firmly across my lips. He clapped his hand on the side of my face twice before pulling back.

“Such a good little deathtrap. Now, get on your hands and knees. Let me see how good you look with that plug in your ass.”
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“And in the master’s chambers, they gathered for the feast. They stab it with their steely knives, but they just can’t kill the beast.”


—THE EAGLES, HOTEL CALIFORNIA

Shem slinked off after helping Ramel force me through multiple orgasms. He told us he would meet us in the dining room. Ramel scooped me up and carried me into the adjoining bathroom.

Post-sex Ramel was a completely different person. He was so gentle with me that I kept pinching myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.

The bathroom was massive and was what I imagined a haunted house’s master bath would look like if the Kardashians renovated it. The gleaming black marble floors reflected the soft glow of the green flames that burned in modern wall sconces. The frameless shower was massive and adorned with misting and rainfall fixtures. There was a large, oval tub carved from obsidian set in the center of the room, and floating his and hers sinks along the far wall.

“Wow,” I gasped, and Ramel smirked at me, clearly pleased with my reaction.

“This is all yours now,” he said, setting me down in the frameless shower and gesturing for me to turn around. I frowned but did as I was told. He was being so nice I didn’t want him to revert back to asshole Ramel. I squeaked as he gripped the plug and gently tugged it out of my ass, tossing it with a heavy clank into one of the sinks. He pressed up behind me and gently kissed my shoulder, directly over one of the bruises that was forming from where he had aggressively bit me.

“I’ll get a healer to take care of these after breakfast,” he murmured before gesturing toward one of the benches built into the wall of the open-concept shower. “Have a seat; let’s get you cleaned up.”

He turned on the shower, and I couldn’t help but feel amazed at how it suddenly seemed like it was raining inside the entire room. He fished out a black loofah from under the sink and squeezed soap into it before getting on his knees before me.

“Do you have any questions?” he asked me as he lathered the soap into the loofah. Was he being serious? Of course I had fucking questions. “Now is the time to ask if you do,” he said softly. He ran the soapy sponge up my arm, and I shuddered.

“Why?” I finally asked.

“Why what?” he asked, his expression genuine. “Why did I stalk you and kill everyone you’ve ever known and loved? Or why did I pretend to be Reaver?”

“Both,” I whispered, and he pursed his lips.

“After breakfast, Hazai and I will be taking you to the library. I will be better equipped to answer your first question there,” he murmured, watching his own hand as he slowly cleaned my body. He began at my shoulders and slowly made his way downward.

“I pretended to be Reaver because I needed a way to communicate with you that didn’t give me away,” he explained, still not looking me in the eyes.

“You asked me how I killed people. You made it seem like I could confide in you and tell you my secrets, but you knew the whole time… why?” I whispered. His gorgeous hazel eyes shot up to meet mine, and his mouth twitched.

“I wanted to see if you would tell me. I wanted to hear what it felt like when I touched you from your own lips. I was hoping you would tell Reaver that I had stalked you your whole life. There’s just something about hearing how terrified I made you coming from your own mouth that would have been such a turn-on.”

I felt my stomach sink at the brutality of his honesty. Ramel was a monster; there was no denying that.

He lazily ran the soapy sponge over my abdomen. “Even more than that, I was hoping you would tell Reaver I had edged you all night and ask him to finish the job.” He grinned at me, the evil that I knew lurked just beneath the surface swimming across his gaze. “I would have fucked you right then if you had told me.”

“Ramel,” I whispered as he gently ran the loofa down my left leg. There was nothing sexual about his touches now. He was just… washing me. He frowned when he passed over the tops of my legs. He ran a finger over one of my scars, looking upset that they were there.

“Why do you do this to yourself?” he asked softly, and I felt my throat tighten. Was he seriously asking me that question?

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I said, my voice coming out more strained than I would have liked. He frowned and leaned forward, lifting one of my arms so he could wash under there as well. The soap he was using smelled like him. I was suddenly bathing in the scent of frankincense and sandalwood and wondered what the fuck was wrong with me that I thought it was starting to smell less like a funeral and more like home.

He ran his hand gently down my arm and brushed his thumb gently over the scar on my wrist. “I don’t understand why you did this. For how much you hated me, I don’t get why you would try to summon me.”

“Hate you,” I corrected.

He glanced up at me, the corner of his mouth twitching up. “My mistake, deathtrap. You’re right. For how much you hate me, I don’t understand why you would try to summon me.”

He brushed his finger over the old wound again, looking pensive.

“I wanted it to stop,” I whispered. “I wanted to rest.”

He glanced up at me, and something that looked suspiciously like remorse crossed his face. “Unfortunately, deathtrap, suicide is a cardinal sin. There would have been no rest for you, even if you weren’t who you are. Yahweh doesn’t reincarnate souls that take their own lives. He considers them a failure and unusable. They come here to stay with me.”

For some reason, this made me incredibly sad. It didn’t seem fair that souls who were too tired for life weren’t even given the chance to rest in death.

He ran his fingers over the scars on my legs again, leaning forward to kiss them softly. “These I understand even less. Watching you cut yourself always felt like watching someone carve up a masterpiece.” He breathed against me, and I felt my eyes well with tears. If he felt that way, why did he seem to enjoy hurting me so much?

He wrapped his hands around my hips, tugging me closer as he looked up at me. His hair was slicked back and wet, and his hazel eyes were swimming with an emotion I didn’t understand.

“Why do you do it? Tell me.” He searched my eyes, and I was struck with the fact that he was genuinely trying to understand me better. For a moment, I wondered if there was some part of him that wasn’t evil and rotten. Then I remembered just who it was that was kneeling before me.

“I do it because of you,” I whispered. I met his eyes and let him see just how much he had hurt me. “My entire life has been so miserable. You’ve killed everyone I’ve ever known. I haven’t been allowed to touch anyone for years. Before you decided you wanted to fuck me, the only living thing I had touched until I accidentally hugged Sam was Chaos, and it turns out even he wasn’t my friend. I’ve never been loved. I’ve been so fucking lonely because of you.”

He looked for a moment as if I had just broken his heart. Though the look was gone as quickly as it came, and the corner of his mouth kicked up instead.

“Well, I hope I don’t need to remind you that cutting yourself is against the rules.” He tugged the collar that was still locked around my throat. “You wouldn’t want to give me an excuse to clip a leash to this pretty throat.” He stood up and reached behind me into one of the cubbies on the wall, grabbing what looked like a bottle of shampoo. He gestured for me to stand and took my place before tugging me back down to sit between his legs. “Let’s wash this gorgeous hair, then get you something to eat. You must be starving.”
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Ramel dressed me in a white wrap dress but didn’t give me any underwear. I plucked at the soft fabric and frowned.

“White seems off-brand,” I murmured, and he slid his hand into mine, tugging me toward the door. He was more or less dressed the same as he was when we were working at Voodoo. Black pants and a crisp black collared shirt. I scowled at how hot he was.

“The white will make it easier to spot you when you inevitably try to run away,” he purred, and I sighed. Of course, it had been a calculated decision.

“Cheer up, Lilith, take in the sights. It’s not every day a mortal gets to dine in the House of the Fallen.”

I supposed he was right about that. The manor was spectacular. Everything was black, but the walls were lined with massive gothic arches and windows, providing an incredible view of the endless night that was Hell. The sky was so lit up with stars that the purples and greens of the nebula that birthed the celestial bodies seemed to burn and writhe as we walked the halls. Even I could admit it was beautiful.

The deeper Ramel led me into the manor, the more alive everything became. We started to pass people as we walked. They nodded at Ramel but eyed me curiously.

“Do all these people live here?” I asked.

“They’re not people; they’re demons. And some of them, yes. Many of them work here, and others are likely visiting from the city. We’re preparing for Samhain, so it’s a little busier than normal.

I frowned. “Samhain?”

“I believe you call it Halloween.” He smirked at me. “Which I happen to know is also your birthday.”

“It is.” I nodded, trying not to think about the fact that he knew that because it was the day he killed my mother.

He led me down a hallway that seemed to be a bridge between two spires in the manor. Both walls were filled with those beautiful gothic arches, and I felt like we were floating through the endless starry night as we walked. At the end of the midnight hallway was a massive set of double doors. An impressive rendition of Botticelli’s Divine Comedy was carved into the doors, and I stared in awe at how intricate each detail of the carving was.

Ramel’s lip quirked up. “Shem’s idea,” he said, gesturing to the carved doors. “He loves when mortals attempt to imagine Hell.”

I nodded, my eyes still wide. Ramel pushed the doors open, and I was immediately overwhelmed by the cheerful sounds of clinking plates, cutlery, and friendly chatter. I felt as if I had just walked into a continental breakfast at the world’s swankiest hotel.

In the center of the room was a massive vertical spit with a giant roast pig skewered down the middle. On a circular table around the spit were massive piles of food, including towering mountains of pancakes spilling into heaping trays of omelets. There were also huge crystal syrup dispensers filled with every liquid form of sweetness you could imagine.

The room was packed full of demons sitting around circular black tables. They ate and laughed and chatted with each other as if they weren’t eating breakfast in literal fucking Hell. Along the far wall stood a long table that overlooked the rest. There was a massive black throne-like chair set in the middle. Shem was seated to the right of the throne, chatting with a handsome demon who was clearly flirting with him. Ramel led me up to the table and took his place at the center, pulling me down to sit on his lap.

I stiffened.

“Can I have my own seat, please?” I asked, but he just laughed as if the request was ridiculous. Instead of getting me a seat, he slipped his hand into the slit of my dress and rested his hand on top of my bare pussy. I gasped as he spread me open and ran his fingers up and down either side of my clit.

“Absolutely not, deathtrap. You will sit right here where I can keep an eye on you.” He squeezed his fingers together, pinching my clit firmly, and I squeaked. “Behave. You wouldn’t want me to punish you in front of all these demons, would you?”

Well, I guess we were done being nice.

He snapped the fingers that weren’t holding my clit hostage at the demon who was flirting with Shem.

“Arteqoph, bring my bride something to eat.” He buried his face into the crook of my neck and kissed one of the tender bruises he had given me.

Arteqoph was just as devastatingly handsome as Ramel and Shem, though his coloring was completely different. He had dark skin that stood out in stark contrast against his ice-white hair and glacier-blue eyes. The corner of his mouth twitched up as his gaze landed on me.

“Bride? Isn’t this the little mortal you were sent to torment?” he asked curiously, and Ramel nodded. “She was, yes.”

Shem’s mouth quirked up. “She still feels that’s the case, I’m sure, but we’re working on her.” He grinned at me, and I scowled. “Lilith, this is Arteqoph, he’s my second.”

“Maybe on the battlefield, but I’m your first in bed.” He winked at Shem, who gave him a cool look.

“Hmm, maybe. When I’m in the mood for you.”

Arteqoph didn’t seem put off by Shem’s aloof response at all. “Don’t mind Shem. He can be a little finicky. Nice to see you, Lilith. I’m Art.” He held out a hand for me to shake like I was an actual person. I smiled and reached out to take his hand when Ramel pinched my clit so hard I yelped and jerked my hand back.

‘You know the rules, deathtrap. No touching.’ His voice rolled through my mind.

I ground my teeth together and shifted in his lap in an attempt to dislodge his fingers, but he clamped down on me again, forcing me to still.

“Move again, and you’ll be coming in front of all these demons, Lilith,” he hissed into my ear, and I froze. My face flushed, and I looked at Art’s extended hand before bowing my head in embarrassment.

“Hi, Art. Nice to meet you,” I murmured. He gave me a confused look and glanced at Shem, who shrugged.

“She’s not allowed to touch you,” he explained, and Art held up his hands in surrender, smiling good-naturedly.

“Fair enough. What would you like to eat, Lilith? The buffet is on point today.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but Ramel answered for me, making my blood boil.

“She’ll have a little of everything.” He ran his nose up the side of my neck, inhaling deeply as if he were getting high off my scent. “She needs to build her strength up for later.”

“Ooh, sounds spicy.” Art winked at us before heading out to the buffet to get my food. I watched him go and frowned. He seemed nice. Much nicer than Shem and Ramel. Maybe if I could get him alone, I could convince him to help me escape…

“You came seriously close to getting punished, little deathtrap. You need to be more careful,” Ramel purred in my ear.

“How come I can’t shake his hand, but you let Shem torture me with a vibrator for hours?” I hissed angrily, and Ramel chuckled. Shem shot me a nefarious grin.

“Because I’m special, Lilith.”

I scowled at him, but he just smirked and took a crisp bite of an apple.

Shem leaned back in his chair, turning to face us. “Damn, Lil. I’m glad Ramel decided to make you his bride. Things have already been so much more fun since you got here, and it’s only been a day.”

My scowl deepened. I guess I was the only one who wasn’t happy with this new development.

Art returned with my food and placed it down in front of me. He had also brought me a coffee, which I accepted gratefully.

I tried to focus on eating, but it was difficult with Ramel’s hand basically in my pussy, and his apparent hyper-fixation with the side of my neck. With each bite I took, he left a featherlight kiss on the side of my throat and gently moved his fingers up and down either side of my clit.

Every time I shifted or tried to move away, he would growl in warning until, finally, I dropped my fork and snapped at him.

“Would you stop? I’m trying to fucking eat!”

His eyes darkened, and I immediately regretted my outburst.

“Oooh, you’re in trouble now.” Shem laughed, and I felt my heart skip a beat.

With the hand that wasn’t between my legs, Ramel stroked the side of my jaw gently, but the look in his eyes was dangerous, and I knew I was going to regret snapping at him.

“What did I say was going to happen if you moved again, Lilith?”

“Ramel, please. Don’t.” I said, glancing around the packed room. Several demons were shamelessly staring at us already. They were clearly curious as to why Ramel had a mortal perched on his lap. They couldn’t see where his hand was, thanks to the tablecloth, but they could certainly see the way he was kissing my neck.

“I warned you, but you don’t fucking listen. All you had to do was sit here, eat your breakfast, and let me play with you. Now you’re going to come in front of everybody. Was it worth it?” he purred in my ear, and I felt a shot of adrenaline right to my cunt.

“Ramel!” I hissed in protest, and he growled against my neck.

“I would try not to draw any attention to yourself if I were you. Maybe if you’re quiet, no one will notice.” His warm breath tickled the skin on my neck. I looked at Shem, but he just grinned. I should have known better. Of course he was on Ramel’s side.

“Ramel, please,” I begged, but he removed his fingers from beneath my dress and held them up to my mouth.

“Open,” he ordered. I frantically scanned the room. The demons who had already been watching started nudging their friends and pointing.

Fuck!

“Lilith, the longer you draw this out, the worse I’m going to make it for you. You can quietly come on my hand under the table, or I can spread you out like a fucking feast for everyone to see. What’s it going to be?”

“I hope she picks option B,” Shem said, frowning down at his nails as if deciding whether or not it was time to get a manicure.

I glanced back and forth at the two of them, letting them see how fucking furious I was. Ramel just chuckled and pressed his fingers against my lips again.

“Be angry all you want, Lilith; it doesn’t change your options.”

I scowled at him and finally caved.

“I hate you,” I hissed before opening my mouth. He pressed his fingers into the back of my throat and stroked them leisurely up and down my tongue.

“I know you do, deathtrap. Make sure to get my fingers nice and wet.”
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Alexa, play, ‘obsessed,’ by zandros, Limi

“Fear is the relinquishment of logic, the willing relinquishing of reasonable patterns.”


—STEVEN CRAIN, THE HAUNTING OF HILL HOUSE


Iclosed my eyes and sucked on Ramel’s fingers, doing my best to get them as wet as possible.

“Fuck yes, Lilith. Just like that,” he cooed, curling them all the way down my throat. I felt him harden against my thigh.

“Can you taste yourself?” he asked softly in my ear, and I nodded, hoping it would make him happy and he would end this stupid game quickly.

Once he was satisfied with how wet I had gotten his fingers, he slipped them under the table and slid them back under my dress. I bit back a gasp as he ran them over me gently. He gripped my chin with his other hand and turned me to face the dining room.

“Eyes open, Lilith,” he murmured against me. I shifted in his lap and did as he said. He stroked my clit so lightly I could barely feel him, but my whole body was suddenly heating up. I could feel the flush of pleasure rush up my chest and neck, and my nipples pebbled beneath my dress.

Most of the demons were focused on each other and their breakfasts, but several of them were definitely watching us, smirking.

“They know,” he whispered into my ear, smiling against me, and I shuddered. He bit my earlobe, pulling it gently into his mouth and sucking. “Lean back against my shoulder and tilt your hips.”

“Ramel…”

“Now, Lilith,” he growled. I whimpered and did as he said. He slid his fingers forward, dipping them inside me. My mouth parted involuntarily, and I nearly let myself moan. He chuckled against me and dragged my wetness back up to my clit, circling it gently.

“You’re fucking soaked already,” he whispered in my ear, tracing his other hand up my front and over my breast. “Your nipples are so fucking hard.”

I closed my eyes, and he pinched one firmly, twisting it sharply enough that I gasped.

“I already told you, eyes open, Lilith. I want you to see. Look. They’re all watching you. They’re going to watch you come all over my fingers. What better way to make sure they know that you’re mine?”

He wasn’t kidding; they really were watching. More and more of them had noticed what was happening, especially since Ramel was now shamelessly playing with my nipple over my dress.

Shem was watching us closely too, his green eyes shining with mischief. “Make her do that thing she always does when you pinch her clit.”

Fuck you, Shem. I glared at him, but his smile just widened.

Ramel gently bit the side of my neck and did as Shem had suggested, pinching my clit hard enough that I yelped. Several of the demons that had been watching grinned and exchanged amused looks with each other.

“They’re fucking loving this.” Shem grinned, and Ramel licked the side of my neck before nipping me again.

“Fuck, so am I,” he growled, pressing down on me just right. The burn between my thighs suddenly turned a corner, and I felt my breath quicken.

I squeezed my eyes shut again as I fought against the pleasure. I didn’t want to fucking come in front of an audience. This was fucked!

Then why are you so wet? That mean little voice was back. I bit back another moan as Ramel slid his fingers into me again, only to pull them back up, smearing more of my wetness over my clit.

“Eyes open, Lil,” Shem reminded me, and I let out a frustrated puff of air but did as I was told. I could feel the eyes of the audience burning into me, and my whole body felt flush with a heady mixture of pleasure and humiliation. Ramel had been right. They all definitely knew.

Ramel was rubbing me more firmly now. He ran the pads of his index and middle finger over my clit in tight circles, and I squirmed in his lap. My breath caught in my chest as the fire inside me continued to build. I screwed up my face, trying as hard as I could to fight the pleasure, but it was building so quickly I couldn’t catch my breath. I began panting, unable to keep my body from quivering on Ramel’s lap.

“She’s about to come,” Shem observed, as he licked his lips. Ramel wrapped his hand around my throat, tilting my head back against his shoulder.

“Is that true, my little deathtrap? Are you about to show everyone here how much you like being used?” He kissed me softly on the corner of the mouth but didn’t let up. “Come on, Lilith, make a mess on my fingers so everyone can see.”

Finally, I lost the battle, and the pleasure rose to a crescendo.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck.” I breathed, doing my best to keep myself from reacting to the immense wave of pleasure that began to crash through me.

“There she goes,” Shem drawled, and Ramel chuckled against my neck as he continued to stroke me through my orgasm.

“Let it out, Lilith, they all already know. You might as well enjoy it,” he purred as I choked on my involuntary gasps of pleasure. Ramel gradually slowed his movements as my orgasm ran its course. Thankfully, he stopped at my first over-stimulated twitch.

He slapped my pussy when I was done and smiled against me. To my horror, the demons in the dining room erupted into applause when I finished, and I felt my entire face flush.

Ramel tilted my head toward him and kissed me deeply as the room cheered. He smiled and pulled back, his eyes shining with mirth.

“Don’t be embarrassed, deathtrap. This is not even close to the most depraved thing these demons are going to witness today. Your cute little orgasm will be old news by lunch, I promise.”

“I can’t believe you just did that to me,” I gasped, shaking with pleasure and rage.

Ramel shrugged. “Just another day in Hell, I’m afraid.”

Shem barked out a laugh and stood up, running a hand through his mop of thick, dark hair. “That was hot as fuck, Lil. You should snap at Ram more often.”

I flipped him off, and he made a scratching motion at me. “Meow. So feisty. I think she liked it, Ram; she’s clearly looking to get punished again.”

I felt the blood drain from my face, but Ramel just laughed. “I’ll allow it for no other reason than I like her feisty.” He gently bit the side of my neck again and patted my thigh.

“Have you had enough to eat?” he asked, and I looked down at my now cold breakfast. The demons who had been watching had all gone back to their own meals and were acting like nothing had happened.

“Yes, I’m done,” I said blandly. I wasn’t hungry anymore. He nodded and gestured for me to get up. “Great, let’s go. Shemhazai and I have some work to do in the library. Maybe we can pick you up a smutty little romance novel while we’re there.” He grinned at me like he hadn’t just publicly fingered me.

“I’m tired,” I said, not really wanting to see what kinds of horrors he had planned for me in the fucking library. Maybe if I could get some time alone, I could try to track down Art and see if he could help me somehow.

For a moment, Ramel actually looked concerned. He held a hand up to my forehead.

“Are you feeling okay?” he asked, frowning. “You shouldn’t be tired, you just woke up.”

I scowled at him, “I don’t know. Maybe it’s the non-stop trauma,” I snapped, and he sighed.

“It doesn’t need to be traumatic, Lilith. Stop fighting it and just accept that this is your life now. You might find you enjoy it. You might even have fun.”

Was that a fucking joke? I just glared at him, clenching my fists at my sides. I didn’t want to risk another punishment, and I didn’t have anything nice to fucking say. It was safer to just keep my mouth shut.

He sighed and gently rubbed a thumb over my cheek, kissing me softly on the forehead. “We won’t be at the library for long. When we’re done, we can go back to the room for a nap,” he said, and I laughed though there was no joy in it.

“Sure, a ‘nap.’” I said, giving sarcastic air quotes. He chuckled.

“Tell you what, I’ll make you a deal. You come with us to the library and at least try to enjoy yourself, and I’ll keep my hands to myself while you rest. Deal?”

I narrowed my eyes at him, wondering how my life had gotten to the point where I needed to make deals with the literal fucking Devil just to take a nap.

“Fine,” I snapped, and he grinned, holding his hand out for me to shake. I took it and felt him squeeze my fingers gently.

“Good girl,” he purred, pulling me into his side and wrapping his arm around my shoulders. “Don’t forget the part about trying to enjoy yourself, though. You’re going to love the library. It’s my favorite part of the manor.”
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“Religion is regarded by the common people as true, by the wise as false, and by rulers as useful.”


—SENECA THE YOUNGER


Iwas still furious with Ramel for the stunt he pulled at breakfast, but as we followed Shem into the library, I was forced to put my anger aside.

The library was like nothing I had ever seen before. I couldn’t tell if there was no ceiling or if the ceiling was just made of glass. The endless night sky twinkled over us, and it felt like walking into a solarium. Lacquer-black bookshelves spiraled upwards like we were inside a macabre conch shell crusted with books instead of sand. Little floating green flames bobbed around the ethereal midnight space, illuminating cozy nooks that had been cut directly into the floor or the walls for reading.

The floor in the center of the cylindrical space was what really took my breath away. The library was divided by several indoor canals filled with black, sparkling water. There were even little bridges in place to make it easier for guests to travel through the space. In the center of the main floor was a massive, circular glowing dais. The light that shone from the raised moon-like platform leisurely bled from gold to violet to green and back to gold again.

“Wow…” I breathed, and both Ramel and Shem smiled at me, their expressions kinder than usual.

“We figured you would like it,” Shem said, touching my chin gently. I jerked away from him, and he dropped his hand and frowned. Thankfully, he didn’t comment. Instead, he turned to Ramel.

“I think you should give Lil a tour and explain how things work here. As we go, we might find some interesting reading material.” He gave Ramel a mischievous grin. “You never know what the library might show you.”

A sinister smile curled across Ramel’s face. Shem winked at me, and I gasped as he suddenly shifted into his cat form, trotting off into the stacks. The sight of him in his cat form sent a twinge of sadness through my heart. I missed having him as my cat. He had been the one comfort and constant I had in life, and now that was gone too. Forcing myself not to allow my thoughts to show on my face, I turned to face Ramel.

He threaded his fingers through mine and tugged me deeper into the space, heading down to the main floor in the direction of the glowing pedestal.

I peered down into one of the canals that seemed to be running with black ink and gasped again. Inside the black water were glowing, orb-like organisms. They reminded me of jellyfish, the way they dreamily bobbed and flowed through the water.

“What are those?” I asked breathily, enthralled with the beauty of it all.

“Souls,” Ramel replied, smiling at me. He was watching me absorb my surroundings with such a tender, affectionate look on his face. I realized he was really enjoying this, which surprised me. I knew he liked to hurt me, but I hadn’t expected him to also enjoy showing me beautiful things.

I frowned at him, turning back to peer into the inky water again. One of the souls bobbed merrily through the channel like a little amoeba.

“Are they bad souls?” I asked, curious as to why they were in Hell.

“Not all of them. Souls come here immediately after death, and my team sorts them for judgment. The ones that pass the criteria provided by Yahweh are sent to Heaven for a brief period of time before being reincarnated. The rest of them… Well, we’re in no shortage of playthings. They wait in the sea of souls for myself or one of my fallen to choose them for their turn to be tormented.” He gave me a dark look, and I narrowed my eyes on him.

“Like how you torment me?” I asked, unable to keep the sadness out of my voice. Ramel stepped closer to me and curled his finger under my chin, tilting my head up to face him.

“No, Lilith. Not like how I torment you.” His expression grew serious, and his eyes dropped to my mouth. He leaned forward and pressed his lips softly against mine, gently stroking my jaw before pulling away. “What I think might help you, Lilith is a change in perspective,” he said, tugging me away from the edge of the channel and steering me toward the large glowing dais in the center of the room.

“What is this?” I asked, feeling my eyes widen as we approached the slowly shifting light.

“This is what we call the catalog,” he explained, waving a ringed hand over the light. Suddenly, a holographic image of a girl a little younger than me appeared.

“You seem to be upset with me for killing everyone you’ve ever known,” he mused, and I snorted.

“You’re right; how unreasonable of me.” I rolled my eyes, and he cut me an amused glance.

“I’m sure from your limited mortal perspective that it seems horrible, and you must think I’m an evil, terrible being for taking their lives.”

I narrowed my eyes on him. “I think you’re an evil, terrible being for many reasons, Ramel. Killing everyone I have ever touched is only one of them.”

He chuckled. “Fair enough, deathtrap.” He gestured to the hologram of the girl before us. She had a kind smile and warm eyes and was speaking to someone not depicted in the hologram. He snapped his fingers, and text appeared next to her with several numbers and statistics.

“This is the soul that occupied the body of the woman that birthed you. She’s been reassigned to this body. She’s inhabited this body now for sixteen years. It took Yahweh a few years to get her back out into the world, but she’s been doing well in this new life.”

My jaw hit the floor. “Wh- what? Does that mean this is...?” I gaped, and he turned to me, an amused grin cocking his mouth.

“Yes, this is your mother. Well, in a way.”

He waved his hand, and the hologram disappeared, with a tiny fetus appearing next. He snapped his fingers, and more text and stats showed up next to the little peanut-sized human.

“This is Sam. I felt bad that day I taunted you about his death, so I put a rush on him. He’s already been reassigned.” He pointed to one of the numbers that had manifested next to the little bean. “Sam is a young soul. This is only his third reincarnation. I know you thought the sun shone out of his ass, but he was going to make a lot of mistakes in his life.

“The more times a soul is reincarnated, the more residual knowledge they accumulate and the better their lives tend to be. You likely won’t believe me, but trust me when I say I did him a favor.”

I was absolutely floored. I couldn’t believe what he was showing me. He allowed me a moment to absorb what he had just said before waving his hand again.

“Several of your foster parents have been reincarnated, and several have not,” he continued, his expression darkening.

I swallowed, glancing at him. “Why not?” I whispered, taking in his now cold and angry expression. The next image that manifested before me was an image of a couple. They had been one of my first placements and had died in relatively brutal ways.

The man, Mr. Hammel, if I remembered correctly, had been a construction worker and had been killed on-site in an accident. Mrs. Hammel had been stabbed by a mugger on her way home from work one day. I didn’t remember much about staying with them. I had been very young.

“What are you doing to them!” I gasped. They were shackled together to a wall, and both of their sparkling, holographic intestines were spilled out over their laps.

I tried to back away, but he snatched up my wrist and pulled me forward. He gripped my chin and forced me to look at the horrifying scene before me.

“I don’t know if you remember, but he came into your room late one night when you were six years old. I watched him stroke you over your blankets several times before he left. He had a conversation with his wife afterward. They discussed their plans for you. Plans that involved a video camera and a padlock.”

My heart skipped a beat in my chest, and my blood ran cold.

“They did what?” I was horrified.

“You would have been their first victim. Several of your other guardians were repeat offenders. Those were the homes you spent the least amount of time in. Normally, I am not permitted to take souls that have not yet expired. However, Yahweh made an exception for me when it came to you.”

I turned away from the hologram of the tortured souls and looked up at Ramel. He met my gaze, his eyes swimming with an intense mixture of anger, possessiveness, and something a little more tender.

“Why?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

He slipped a hand around my waist and curled a finger under my chin, rubbing his thumb along my jaw.

“I don’t know. He took you out of purgatory and planted you in this body twenty-one years ago. He told me I needed to condition you because you were to take my place. I resented you for it at first.” He glanced up at the hologram behind me, frowning. “I should have known it was something more when I felt the need to protect you. I told myself that it was because you were mine to torment, and I didn’t want to share your pain.”

“Ramel…”

He looked back down at me. “While that is still true, I have come to decide that you will also be mine to pleasure. I am sorry you have been lonely, Lilith, but I am not sorry for keeping you for myself.” He rubbed a thumb over my cheek. “I don’t trust Yahweh or His plans. He pulled you out of purgatory and spun you into a mortal body, but I don’t think you are mortal.”

My heart was pounding in my chest. “What do you think I am then?” I asked, feeling short of breath suddenly.

His eyes flashed, and he gave me a deadly smile. “Yahweh does not keep mortal souls in purgatory. The only beings that find themselves trapped in His crystal bowl of nothing are the damned. I think you are like me and Shem. I think you belong here, with us.”

My head was swimming. That wasn’t possible. I wasn’t damned! My entire life suddenly flashed before my eyes, and the cold truth of it all settled over me.

Was I damned? It would make sense. Of course someone who was damned would have led such a cursed fucking life.

“What? Why? Why am I damned? Why did Yahweh want me to take your place as Death? Why was he having you condition me?”

“That is what we are here to hopefully find out. I only have a thousand years of memory available to me. Hazai is not able to talk about what happened before my memories go dark, but I suspect it has something to do with you.”
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“Trust is a dangerous game.”


—HENRY HILL, GOODFELLAS (1990)


There was a crash and the ppprrttttt sound of a cat chirping in the distance. Ramel smiled and laced his fingers through mine.

“Sounds like Hazai has found something.” He smirked, leading me away from the catalog. We found Shem perched in his cat form on top of one of the towering black shelves, licking a paw. A massive ancient tome was splayed across the ground. Ramel picked it up and dusted off the cover.

“Mesopotamian Origins.” He read the title and glanced up at Shem with a smirk. “Just a little bit of light reading, I see.”

Shem meowed at him and got up, stalking down the top of the shelf to a stack of books lying on top. He got to work poking the stack until it teetered toward the edge.

Ramel raised an eyebrow, looking amused as Shem poked and prodded the books until they fell with another loud crash to the floor.

“Wouldn’t it be less destructive to do this in your human form?” I asked the cat demon. Predictably, he ignored me and leapt off the bookshelf, landing lightly on his feet by the mess he had made on the floor.

“Shemhazai likes to poke things off surfaces,” Ramel explained, and I snorted.

“Believe me, I know,” I replied, thinking of all the glassware he had shattered at my place. Knowing that he was an immortal demon and not a cat made it a lot less cute.

Shem poked one of the books on the ground, and I moved forward to pick it up. The title of this one said, ‘The Wives of Adam and the Birth of Sin.’

“Charming,” I muttered, wrinkling my nose at the cover. Shem rubbed against my legs and began purring loudly, and for a moment, I forgot how much I hated him. “I like you way better as a cat,” I said, and he trotted off, heading back toward the exit of the library.

Ramel smirked at me and held out a hand. “Let’s go back to the room. I have some reading to do, and I promised you a nap.”

I eyed his hand suspiciously. Going back to the room felt like I was walking into a trap. Ramel’s eyes softened.

“Just as you can trust me to follow through with my threats, Lilith, you can also trust me to keep my promises. I told you I would let you rest, and I meant it.”

“Fine.” I nodded, reluctantly allowing him to lead me out of the library.
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We stopped at what seemed to be a little infirmary on the way back to the room, and Ramel had my bruises healed. The demon who fixed me up was a plump, rosy little thing, and I was touched by her kindness. She even gave me a lollipop before sending me on my way.

Ramel and I arrived back at the room, and I hesitated before the bed, taking in the chains that were still strapped to the posts. I glanced back at Ramel, who was standing by the door, watching me with an amused expression on his face.

“Are you going to tie me up again?” I asked, and he raised an eyebrow.

“I don’t know, Lilith. Do I need to tie you up again?”

I held my breath, my eyes darting from him to the chains. Everything he had just told me was ringing through my mind. It was a lot, and I believed him, but it didn’t change the fact that I was a prisoner and he was keeping me here against my will.

Even if I was like them, shouldn’t I have a choice in what I wanted to do, the same way they did? They acted like I belonged to them, not like I was one of them. I still planned to find a way out of here, so convincing him to trust me enough to let me sleep without being chained up was an important first step.

“No,” I replied, hoping he couldn’t hear the lie in my voice. His smile widened, and he put the books down on the table between the two chairs by the fireplace. He walked over to me and tilted my head up, giving me a soft kiss on the lips.

“Let’s try it. I’ll leave them off for now. Show me that you can be a good girl, and maybe they will stay off… unless, of course, we’re playing.” He smiled at me, and I swallowed.

“Is there something more comfortable I can sleep in?” I asked, missing my cozy cotton band T-shirts.

His grin widened, and he shook his head. “No, Lilith. If you don’t like the dress I’ve put you in, you can always sleep naked. I’ll leave it up to you.”

I scowled at him. Fine, I guess I was sleeping in the damn dress. He stalked over to the bed and pulled back the covers, indicating that he wanted me to get in. I obeyed, and he tucked the blankets around me before kissing me on the head. Shem nudged the bedroom door open and trotted in, still in his cat form. He hopped up on the bed as well. I frowned at him, but he just began purring and kneading his paws into my side before curling up next to me. Ramel tugged on my collar gently, leaning forward to give me another tender kiss.

“Be good and rest, Lilith. I’ll see you when you wake up.”
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I woke up several hours later to find myself alone. Shem was no longer curled up next to me, and Ramel’s books were abandoned by the fire. I frowned, glancing down at my wrists. I was still unbound.

“Ramel?” I called out.

Nothing.

The only sound was the crackling from the green fire.

Something was off. Why would they just leave me here?

I slipped out of bed and checked the bathroom. That was empty too. I padded over to the door to the room and found it had been left unlocked. I narrowed my eyes.

This had to be a test. It was a trap. If they thought they could trick me, they were fucking idiots. I crawled back into bed and crossed my arms over my chest, waiting for one of them to come back in and say ‘got ya!’

Nobody came. After what felt like forever, there was finally a soft knock on the door.

“Come in,” I said, feeling even more confused when Art poked his head in. He gave me a friendly smile.

“Hi, Lilith, may I come in?” he asked, and I nodded, still feeling confused.

He opened the door all the way, and I could see he was holding a plate of what looked like some delicious roast beef and gravy-smothered mashed potatoes.

I beamed at him. “Are you the food fairy? I feel like every time I see you, you’re bringing me something to eat.” I laughed as he handed me the plate.

He smiled at me sheepishly. “I’m a big foodie. If I wasn’t so good on the battlefield, I may have run Hell’s kitchen in another life.”

I accepted the food gratefully. Considering how little I had been able to eat at breakfast, I found I was starving. Art handed me a roll of cutlery, and his eyes fell on the chains attached to the posts on the bed. I didn’t miss the way his face fell at the sight of them.

He cleared his throat and gave me another, more cautious smile.

“What brings you to Hell?” he asked, his gentle tone making me pause.

“Ramel brought me here,” I said quietly, taking a bite of the roast beef. It was delicious. I scooped up some potatoes next.

“I see,” Art said, his tone dark. “How are you liking Hell so far?” His eyes darted back to the restraints. It was clear he was uncomfortable with the fact that I was being held here against my will.

“Does it matter?” I asked. “I don’t have a choice. I’m stuck here whether I like it or not.” I didn’t need to play up the sadness in my voice; it was real.

Art looked like he was in physical pain at my admission. “Has Ramel… hurt you?” he asked, and my eyes welled with tears at the way he had phrased it.

“Ramel has hurt me more than anyone I’ve ever known,” I whispered.

I stared down at my half-eaten plate of food and suddenly didn’t have an appetite anymore. Art looked conflicted for a minute. He tossed a look over his shoulder at the door and pursed his lips before looking back at me.

“Lilith,” he said, and I glanced at him, frowning. “Maybe I can help you.”

My heart stopped.

“What do you mean?”

He rubbed the back of his neck nervously and glanced at the door again. I suddenly felt anxious too. I remembered how Ramel had shown me the souls of my foster parents and how he had tormented them.

I didn’t want to get Art in trouble. Ramel hurt me, yes, but I had a feeling he would hurt Art more if he helped me and we were caught.

“Listen, Ramel and Shem were called away to an impromptu meeting with Rafael. Shem asked me to check in on you and bring you some food. I didn’t realize… Well, I mean, I suspected it when Shem said you weren’t allowed to touch me. I wasn’t sure, though. If they’re keeping you here against your will, I can help you get away, but we have to move now. They’ll be back within the hour.” He searched my eyes and bit his lip.

My heart was racing so fast. This was the chance I needed. I would never be able to escape Hell on my own, but if someone with inside knowledge helped me, maybe I would have a chance.

“He’ll find me if I run,” I whispered.

Art shook his head. “There are ways to cloak your soul pattern. He won’t be able to find you, but we have to leave now if you want to do this.”

I stared at him, unable to believe this was really happening.

“Why would you help me?” I breathed. I didn’t understand why this demon would risk Ramel’s fury to help someone he didn’t know at all.

“You’re not the only person Ramel has hurt, Lilith. Helping you escape him will be a drop in the bucket in comparison to the things he’s done to me,” he said darkly. We stared at each other for a long moment, and I nervously chewed on my thumbnail as I weighed my options. Then, finally, I nodded.

“Okay. Let’s go,” I breathed. He held out his hand, and I took it.

“Try and keep up.”
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Alexa, play, ‘High for This,’ by The Weekend

"Tonight's the night. And it's going to happen again and again.”


—DEXTER MORGAN, DEXTER


Art smuggled me out of the manor and kept us in the back alleys. Despite the fact that I was running for my life barefoot in a blinding white dress, I couldn’t help but gape at the crystalline black spires that made up the homes of the fallen.

I could see the bridge to the mortal realm in the distance, but Art tugged me toward a large black-pointed structure. It was an ebony cylindrical spire that tapered into a sharp point. There were no windows, but there was a single large black door carved into the side.

“We need to stop here first to get your soul cloaked so they can’t track you down. Hurry,” he urged, and he glanced up and down the street to make sure the coast was clear before ducking out of the alley we had taken cover in.

My heart was soaring. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I was really getting away. Not only that, but Art even had a way to make sure I wouldn’t be followed. I couldn’t help the shit-eating grin that spread across my face as I followed Art across the street. He ushered me forward toward the large, heavy door at the side of the structure. Checking over his shoulder, he pushed me over the threshold.

It was dark inside. I could barely see anything, and when Art shut the door behind me, I found we were enveloped in complete darkness.

“I can’t see a thing. Is there a light you can turn on?” I whispered.

For a moment, Art didn’t respond. I frowned.

“Art?”

“Hello, deathtrap.”

Suddenly, I could feel my heartbeat in my mouth. Green fire lit around the circular perimeter of the structure, illuminating what appeared to be the interior of a satanic church.

There were rows of black pews on either side of an aisle lined with a midnight velvet runner. The pews were filled with demons dressed in black who all turned to look at me as the fires ignited.

Standing by what could only be described as a sacrificial altar stood Ramel. A spotlight flickered directly over his head, casting sinister shadows over his face. He was in his Reaper shroud and was holding his scythe, his black fingers drumming ominously on the handle. His hood was drawn back, and his sinfully handsome face was filled with a confusing mixture of rage and lust.

Horrified, I turned to run when there was a click and a tug at my throat. My whole body locked up in fear.

“Oh, Lil. You just couldn’t help yourself, could you?” Shem whispered into my ear from behind, tugging roughly on the leash he had attached to my collar.

He circled around from behind me, pulling a smug-looking Art with him. “That was really almost too easy, Lilith.”

Art gave me an evil smile, chuckling. “You were right, Shemhazai. I barely even had to try. She really is desperate.”

My whole body went cold, and I began to shake.

That asshole fucking tricked me!

Shem gave me a dangerous smirk. “I must say, I was really hoping you would fail that little test, Lil. Though it does seem to be a shame that you’ll need to crawl down the aisle on your wedding day.”

“Really sets the tone for the marriage, though,” Art mused, and Shem winked at him, planting a kiss on his cheek.

“Sure does,” he purred.

“My wedding day!?” I screeched, looking down at the white fucking dress that Ramel had put me in that morning.

“Oh yes. You and Ramel will be bound together today, and you will spend the rest of eternity happily… or, I guess, unhappily married if you continue to resist. How much longer are you going to fight this, Lilith? Look around you. You’re in fucking Hell. You just trusted a demon to help you escape.”

I whirled on Art, suddenly so fucking angry I wanted to tear his throat out. Shem jerked on the leash, yanking me away from him.

“Don’t take your idiocy out on Art, Lilith. You did this to yourself. This could have been a nice fucking day, but you had to go and break the most important rule. Don’t run.”

“She touched me too,” Art said, holding out his hand to Shem. Shem closed his eyes and smelled it.

Ew. Fucking gross.

Shem opened his eyes and gave me a sinister smile, tutting his tongue.

“That’s two rules broken, Lilith. You have been a very bad fucking girl.”

“Bring her to me,” Ramel’s dark voice floated through the church just as the eerie notes of an organ began to play. Instead of the bridal chorus, it was Ave Maria, and my blood boiled with the unfairness of it all.

“On your hands and knees, Lil. I’m not fucking playing. Do what I say, or you will regret it.”

Shem’s normally cavalier expression had switched to something darker and angrier. I had a feeling he was actually angry with me for trying to run. This wasn’t like all the other times they had tried to ‘punish me.’ This was different. I could see a flicker of betrayal and hurt in his eyes, which just didn’t make any sense to me.

What right did he have to feel betrayed? They had just set me up to fail.

I was so angry I could have killed someone, but the look in his eyes was scaring me. I was already in enough shit. I didn’t need to make it worse. I let him see how much I hated him as I got down on my hands and knees like he had instructed, and he sneered at me.

“Ooh, yeah sweetheart, give it to me. Your hatred sustains me.” He curled the end of the leash a few times in his fist, shortening it. Yanking roughly, he pointed to the ground by his feet.

“Heel.”

I stared up at him, and his eyes flashed as he watched the reality of the situation roll through me. He was going to make me crawl down the aisle like a fucking dog.

“Heel, Lilith, or you can do this naked.”

My mouth dropped open, and he smiled. “You should know by now that it can always get worse.”

I crawled up next to his feet until the tight pull slackened, and he began to walk forward. Slowly, we made our way down the aisle. I could feel the silent eyes of all the demons gathered in the pews as we moved. Ramel was watching us, his face stone cold and his eyes filled with fury.

I had really fucked up.

We made it to the end of the aisle, and Shem patted the top of the altar, tugging on my leash.

“Up,” he ordered, and I glared at him before crawling up.

“Kneel,” he commanded, and I did. The way Ramel was looking at me was stirring the familiar twinge of fear in my gut, which my body was starting to associate with pleasure. I was nearly panting with anticipation by the time he turned to face me, looking every inch the deadly demon that he was. In this form, the tattoos that peeked out from his shroud seemed to be alive. They twisted and churned on his chest, and his hands looked as if they had been dipped in black ink. But those hazel eyes, that chiseled perfect face, it always remained the same. He was always Ramel.

His eyes slid over me, and I felt my core tighten under his intense gaze. Much like Shem, he was angry, but I could sense a small undercurrent of something else. Something that felt a lot like hurt.

I told myself I didn’t care. He had hurt me too many times. Look at what he was doing to me now! Why should I care if his evil-ass demon feelings were hurt?

“You have disappointed me, Lilith,” he said, his voice low and even. He stepped closer to the altar and brushed my hair back behind my shoulder, his fingers grazing the collar around my neck. “Despite what you may think, I’m sorry it came to this,” he said, thumbing the thick leather softly. I scowled at him.

“So take it off. Let me go!” I shouted in his face. I expected him to lash out, but he just watched me, tapping his fingers on the collar gently.

Finally, he spoke. “If I let you go, do you know what would become of you?” he asked, his voice softer than I had expected.

I tried to think before I spoke. What was my end game here? If he let me go, where did I plan on running to? Back to my apartment? Back to Voodoo? What he had said earlier about Yahweh having some sort of plan for me rang in my ears. He told me he did not trust Yahweh and that he and Shem seemed to be under His control on some level.

Was I safer here in Hell with Satan than with God?

I frowned, suddenly feeling more confused than ever. He told me God had put me in purgatory. If I ran and God and His angels caught me, would I meet that same fate again?

Ramel was watching me carefully, and I knew he could see my hesitation. He stroked an inky finger over my cheek, and my skin hummed and buzzed with flurries of warmth despite the coldness of his hand.

“I had hoped that you would refuse Art’s offer. If you had, I would have asked you to willingly be my bride,” he whispered. He reached out and took my left hand. He manifested a cloud of shadow and a ring formed before my eyes. It was a daintier version of the goat head ring he always wore, its eyes black diamonds.

He slid it onto my ring finger reverently before looking up to meet my gaze. “I wish I had time to convince you to want this, Lilith,” he said, reaching up to brush away a tear I hadn’t realized had fallen. “But that is not the case.” He leaned forward and kissed me so softly it made my heart ache. He cupped the side of my face and rested his forehead against mine. I inhaled his frankincense and sandalwood scent and listened to the somber notes of Ave Maria. Suddenly, I realized that while my wedding night might feel more like a funeral, it didn’t matter because I had never really had a life to lose.

“Even if we did have more time, we both know that I would continue to hurt you. I would hurt you again and again, Lilith, because I am a monster, and I love to see you cry.” He kissed me gently, pulling my bottom lip into his mouth for a moment before releasing me to continue.

“You know as well as I do that I’m not capable of being kind… but for reasons that I cannot fathom or understand, you make me want to fucking try.” His eyes searched mine, and I felt like he was trying to show me that somewhere in his rotten, pitted soul, he had carved out a space he hoped was a little softer, just for me.

“I’m your own personal nightmare, Lilith, and I will never let you go,” he whispered, giving me a small, sad smile. “I may not be able to promise you kindness, but I can promise you forever. I can promise that I will be the only monster to ever hurt you because your pain belongs to me.”

I didn’t know why, but I felt like my heart was breaking. He pulled back and looked at me, rubbing his thumb over the ring he had placed on my finger.

I knew he was right. He was a demon. An evil fucking creature that ruled the underworld. He had tormented me my whole life and had never given me a choice in anything. He stole every piece of happiness I could have ever hoped for. He clipped my wings and chained me to the ground.

So why did it feel like he was trying to tell me he loved me when his black heart didn’t even know what love was?

“I don’t know how to make you want this, Lilith,” he whispered, and I swallowed as the haunting music grew louder around us. “But that does not mean I won’t give it to you anyway.”

He pulled away and held out his hand to Shem. Shem handed him the leash, and Ramel turned back to face me.

“Let’s begin.”
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“Marriage is too important to be left to the determination of the individuals concerned.”


—BENJAMIN DISRAELI


Shem handed me the leash, and for the first time, I wished I didn’t have to do this to her. I didn’t want our wedding night to be a punishment. I had hoped it would have fallen into the category of a reward, but she had forced my hand.

To complete the ceremony, we needed sixty-six witnesses to our joining. This needed to happen before my meeting with Yahweh, and the bond took five days to solidify.

Even if I were capable of selfless love, I could not let her go. We had both failed Yahweh’s test, and there would be consequences if Shem and I couldn’t convince Yahweh to settle this dispute civilly. She wouldn’t stand a chance, and Yahweh would likely put her back into purgatory, perhaps for eternity.

A marital bond to Lilith would hold more weight than me claiming her as a citizen of Hell. Even Yahweh respected the sanctity of marriage. It was not foolproof. He may still object, but it was just another strike in our favor.

I couldn’t understand the look on her face as she knelt before me on the altar. She had never looked at me like that before. Her hatred and her pain I understood, but there was something more there now. It looked like maybe she had seen a piece in me that she hadn’t known was there. I felt a twinge of what felt a lot like sadness when I realized she would likely not look at me like that again once we were done here.

“Let’s begin,” I said, and Shem moved to stand behind the podium to address the audience.

“We gather here tonight to witness the joining of Ramel Endlyne and Lilith Cortland. Two beings forged from the very essence of night. Let it be known that their union is bound by the eternal flames of starfire and shall never be extinguished. May their hatred burn fiercely, unyielding to the trials of this underworld, and may their union reign supreme amidst the chaos and darkness that surrounds us.”

His voice twined with the harrowing notes of the bone organ and echoed against the obsidian walls of the unholy chapel.

“Tonight, Death will claim Lilith as his own, and she will forever bear the Endlyne name. Her place at his side will be solidified and acknowledged by the Fallen. With sixty-six pairs of eyes, we will ensure their union is immortalized and carved into the wings of night for all eternity.

Still holding her leash to ensure she couldn’t run away, I stepped closer.

“Get on your hands and knees,” I ordered, though I delivered it softly. Her breathing quickened, and her eyes darkened. She knew what needed to happen next. She had taken me in this form before. However, we had been alone on the train. Her eyes darted out to the audience. All sixty-six members of the Watchers were present, their faces expressionless, their eyes all-seeing. I had attempted to prepare her for this, but again, I wished we had more time.

“Now, Lilith,” I ordered, letting her hear the threat in my voice. This needed to be done by midnight, or the bond would not set properly.

She frowned as she searched my face. To my surprise, she took a deep breath and squared her shoulders. She gave me a curt nod and turned around, getting on all fours on the altar. I pressed her head down gently, causing her to arch her ass further in the air. She rubbed her thighs together in anticipation, and I felt my eyes widen in surprise. A shot of adrenaline ran right to my cock, and I felt my mouth water. She pressed her cheek against the stone altar and looked up at me with an undeniable heat in her eyes. Shocked at this sudden willingness to participate, I brushed her hair away from her face and patted her cheek softly. I moved to take my place behind her, but her little hand shot out and wrapped around my death-laced wrist.

“Ramel…”

“Yes, Lilith?”

“I know I’ve been bad, but can you punish me later? I want this to feel good,” her little voice wavered, and I felt my cock twitch.

Feeling the ice around my sin-ridden heart soften, I leaned forward, kissing her lips gently.

“My little deathtrap wants to feel good?” I asked, and she nodded, biting her lip. I chuckled. All the anger I felt about her earlier escape attempt melted away. She would still need to be punished since she had broken two rules, though I didn’t see the harm in saving her punishments for later.

“If you want to be rewarded, you need to earn it, Lilith.”

“I know,” she whispered.

“Beg for it. Beg me to make you feel good.”

She let out a slow, shaky breath and gave me her most innocent, come-fuck-me eyes.

“Please, Ramel. Please make me feel good.”

I smiled and slipped two death-soaked fingers into her mouth, hooking them onto her bottom teeth. “Since you asked so nicely, I suppose I’ll see what I can do,” I purred and slid to my place at the end of the altar.
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“The opposite of love is not hate; it’s indifference.”


—ELIE WIESEL


Ramel moved behind me, and I looked out into the silent audience of the unholy church. My pussy was already soaking in anticipation of what was to come. I wasn’t sure if it was crazy or if it was smart to finally try to turn off the part of my brain that told me I needed to resist.

I was a mortal in a world filled with immortal demons. The king of them all seemed to be doing his best to take care of me in his own sick, twisted way.

It wasn’t clear to me if I actually wanted any of this or if I was just submitting out of a sheer need to cope and survive. My mind was still confused, and my moral compass needed to seriously be reconfigured, but my body was sure as fuck responding positively.

I didn’t let myself wonder if that was good or bad. I just turned off my brain and let myself feel. If I was going to be forced to do this, I might as well try to enjoy it.

I had figured it would be a long shot, asking Ramel not to make it hurt. I was surprised at how easily he had accepted my request to put off my punishment. All I needed to do was follow orders and have an orgasm or two, and he would take me back to the manor where I could rest. Maybe he would even hold me while I slept if I asked nicely.

I shivered as Ramel traced his freezing-cold fingers up the back of my bare thighs. He moved so lightly that my skin erupted in gooseflesh, and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning. His fingers grazed the hem of my dress, and he toyed with it before flipping it up, exposing me to him.

“Fuck, Lilith,” he breathed as he took me in. Putting his palms flat on the backs of my thighs, he slid his hands up to my ass, his thumbs coming to rest on either side of my pussy. I arched, and he groaned in response.

“Let’s spread you open,” he breathed as he dug his thumbs into the creases of my cunt and pulled me apart. “Fuck, you look good like this,” he murmured, and my clit was suddenly screaming to be touched. I could feel his breath on me, teasing me, and I wanted more. I squirmed as he continued to examine me from behind, and he chuckled.

“What is it that you want, Lilith? I told you, if you want me to make you feel good, you’re going to have to beg for it.”

Asshole.

I should have known he wasn’t going to make this easy. I looked out at the audience. Shem was leaning against the podium, watching, with Art standing next to him. Both of their eyes were filled with a dark heat, and I suddenly felt embarrassed to ask openly for what I wanted.

“Ramel, please,” I whispered as quietly as I could, and I felt him just barely touch his tongue to my clit. A shot of pleasure sparked up my pussy, and I gasped.

“Please what, Lilith?” he murmured against me, his hot breath making me throb. “You want me to lick it?”

I nodded even though he couldn’t see. I watched as Art reached down to massage himself through his pants. He stared hungrily as I tried to rub my thighs together to give myself some relief.

“Legs open, deathtrap,” Ramel warned. “Only I get to bring you pleasure, and only if you do what I say. Tell me you want me to lick it.”

I let out a frustrated sob and widened my legs, doing my best to move my pussy back into his face.

“I want you to lick it, Ramel. Please, lick me until I come.”

I heard him growl in approval as he spread me even wider. “See? I know, deep down, you want to be good for me.” He praised me, and suddenly, his tongue was on me. I let out a surprised gasp of pleasure that quickly turned into a moan.

Art was staring directly at me as he rubbed the growing bulge in the front of his jeans.

“Fuck, this is so hot,” he murmured, his eyes growing darker. Shem smirked, his own eyes on fire as he watched.

“Wait until he sucks on her; she always squirms so nicely,” he purred, and Ramel did just that. I gasped as he pulled my clit between his teeth and began to pulse it against his tongue. I moaned, arching and pressing myself further back into his face, chasing the warmth that was beginning to build.

“Fuck… I wish he would share her,” Art groaned as he continued to rub himself, his eyes never leaving my ass. I recoiled at that, not wanting the demon who had betrayed me so spectacularly anywhere near me.

Shem chuckled. “Easy, Arteqoph, we don’t want a repeat of last time. You know Lilith belongs to Ram.”

Art grunted in annoyance. “He shares her with you.” Shem smirked and glanced down at his nails.

“Yes, but I’m special.” He preened.

It didn’t take long for the relentless pattern Ramel was sucking on my clit to turn into the familiar heat I was coming to know so well. He noticed my breathing quicken and inserted two fingers. I cried out as he stretched me, and the pleasure instantly accelerated to the point of no return.

Just before I could finish, Ramel pulled out, and I choked on a sob.

“Ramel, please,” I begged, and Art stroked himself faster.

“Fuck, she wants it so bad,” he grunted, and Shem nodded.

“That she does. Look how fucking soaked she is.”

“I want you to come on my cock, deathtrap. I’m going to fuck you until you’re spent, then I’m going to take you home and fuck you some more.” Ramel snarled. He yanked on my leash, forcing me back on my hands. He pressed his palm into the center of my back, making my hips tilt. I choked as he tightened his hold on the leash so hard the collar began to cut off my air supply.

I started to panic at my inability to breathe, but he stroked a hand down my back gently. “Trust me, Lilith. You know I’ll never allow you to die,” he whispered, and I forced myself to calm down. He ran his cock up and down my dripping cunt twice before slamming into me. I cried out at the sharp angle, and there was a series of grunts of approval from the audience as Ramel began to ruthlessly fuck me from behind.

“You take that cock so fucking well, deathtrap; look at you,” Ramel growled. “Should I give this ass a little attention too?” I choked on another sob as he used his thumb to massage the entrance to my ass.

“Ramel, please,” I begged, my voice echoing through the church. Ramel pressed his thumb harder into my ass, penetrating me. “Please, what, Lilith? Put it in? Take it out? Fuck you harder? Use your words,” he grit out, but I couldn’t. I just sobbed in ecstasy as the warmth he had started to build in my clit began to form around my G-spot instead. It was heavier and deeper, and I felt the strength begin to seep from my muscles as the first wave of the orgasm rushed over me.

“Oh fuck, she’s coming,” Art groaned.

“Yeah she fucking is.” Shem grinned just as Ramel followed me over the edge.

“That’s it, deathtrap. Take my cum. I’m going to make such a mess of this fucking pussy.”

He pumped in and out of me as my orgasm continued to roll through me, and he finally relaxed his grip on the leash, allowing me to collapse forward on the altar. I was delirious, out of breath, and panting when Ramel pushed my legs open to catch the cum that was spilling out of me. He pushed it back into my pussy before crawling on top of me and pulling my hair back to expose my ear.

“Don’t you waste a single drop of my cum, Lilith,” he murmured, kissing my ear softly. I whimpered, and he pulled me up into his arms. He looked down at me with the closest thing to love he was capable of feeling and smiled.

“It’s done. You’re mine, Lilith,” he said, kissing my nose. “Let’s go home.”
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“People say there’s a fine line between genius and insanity. I say that line’s in your head.”


—HANNIBAL LECTER, HANNIBAL


Itook my bride home, chained her to the bed, and fucked her until morning. I almost felt bad by the time I was done with her.

Almost.

She was exhausted, raw, and spent, but something had definitely changed. I watched her sleep from my place by the chessboard, and Shem snapped his fingers at me.

“It’s your move, focus,” he chirped, and I tore my eyes away from my sleeping wife. I smirked at him and made my move.

“Check, asshole. Maybe next time, don’t be in such a rush to lose.”

He chuckled and shook his head. “The game’s not over yet, Ram,” he purred, and I grinned at him. He was right. He was notorious for stealing the win at the last second when no one was expecting it.

He glanced over at Lilith and gave her a considering look. I had adjusted her restraints. After the last time, I didn’t want her hands to get sore again. I made sure she had enough slack while she was sleeping to have full range of the bed. I could always tighten them while we were playing.

She asked if I could take them off while she slept, and I refused her. She had definitely lost free-range privileges… at least until after Yahweh’s meeting.

It was coming up fast, and I needed to be prepared. As much as I would have loved to let her loose and chase her down every day, I didn’t have time for that. If I wanted to keep us out of purgatory, Shem was right. I needed to focus.

“Well, it does seem that the Stockholm is starting to set in, at least. Whatever you said to her at the wedding seems to have lessened the hatred in her eyes.” Shem observed dryly as he eyed the chessboard.

I nodded. “I meant what I said to her. I hope she truly does accept this soon,” I murmured, and Shem pursed his lips.

“We have five days before the meeting, Ramel. That’s not a lot of time to convince her to want to be here.”

My stomach churned. We would need to go to Heaven for the meeting and could not take Lilith with us. Without Shem and I here to protect her, even the Watchers would not be enough to keep the manor secure.

She could not be removed from Hell against her will, but if she agreed to leave, anyone could take her. That was why the test with Art had been so devastating. She failed, which meant that if an archangel came and offered to ‘free her,’ she would likely fall willingly into their fucked up feathered arms.

“She still needs to be punished as well. She broke two rules,” Shem said as he fingered his rook.

I nodded, scratching my chin. “You’re right, but I’m starting to think we should put it off until after the meeting. Maybe we can use the next few days to work on our little issue of her willingness to stay.”

Shem moved his rook and glanced up at me, his eyes shining with mischief. I looked down at the board and swore.

Shem smirked. “Checkmate.”

I flipped him off, laughing. Shem grinned and leaned back in his chair, glancing over at Lilith. He looked at her fondly, then his brow furrowed.

“What?” I asked, and he shifted his gaze to me, his green eyes darkening with something that looked like resentment.

“She has started to warm up to you, but she still hates me.”

“You love that she hates you,” I pointed out, frowning. He sighed and ran a hand through his thick, dark hair.

“Yeah, mostly. I miss her, though. It was fun when she thought I was her cat. She used to feed me bacon and little crumbs of potato chips, and we would watch fucked up scary shows together.”

I chuckled at the thought of her and Shem watching TV together while she fed him chips like he was a little king.

“Maybe you just need to spend more time with her. I was thinking we could spend the next couple of days working on obedience. I was going to do it, but you can lead if you want. I’ll lead when we punish her. Maybe she’ll hate you less.” I winked.

Shem perked up. “What did you have in mind?”

“If everything goes well after the meeting, we can decide what we want to do with her.”

Shem’s evil grin widened. “Let’s set her loose in the Infernal Woodlands,” he purred, and I chuckled.

“That could be interesting,” I said with a smirk. Of course Shem would want to hunt her. I wasn’t surprised.

He glanced over at her again. “Okay. You keep working on figuring out your past, and I’ll work on getting Lilith conditioned to want to stay, or at least to fucking listen to us when we tell her to do something.” He ran a hand down his face. “Even for that, five days is not a lot of time.”

I patted his hand. “If anyone can do it, it’s you,” I assured him, and he sighed again.

“Maybe I’ll teach her a command to feed me chips whenever I want.”

I let out a surprised burst of laughter and shook my head. “I don’t think you need a command for that. You just need to stay in your cat form until she forgets how much of a dick you are.”

He smirked at me. “Maybe, but it would still be fun to have a command for it.”

“I would rather you teach her to come on command.”

Shem’s eyes glistened with glee. “Oh, believe me, Ram. I plan to.”
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We played chess until Lilith began to stir. My heart leapt the moment my name tumbled from her sleepy lips.

“Ramel?”

Fuck. The fact that my name was the first thing on her tongue when she woke up did crazy things to my insides.

I abandoned the game and went to her. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I ran my hand down the side of her perfect face. She smiled up at me, and my stomach flipped.

“Hello, deathtrap, how did you sleep?” I asked, kissing her softly. She made an mmm sound, and whatever was left of my heart melted.

“Good, I was tired,” she murmured against me.

I chuckled. I bet she was.

Pulling back, I stroked her cheek. “I need to do some work for the upcoming meeting,” I informed her. “You’re going to spend the day with Hazai.”

The smile immediately slipped off her face, and I frowned. Shem hadn’t been kidding. She was not happy with him.

“But I want to spend the day with you,” she said, and I felt my chest tighten. Even if she was just saying that to get out of spending time with Shem, it felt good to hear she wanted to be around me.

“We can spend time together tonight. Right now, I need to take care of some things.” She genuinely looked bummed out, and I tried to ignore the pang of guilt in my gut.

“Give me your hands, I’ll unchain you, and you can get dressed. Shemhazai will take you to breakfast.” I ignored the way her eyes darkened again at the mention of Shem’s name and uncuffed her wrists. With a wave of my hand, I manifested some clothes I had collected from that shitty haunted apartment she used to live in, and her eyes lit up.

She ran her fingers over the dark leggings I had coupled with a soft Iron Maiden T-shirt, and her eyes welled with tears. I felt a small pain in my chest at the fact that something so small could make her so happy. I bit the inside of my cheek. I really was a fucking asshole.

“If you’re good for Hazai, I’ll give you the rest of your clothes, and you can sleep in whatever you’d like tonight,” I told her. I was hoping we had turned a corner. I found myself not wanting to punish her as much as I wanted to reward her. She was so fucking cute when she smiled. Hopefully she would need less and less correcting over time.

Was there something else nice I could do for her? I looked over at Shem and cocked my head to the side, thinking. Finally, I had an idea. Waving my hand, I manifested a large TV to stand at the end of the bed.

“Hazai mentioned the two of you used to watch scary shows together. Maybe this afternoon, you can get caught up while you wait for me.”

Shem gave Lilith a hopeful grin, but she just scowled at him. His smile faded, and he narrowed his eyes at her. I sighed. He had his work cut out for him.

“Be good, deathtrap. I’ll see you later.” I leaned down to kiss her on the head. She looked up at me, and her eyes softened incrementally.

“I will.” She promised me, and even though I wasn’t sure I believed her after her lie from the day before, I still liked to hear her say it.
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“I am a monster, and that’s what monsters do.”


—KLAUS MIKAELSON, THE ORIGINALS


Shem leaned against one of the posts at the end of the bed and watched me get dressed. I felt a rush of gratitude to Ramel for bringing me something so familiar. I had missed my clothes, and it felt nice to be wearing pants after having been more or less naked for so long.

Once I was dressed, Shem abruptly clipped the leash back onto my collar and gave it a gentle tug as he made his way toward the door.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” I snapped. He gave me a bored look as he tugged on the lead again.

“Do I look like I’m kidding? We told you that you would be leashed if you tried to leave. We have these rules in place for a fucking reason, Lilith. Until you can learn to behave, you will need to be supervised. It’s for your own good.”

“You’re a fucking asshole,” I growled as I followed him out the door. He shrugged.

“That may be so, but that doesn’t change anything. The leash stays on until you can convince me you’re not going to leave again.”

We went to the dining hall, and I was at least allowed to have my own seat this time.

Shem told me to sit on Ramel’s throne, and he threw himself on the chair to my right.

Art approached us smiling, and Shem grinned back.

“Hey, Lilith, congratulations on the wedding. Last night was fucking hot.” Art beamed at me, and I gaped back at him. Was this asshole for real?

“Get fucked, Art.” I snapped, and he frowned, shooting a confused look at Shem, who shrugged.

“What’s wrong?” Art asked, and my mouth dropped open.

“What do you mean what’s wrong?” I growled. “You tricked me into a forced marriage. You made me think you were helping me, then led me to some satanic-ass ritual to get fucked in front of an audience. Sorry if I’m not super thrilled to see you, dickface.”

Shem started laughing. “Well… when you say it like that…”

Art rubbed the back of his neck, frowning. “Yeah, that was yesterday, though. I figured you would be over it by now.”

Oh, for fuck’s sake.

“She’s still mortal, Art. They take these things a little more personally than we do.” He shot me an amused look. “If we can keep her out of purgatory until her birthday, that might all change, though.”

Art beamed. “Ah, do you think we’ll get the old Lil back?

Shem nodded. “That’s the hope.”

That piqued my interest. “What the fuck are you two talking about?”

They exchanged a look. “We can’t tell you. If Ramel figures it out on his own, he can tell you,” Shem said, and I scowled.

“Whatever. Go get me something to eat,” I snapped at Art, who saluted me jovially.

“Aye, aye, captain.” He smiled before jogging down to the buffet.

Shem grinned at me and leaned back in his seat. I gave him my best ‘go fuck yourself’ glare, and the smile dropped right off his face. He jerked my leash, forcing me to lean closer to him, and he snarled.

“Why are you so fucking mad at me?” he asked. “Ramel is just as guilty as I am, and you’re treating him like you actually like him.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Aww, is little baby Shem jealous?” I taunted, and his face went white with fury. He yanked the leash harder, making me wince. I should have stopped there, but I couldn’t. I was on a roll.

“Want to know why I’m so mad at you, Shemhazai? Because you’re like the king of fucking betrayal. At least with Ramel, I know what I’m getting. He’s a damned monster, and he owns it. With you, it’s like you keep pretending to be my friend, then every time I start to trust you again, you turn around and stab me in the fucking back! You’re a piece of shit, and I hate you!”

Shem looked like he wanted to slap me across the face. I flinched, waiting for him to hit me, but to my surprise, he didn’t. He just gripped my leash tighter and growled.

“Watch your fucking mouth, Lilith. I have you all week. You might want to start trying to be nicer to me.”

I just laughed. “Make me, asshole.” As soon as the words left my mouth, I wanted to take them back. What the fuck was wrong with me? Shem absolutely would make me, and I just challenged him to do it.

An evil smile curled across his mouth as Art came back with our breakfasts, and I shivered.

“Don’t you worry, I plan to.”

He slackened his grip on the leash, allowing me to sit back in the throne as Art placed my plate in front of me. Shem gestured to my food and smiled.

“Eat, Lil. Then we’ll get to work.”
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After breakfast, Shem took me back to the room. He unclipped the lead from my collar and tapped the end of it against his palm while he looked me up and down.

“We’re going to be working on obedience for the next couple of days,” he informed me, and I felt my blood boil with rage. I had never wanted to fucking spit on someone so much in my life. I forced myself not to, not wanting to give Shem a reason to do something even more fucked up to me than he was likely already planning.

He gestured to the TV. “I’m going to give you a command. If you obey to my satisfaction, we’ll cuddle and watch Midnight Mass for the rest of the day.”

A confusing mix of excitement and rage rolled through my core. I hated that I needed to obey a fucking command to do something as simple as watch TV, but that sounded like the best fucking day ever, especially after how depraved my life had been lately.

“If you don’t obey, you will be corrected until I’m satisfied. Understood?”

I just glared at him, and he smiled, pretending I had said yes.

“Great. We’re going to start off easy today, and we’ll work up to the more difficult stuff later in the week.”

“If you command me to suck your dick, I swear to fuck…” I muttered under my breath, and his eyes flashed in amusement.

“Don’t give me any ideas, Lil,” he laughed, shaking his head. “No, something even easier than that.” He paused for dramatic effect.

“Tell me that you like me, and make me believe you.”

My jaw dropped.

“I would rather suck your fucking dick!” I snapped, and he tutted his tongue.

“Strike one, Lilith.”

I scowled, and he waved his hand, manifesting a black object. For a second, I thought it was a vibrator, but then I looked closer and realized there were two metal prongs protruding from the top.

“Holy shit… is that a… cattle prodder?”

He clicked the button, and a shock of blue electricity exploded between the two prongs. I took a step back, shaking my head.

“You’re fucked,” I breathed, and he gave me a dazzling smile.

“Sure am, sweetheart. Don’t make me use this. All you have to do is tell me that you like me, and we can watch TV together. I’ll even shift into my cat form and let you pet me.”

I ran a hand down my face and counted backward from ten. This fucking demon was the most infuriating being I had ever met in my life.

“Fine. I like you, Shem. I like you a whole lot,” I gritted out, and he scowled.

“Strike two,” he hissed, taking a menacing step forward.

Fuck!

“Okay, okay,” I said, holding up a hand. He stopped his approach and raised an eyebrow expectantly.

I could do this. I just needed to be convincing. I looked at him and tried to remember what he had been like when we worked together. I liked him then.

He had asked me out for drinks every day. I realized suddenly that I could have hung out with him, and he wouldn’t have died—I could have had him as a friend. I just hadn’t known it at the time.

The realization hit me like a ton of bricks, and he saw the expression on my face change. The anger in his eyes softened slightly.

“What were you just thinking about?” he asked, his voice quiet.

“When we were at Voodoo, you asked me to go for drinks after work every time we had a shift together, even though I always said no. Why?” I asked.

Something that looked an awful lot like remorse crossed his face, and I felt my chest tighten.

“Because you were breaking. I knew you were lonely. I saw it every day when you came home from work. And I couldn’t tell Ramel who you were or do anything to interfere with Yahweh’s plans. Ramel had to get there on his own. In the meantime, I thought you could use a friend, so I tried to be one for you.”

Suddenly, there was a lump in my throat, and I felt my eyes well up with tears.

“Shem…”

“We like to play games, Lilith, but that’s all they are. Just games.” He reached out and gently touched my chin, his green eyes turning sad. “You’re mortal, so you don’t understand, but just because we hurt you doesn’t mean we want to break you.”

I looked at the devastatingly handsome cat demon. He had betrayed me so thoroughly, but he also tried to be there for me when I needed it most. My little human heart cracked as I tried to fit the two versions of him together into something that made sense.

I felt a tear spill-free, and I stepped toward him. He eyed me cautiously as I stood on my toes and placed a gentle kiss on his cheek. His stubble grazed my lips, and this close, he smelled like cloves and cardamom beans.

I wrapped my arms around his waist and laid my head on his chest, squeezing him tight.

“I like you a lot, Shem,” I whispered, and he relaxed, wrapping his arms around me to hug me back.

“I like you too, Lilith,” he murmured, dropping a kiss on the top of my head. He held me while I quietly cried, and I realized that I hadn’t just convinced Shem I liked him. I had convinced myself a little bit, too.
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“You never felt like a sin.”


—FATHER PAUL, MIDNIGHT MASS

Ispent the day reading ‘Mesopotamian Origins.’ The book was massive, and the text was small. I made it through only a quarter before the day was over. Nothing that I read jumped out at me or mentioned anything that I thought might be a clue about my past or why Yahweh might have trapped Lilith in His bowl of purgatory.

‘The Wives of Adam and the Birth of Sin’ was a much smaller book, and I quickly found the clue Hazai wanted me to see. Lilith’s name popped up right at the very beginning.

The book claimed Yahweh had made her before Eve, and she had been meant to be Adam’s wife. My blood boiled at the thought. It was a good thing that prick had been dead for a millennia, or I would have had to fucking kill him. His soul was so old that Yahweh had retired it. Lilith had been ordered to obey Adam, and she refused, demanding that she be treated as an equal. My lip twitched at the thought. That certainly sounded like my Lilith.

Yahweh refused, so she left the Garden of Eden, and as a punishment, He condemned her to rule the underworld. My eyes widened at this.

I furiously flipped through the pages, looking for more, but Lilith was not mentioned again. The rest of the book was about Eve and the creation of sin.

I wasn’t mentioned either, and I was left wondering if she had been sent to be my wife or if I had not even been created yet and she had ruled alone.

I had been right. I had known she was not mortal, but I had not expected this. Resolving to get through more of ‘Mesopotamian Origins’ the following day, I finally resigned.

I made my way back to the room with my head spinning. It felt like one piece of the puzzle had finally been uncovered. It made sense that Yahweh would have wanted her conditioned to take my place here if she was the original ruler of Hell. Why had He taken her from here in the first place? What could she possibly have done? Why was I ruling here in her place?

As I approached the room, I could hear Lilith and Shem speaking through the door, and I smiled. Their conversation was much different than the one I overheard when I had first returned to find them in bed together.

“I fucking love this part when he just sunbeams himself in front of her in the canoe,” Shem said excitedly, and Lilith giggled. She giggled.

“I always thought it was kind of a dick move that he brought her out there with him. Like damn, you didn’t need to traumatize her like that.”

I opened the door just in time to see Shem’s eyes flash with glee.

“That’s why I like it. Fucking epic.”

Lilith was sitting up against the pillows, and Shem was on his stomach, feet kicking lazily in the air behind him. They were both avidly staring at the TV.

“What are you two watching?” I asked, slipping in and closing the door behind me. They glanced at me before returning their attention to the show.

“Midnight Mass,” Lilith said as I approached the bed, undoing the buttons on my shirt as I went.

How was this tiny little human, with her butterscotch and brandy hair, the original ruler of Hell? I felt myself harden as I finally reached the bed. Picturing her perched on a throne and ruling over my depraved court of demons made me want to fuck the living shit out of her.

She glanced up at me, her gaze falling to where my hands were still working away at removing my shirt. The light in her eyes dimmed slightly, and the little smile on her face fell away. My chest tightened. I wished she wanted it, but if she thought I wasn’t going to fuck my wife senseless every chance I had, she was delusional.

I frowned, reaching out to touch her chin softly. “What’s wrong, deathtrap? You don’t want to please your new husband?” I ran my thumb over her perfect little mouth, and her brow creased.

“Can we finish the rest of the show first? It’s almost done, and this is the finale.”

I glanced over at Shem, who was watching us with a lazy grin on his face.

“Yeah, watch the last episode with us, Ram, we can fuck her after.”

Lilith gave Shem a grateful smile, and my heart warmed. I supposed there was no harm in waiting a little longer.

“Alright, what’s it about?” I asked.

“This priest gets turned into a vampire, and he fucks this whole little fishing island up! It’s absolutely horrible. You’re going to love it,” Shem explained, grinning like a maniac.

I chuckled, nodding. “Sounds right up my alley,” I said, sliding onto the bed. I reached out and tugged on Lilith’s collar. “Get in my lap,” I ordered, and she did so without question or complaint. I tucked her in between my legs and pulled her back against me. She felt so small and fragile in my arms. I kissed the side of her head and nodded at Shem.

“Alright, put it on,” I said, and he smirked and clicked play.

The show started, and before long, Shem and Lilith were enthralled again. Lilith excitedly pointed things out to me as we watched, and Shem had to pause several times so she could explain who the characters were and what had happened to get to the point in the story I had joined in on.

Her little face lit up as she talked, and I realized how much I had stolen from her by not allowing her to have any friends. An aching pit of guilt grew in my chest as we watched. The happier and more animated she became, the more I felt like absolute shit.

When the show was over, she twisted in my lap and looked up at me with a giant smile on her face, her eyes shining.

“Thank you for letting me watch the end,” she said softly, and to my surprise, she leaned into me and gave me a soft kiss on the lips.

My rotted heart struggled to beat, and I melted into the gentle feel of her willing mouth against mine. I ran my fingers through her long hair, massaging her scalp, and she smiled against me.

I suddenly didn’t want to fuck her anymore. I wanted to make her smile again.

“What should we watch next?” I asked her softly, and her eyes widened in surprise.

“We could watch Gerald’s Game,” Shem suggested as he flipped through the options on the screen. Lilith made a face and twisted back around in my lap to face the TV.

“Definitely not Gerald’s Game,” she said as Shem played the preview. I chuckled when I realized the premise of the movie was about a woman whose husband passed away from a heart attack shortly after chaining her to the bed, leaving her stranded.

I could understand why Lilith wasn’t interested in watching that one. It likely hit a little too close to home.

“What about a classic… Want to watch Scream?” Shem asked, and Lilith squealed.

“Yes! Oh my G—” she stopped herself and glanced up at me sheepishly. “Oh my gosh, I haven’t watched Scream in so long. Ramel, have you seen it?”

I shook my head, and her jaw dropped.

“You haven’t seen Scream?”

“Dude, you need to get out more,” Shem said, shaking his head in disbelief. He queued up the movie, and Lilith settled back into my chest.

“Okay, you have to tell me every time you have a prediction for who the killer is,” Lilith ordered, and Shem manifested a bowl of potato chips.

He slid back to sit with us and put the bowl on Lilith’s lap.

“If you want to feed me chips like old times, I won’t complain.” Shem smirked at Lilith. She rolled her eyes and shoved a chip aggressively into his mouth.

“It’s less cute when you’re my captor instead of my cat,” she grumbled, though her tone was light. Shem laughed and crunched on his chip with a shrug.

“Maybe from where you’re sitting, but on my end, they still taste better hand-delivered.”

She just laughed and fed him another chip.

“Fine, you asshole. Watch the movie.”
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“I’m not losing you again. You’re staying right here.”


—JACK DAWSON, TITANIC (1997)


The next few days started to feel… almost normal. I wasn’t sure if it was because human beings are resilient creatures who are capable of adapting quickly to traumatic situations or if I was just actually happy.

Being held against my will by two demons didn’t seem too bad when it came with things like company. As depressing as it was to admit, the night I watched spooky movies with Ramel and Shem had been one of the best nights of my life. I’d never been able to watch TV with other people before. Shem’s commentary was hilarious, and Ramel seemed truly interested in every single opinion or thought I had about each scenario.

They left the chains off me that night, and I had fallen asleep curled up between the two of them, with Ramel’s fingers in my hair and a smile on my face.

The next few days followed the same pattern. Shem still had a split personality though, which was unnerving and scary. However, I started to realize that if I just did what I was told in the mornings when we were doing ‘obedience training,’ I would get the version of Shem that was my friend in the afternoon, and we could just hang out.

I had expected the training to be sexual, and some of it was, but most of it was rehearsing what I would say if an archangel tried to ‘save’ me from Hell. The cattle prodder always loomed as a threat over my head, but so far, he hadn’t needed to use it on me.

Ramel would return in the evenings from whatever he was doing all day, and Shem would have me show him what I learned; then, we would either go to dinner or have food brought to the room.

After dinner, we would typically return to the room, and Ramel would fuck me. Sometimes Shem joined, sometimes he didn’t. As insane as it was, I found myself starting to look forward to the sex. Ramel knew exactly where to touch me, how long to touch me for, and how much to tease me. It was always kinky and depraved, but I always came so hard and slept so well after that I found it hard to complain.

By the fourth day, Shem stopped leashing me when we left the room, and I no longer had to sleep with chains on my wrists. Everything had been going so well that I was starting to wonder if they were still going to punish me for trying to run on my wedding day.

The day of the meeting, Shem was cruising through the menu on the TV, trying to find something to watch, when I finally asked him about my punishment.

“I hate to ask, but… does this mean you’re not going to punish me anymore for trying to run?” I had been toying with the idea of asking, as I didn’t want to remind them if they had forgotten, but the suspense was killing me.

Shem gave me a mischievous look. “You will still be punished, but it will happen when you least expect it.”

I made a face. Fucking great.

Just then, the door flew open, and Ramel swept into the room. He dropped ‘Mesopotamian Origins’ on the table by the fireplace and ran a hand through his hair. He spun to face us, his eyes wild, and Shem pursed his lips.

“You found it.”

Ramel nodded, looking furious.

“Do you remember now?” Shem asked, sounding somehow both sad and nervous at the same time. Ramel’s eyes were blazing with pain and rage.

To my surprise, he stalked toward Shem and wrapped his arms around his friend, crushing him into his chest.

“Shemhazai…” He choked on the words, and my heart flooded with warmth at the rare display of tender emotion. “I missed you.”

Shem hugged him back tightly, and if I didn’t know any better, I would say the cat demon’s green eyes were glassy with tears.

“Missed you too, asshole.” He replied gruffly.

“Found what?” I asked, eyeing up the massive book. Had Ramel read that whole thing? No wonder he had been gone all week. Ramel’s eyes snapped to me, and it was as if he were seeing me for the first time.

Turning away from Shem, he stalked toward me and grabbed my ankles. I squeaked as he dragged me across the bed until I was sitting on the edge. He knelt on the floor between my knees and reached up to cup my face, forcing me to look down and meet his gaze.

“Lilith…”

He searched my eyes, and before I knew it, he was showering me with gentle kisses. He ran his fingers through my hair and kissed every inch of me as if I were some holy vessel that needed worshiping.

“Ramel, wh⁠—”

“Shh, shh. Please, Lilith, just let me hold you,” he begged, and his voice cracked. I realized suddenly that his cheeks were wet with tears. “I’m so sorry,” he whispered against my lips in between kisses. “I’m so, so sorry.”

I wasn’t sure what he was apologizing for. He had done so many fucked up things to me and had never shown any remorse. This sudden, heartfelt, and sincere apology felt out of place.

I pulled back and searched his eyes, frowning. I couldn’t understand the expression on his face. It was full of sadness, heartache, anger, and… fear?

“What’s happening? What did you find?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

He swallowed and rubbed his thumb over my cheek softly. “I found out why you were put in purgatory. It was my fault.” His voice was rough, and there was a small tremor in his hands.

“Lilith… Hazai and I need to leave for this meeting. You have to promise me that if someone offers to help you escape, you will say no. I can’t protect you if you leave here.”

“Isn’t that what Shem has been trying to brainwash me to do all week?” I asked incredulously.

Ramel winced as if I had physically struck him. He exchanged a look with Shem, who was looking sick and pale.

“Lilith, this isn’t a joke. Promise me.”

I frowned, unnerved at how upset they both seemed to be, but nodded.

“I promise,” I whispered. He scanned my face intently for a moment, then dipped his head, sliding his hands down into my lap to lace his fingers through mine.

“I really hope you’re not lying to me,” he murmured, his voice low.

Shem came forward and sat on the bed next to me. He tugged me into his lap and wrapped his arms around my waist from behind. Laying his head on my shoulder, he looked down at Ramel, who was still staring at me like I was the moon and he was the tide.

Shem left a gentle kiss on the side of my neck, and I shivered. Something about being cradled between them like this was starting to feel comforting and natural, no matter how much my mind wanted to resist it.

“I understand what you meant now when you said five days wasn’t enough time,” Ramel murmured, meeting Shem’s gaze over my shoulder. He traced gentle circles on my hands with his thumbs, and I sank deeper into Shem’s lap.

That felt nice.

Shem nodded against me, his chin grazing my collar. No matter how good I was, they refused to take it off.

“Should we chain her up? I’ve wondered for years if it would have made a difference if I had done that the first time,” Shem murmured into my hair, and I stiffened. I moved to pull away, but suddenly, Shem had an iron grip on my waist, and Ramel was gripping my wrists so hard I couldn’t move. I knew better than to struggle, but I tried anyway.

“Please… no,” I whimpered. I was so sick of chains.

Ramel’s face fell as I half-heartedly struggled against Shem’s nap. “Ramel, please,” I begged him, and he looked like his heart was breaking. Finally, he sighed, and I knew what decision he had made.

“Yeah, let’s tie her up. I don’t think it’ll stop them if they come here, but it may stop her if they try the same bullshit as last time.”

I struggled harder and shook my head. “Please, no chains! I won’t leave. I promise.”

“Shhh, Lil. Stop it. You don’t get a say in this,” Shem growled against me as Ramel reached over to grab one of my cuffs. I tried to pull my hand away, but he was too fast and too strong. Once the first one was on, it took very little effort for the two of them to overpower me and get me back on the bed.

They managed to force the second cuff on, and I gave up on struggling. I had been in this position enough times to know there was no getting out of it unless one of them let me out.

Ramel reached out to stroke my face, but I jerked my head away from him. This wasn’t fair. I was so sick of being forced to do things against my will. I didn’t understand how they could be so sweet one second and then lock me up like a prisoner the next.

“Look at me,” Ramel said, and I shook my head, refusing to meet his gaze. Shem grabbed my chin and jerked my head up abruptly.

“Don’t be a fucking brat, Lilith, not today,” he snapped. This was obedience training Shem, not the Shem that liked to cuddle and watch movies. I felt my eyes flood with tears, but they did nothing to soften him.

He growled and glanced over at Ramel. “We definitely didn’t have enough time. I’ll get Art to watch her while we’re gone.”

Ramel nodded, pursing his lips. Finally, Shem turned back to me. “Ramel said to look at him, Lilith. Do as you’re told.”

I glared at Shem but finally turned my gaze to Ramel. His expression was full of remorse. He looked so sad that for a moment, I almost forgave him for chaining me up.

“Please don’t leave this room,” he murmured, and I looked pointedly at the chains on my wrists.

“I couldn’t if I tried,” I snapped, and he stroked my face softly, tucking my hair behind my ear. “We will unchain you as soon as we get back, I promise. I’m sorry that we have to do this, but it’s for your own good.”

Finally, he stood up and jerked his head to Shem.

“Let’s go. I have some fucking things to say to that piece of shit.”

Shem nodded. “I bet you do.” He shot a glance at me and pursed his lips. “Be good, Lil,” Shem muttered. He dropped a kiss on my forehead and hopped out of bed to follow Ramel out.

“Wait! What did you do to get me stuck in purgatory? Aren’t you going to tell me?” I asked, and Ramel paused by the door, looking back at me with regret painted across his face.

“I loved you,” he rasped, and my heart stopped in my chest.
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Year: 3666 BC

“Submit yourselves therefore to God. Resist the devil, and he will flee from you.”


–JAMES 4:7, ESV


“Rise, heavenly being, for you are born of my light and the grace of eternity,” Yahweh said to me as I rose from the burning white of His celestial kiln. Everything was so bright that my new eyes could barely make out the shining form of the being that stood before me.

The first face I saw as my vision adjusted to the never-ending expanse of white was the face of God.

“In your essence lies the harmony of the heavens, the fervor of my love, and the might of my sovereignty,” He said, running his thumb down the center of my forehead in what I intuitively knew was a blessing.

“I shall name you Ramel, and you shall be gifted with the task of celestial emissary. Kneel before me, Ramel, and take unto you the holy sacrament of your God and creator.”

God gently pressed His hands into my shoulders and guided me to my knees before Him. He tilted my head up and looked down on me. I felt very young and small beneath the weight of His age. His face changed each time my new eyes managed to focus on Him, making it impossible to describe exactly what He looked like. He was everyone and no one all at once.

My thoughts were slow, and the essence of my being had not yet fully cured when God gently passed His thumb over my freshly molded lips.

“Open to receive me, Ramel, for I am Yahweh, and I will show you the way.”

Blind and trusting in my creator, I opened for Him, taking Him wholly unto me. Tears streamed from my eyes as He praised me for my service.

“My beautiful creation,” He whispered as He spilled His holy sacrament down my throat. “Will you serve your God and savior?” Yahweh asked softly when He was finished.

I swallowed, raised my eyes to the face of God, and nodded.

“I will.”
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Yahweh held me as my immortal body cured, and I settled into existence. I clung to Him, afraid and overwhelmed. The brightness of Heaven was jarring. When He forced my wings onto me, the pain was never-ending. My angel form was something I felt I would never get used to. There were too many eyes to see the sins of His mortals and too many wings and limbs that ached when they moved.

“Will it always hurt?” I asked Yahweh, and He smiled at me sagely, running His hand down one of my midnight wings. Mine were black, which I loved in the beginning... It wasn’t until I met the other archangels that I realized black wings were not the norm. I wondered why Yahweh had punished me with individuality.

“The pain reminds us of the repercussions of sin,” Yahweh explained. I didn’t know what sin was, but if it hurt like this, I didn’t want anything to do with it.

“Teach me how not to sin,” I whispered, and that seemed to please Him. He allowed me to resume my other form. The form that He told me was made in the likeness of ‘man.’

“Come, I will show you the way,” Yahweh said, leading me deeper into the blinding white abyss that He told me was Heaven.

I had much to learn about life and Heaven. I was an archangel, one of the highest life forms outside of Yahweh Himself. We were the heralds of God’s glory. His messengers. We were the elite and had a standard to uphold.

Mortals were lesser beings. Bumbling, child-like experiments that Yahweh had created to ensure we were able to continue to power our celestial bodies. He had gifted them with free will, and it was our job to sort the souls of those who followed the light and deny the souls that rebelled against His word.

In addition to the humans, there were animals and plants that also existed in the place Yahweh had called Earth. These souls were even lesser than humans, but they still added up in the grand scheme of things. Even the smallest lives helped to sustain the energy necessary to maintain the lives of Yahweh and His angels.

“It is especially important for you, Ramel, to understand the dangers and temptations of sin,” Yahweh explained to me, His tone grave and His many faces serious.

“You have the important task of acting as an emissary to my counterpart in Hell.”

My body went cold at this. I shivered. I did not want to go to Hell. Hell is where all sin stemmed from. Hell was death and decay and the antithesis of what we stood for.

“Why must we communicate with Hell? Should we not look to eradicate this evil from the world?” I wondered out loud, not understanding why Yahweh would want to build relations with a place filled with such vile creatures.

“Because I have granted the mortals free will, and those who do not pass the criteria necessary for rebirth need somewhere to go. Better to Hell than here with us in Heaven where they might taint the purity of our home.” Yahweh explained, and I nodded. This made sense.

After several weeks of learning the basics, Yahweh informed me it was time to leave His care. I was to be assigned to a choir, and they were to be my brothers and family.

“I do not want to leave you,” I told Yahweh. He was all I knew, and I was saddened and hurt that He would banish me from His side so easily.

“You have served me well these last few weeks, Ramel.” He smiled kindly, rubbing his thumb over my lips as He had so many times since the day of my creation. “It is someone else’s turn to receive the blessing of my affections.”

I nodded, still unsure of what purpose I had if it was not to serve Him.

Yahweh forced me to shift into my angel form, smiling at me kindly as I writhed in pain before Him.

He introduced me to my choir, and I was regarded with cool disdain. They took in my ebony wings and ruffled their pristine, white feathers in revulsion. I felt the harsh burn of shame for the first time as several of them turned away from me.

It wasn’t until my choir’s General appeared that I felt a rush of relief. He, too, had black feathers. His name was Shemhazai.

“This is Ramel. He will be acting as my emissary to Hell. Get him acquainted with the rest of the Watchers,” Yahweh ordered. Shemhazai shifted out of his angel form, his dark hair and tawny skin standing out in stark contrast against his all-white attire. He gave me a cool smile and raised his eyebrow at Yahweh.

“Hell, huh? How come you give all the best jobs to the new kids?” he asked dryly.

Yahweh looked unhappy with Shemhazai’s casual tone, and I resolved never to speak that way myself. I wanted Yahweh to always be happy with me.

“Your path is set, Shemhazai. My word is law,” Yahweh said before leaving me with this strange choir of angels.

The moment Yahweh was gone, Shemhazai rolled his eyes and turned to face me, sliding his hands into his pristine, white pockets.

“Are you going to wear your feathers for eternity? That form is brutal. Switch to your human form when you’re with me. You only have to do all that when Yahweh’s around.”

I hesitated, using my all-seeing eyes to ensure Yahweh wasn’t close by. I was sure He would not appreciate Shemhazai’s callous tongue.

Shemhazai sighed and reached out, running his fingers gently down one of my black wings.

“Ramel, is it? You don’t have to be afraid. You’re safe with me,” he said softly, and for some reason, I trusted this strange angel with his smart mouth.
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Alexa, ‘Villains aren’t born ‘they’re made,’ - acoustic version’ by PEGGY

Year: 3665 BC

"There is no creation without destruction. Without pain, there is no art."


–THE CHEMIST, AMERICAN HORROR STORY: DOUBLE FEATURE


It was my first trip to Hell, and although Yahweh told me that anxiety was a mortal coil and I should not waste energy on such things, I could not help it. I feared Hell, and I feared sin. Yahweh told me Hell’s leader was the living personification of evil and that she took the form of what he called a ‘woman.’

“She is not a woman, though,” Yahweh warned gravely. “Women are obedient and were created to serve man. Lilith was condemned to Hell because she refused her role and left Eden of her own free will. I made a grave error in her creation recipe. Tread lightly in her presence. She is a jezebel and a temptress and will lead you down the path of corruption if you allow it.”

I nodded, straightening my white collar. Shemhazai was watching me with a mischievous smile on his face. He had told me under no uncertain terms that he wished he were allowed to come with me.

It had become apparent to me in my past year of service to our choir that Shemhazai often seemed bored. I wished he could come with me as well, but Yahweh would never allow it.

“Good luck, Ram. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.” Shem winked at me, and I forced myself not to grin back at him. Yahweh scowled at Shemhazai, and I knew he would not appreciate it if I openly engaged in his playful banter. Angels were meant to be pure, stoic, and godly. We were not meant to make jokes. Pleasure was sinful and beneath us.

With much trepidation, I moved forward, taking my first steps down the road toward Hell.
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If Heaven was white and the absence of color, Hell was the opposite. Everything was black and monochrome at first glance, but the closer I looked, the more I realized there were pockets of color hidden everywhere. The never-ending night sky was crusted with stars that illuminated the azure, violet, and fuchsia nebula clouds erupting around them. These colors were reflected in an endless black sea that surrounded an obsidian island. In the center of the island was a large, ebony structure where I was sure the Hell Queen herself lived. Shivering with apprehension, I took my first step toward the empty island. Suddenly, a beautiful voice filled the air around me with dulcet, honey tones.

“Did you know that to make black, you need to use color?”

I nearly jumped out of my skin and whipped around on the bridge that led across the sea to Hell. There, behind me, stood a petite, curvy female body. She had supple breasts and sensual hips wrapped in shrouds of billowing shadows. Her long honey-brown hair fell in soft, heavenly waves down her back, and her moss-green eyes reflected the starlight that twinkled around us.

On top of her head, she wore a crown weaved from black oleander, but it was her hands that struck fear into my heart… they were dripping in death. It looked as if she had dipped them into large pots of black ink. Each of her fingers were tipped in a pointed nail, and I could nearly see the decay gathering in drops at the tips. I shivered as she approached, smiling at me serenely.

“To make white, you must take color away.” She continued, eyeing my choir’s all-white uniform. I stood frozen, watching her move toward me, her hips swaying slowly as she walked.

“Hello, you must be Ramel.” She smiled up at me, and I swallowed but nodded.

“I am Lilith. Welcome to Hell,” she purred, and I took a step backward.

What was this creature? Her presence lit up every nerve in my body, and my skin tingled with something unfamiliar. I was used to the burn of pain, but this was different. This feeling was foreign and good. I liked it.

My heart skipped a beat when I realized that whatever I was feeling must be a sin. Yahweh had warned me against this. I took another firm step away from her, painting a scowl on my face. I would not let this temptress lead me away from the light.

She frowned, cocking her head to the side. “What’s wrong, Ramel?” she asked, her voice soft.

I shook my head. “Nothing. I am here on official business. Yahweh would like a report on how you are doing with the catalog,” I said, forcing myself to keep my tone sharp and abrupt. I stamped down the delicious thrill of excitement she seemed to be drawing from my chest. I would get her report, and I would leave. Simple as that.

A coy smile played across Lilith’s perfect little mouth, and she dipped her head demurely. I had a feeling she could see into my very soul.

“I see. Straight to business then. No time for pleasure,” she purred and brushed past me. “Come. Let me show you what I have been working on.”

I swallowed again and allowed her to move a few steps ahead before following her across the bridge and into the bowels of Hell.
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Lilith lived alone on the island of Hell. It seemed she had built a large manor for herself, and though it was beautiful, it echoed with an aching loneliness as we walked through the halls.

“I am glad to have company,” she said politely as she led me into what seemed to be an impressive library. Many of the shelves were empty, but she had clearly begun to harvest quite the collection. “No one ever wants to spend time with the harbinger of death,” she mused, though I was too distracted by the impressive spiraling space she was leading me through to process what she had said.

“What are all these books?” I breathed, and she gave me a mischievous grin.

“These are all the books that have been burned in the name of God. If Yahweh does not want the knowledge, I will gladly take it,” she replied, leading me down the steps toward a glowing, dome-like structure in the center of the floor.

I marveled at the midnight black canals filled with little souls as we walked. They swam and chugged along through the water, lining up diligently to take their turns to be scanned in what Lilith explained to me was her invention, the catalog.

“You created this?” I asked, doing my best not to let her see how astonished I was. She grinned at me and nodded.

“Yes. As the mortals multiply, it is becoming much too difficult for me to keep track of them all, so I built this to help me keep record and judge them before sending them up to your team to be sorted.”

She waved her hand, and I gasped at the beautiful display of different souls she had already cataloged.

“This is very impressive,” I said, finally caving into the awe I felt that she had invented such a thing.

She smiled at me, though it was sad. “I am glad that you think so. When I first mentioned this idea to Yahweh, He told me it was lazy and sinful to offload my work onto a machine.”

I frowned. That felt hypocritical, considering how much importance He put on the upkeep of His Sorter of Souls. I shook my head roughly, banishing the thought. Yahweh worked in mysterious ways. I was sure He had His reasons for rebuffing Lilith’s efforts to improve efficiency in our processes.

“Well, He seems to appreciate its value now. He was very eager to see how far along it had come.” I meant for it to be a comfort and expected her to preen under Yahweh’s good favor, but her pretty face turned into an angry scowl. I watched a crease form on her brow and was overcome with the strange and strong urge to smooth it out with my thumb. I liked it much better when she smiled.

“I am sure He is. He came back to me several hundred years after I mentioned the idea to Him, and He pitched it back to me as if it were His own,” she scoffed, and it was my turn to frown. “He likes to do that, you know. Take credit for the ideas of others.” She bit her lip and waved her hand, turning the catalog off. “I suppose it doesn’t matter now. What matters is there is no longer a bottleneck, and the souls don’t need to suffer in limbo any longer than necessary.”

“The souls suffer?” I asked, surprised. Yahweh had never mentioned that to me before. She turned to me, nodding.

“Yes. They need to be reincarnated as quickly as possible, or they will begin to fester and lose the residual knowledge they have gained. It is not such an issue with the ones who wait for torment, but for many souls, it is a tragedy to leave them in limbo. So much good is lost.”

“And this bothers you?” I asked, growing more and more confused. This little creature was nothing like what Yahweh had said. Surely something so evil would not care about the suffrage of mortal souls?

That was the wrong thing to say. I seemed to have made her angry. She scowled at me, and my stomach dropped. It felt worse to have her angry at me than it did Yahweh. My head was beginning to hurt. Nothing was making sense, and nothing was as Yahweh had said it would have been.

“Of course it bothers me. I am not some monster that wishes harm on innocent souls. Is that what Yahweh told you?” she asked, and I felt ashamed to nod and tell her that yes, He had.

She snorted. “You seem like a smart angel, Ramel. I’ll leave it up to you to decide if you wish to believe everything Yahweh tells you. Perhaps ask yourself what He has to gain by telling you such things.”

She escorted me out of the library, and we walked back to the bridge in silence. I could tell she was still angry with me as we arrived at the gates.

“I’m sorry if I have offended you,” I finally said. I didn’t know what else to do to earn back her favor, which I realized with a start I desperately craved.

She sighed and gave me an unimpressed look. “It’s fine, Ramel. I don’t know why I was surprised to find that you were just like the rest of them. Have a safe trip back to Heaven.” She dismissed me and banished me from her home.

I wasn’t sure what hurt more, her words or the blinding white of Heaven as it burned away the soft caress of Lilith’s eternal night.
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Year: 3665 BC

“Only in the darkness can you see the stars.”


— MARTIN LUTHER KING JR.


“So, what was it like?” Shem asked eagerly upon my arrival. I shook my head, unable to put into words what I had just experienced. It had been so different from what I was accustomed to. Lilith was nothing like what I had expected her to be, and I found that she had successfully planted a small seed of doubt within me.

Surely Yahweh had just not spent much time with her. He couldn’t truly think that little creature with her whip-smart mind and library full of knowledge was evil, could He?

“It was like nothing I have ever seen,” I breathed, and Shem laughed.

“Well, Ram, seeing as you have only existed for a year, I’m not sure that’s saying much.”

I grinned and punched him in the shoulder, shaking my head.

“Trust me, Hazai. Hell is not what Yahweh has described. It is like an eternal night. There are so many stars and Lilith… Lilith is…”

Shem was hanging on to every word I said, and there was a fire burning in his eyes like I had never seen before. “Lilith is like what?” he breathed, and I looked at him, hoping he could see on my face what I thought of Lilith because I was afraid to say it out loud.

“Oh,” he murmured, and I nodded.

“Yeah.”

“Well,” he said, grinning. “I’m looking forward to hearing about your next trip down there.” I frowned, feeling a flutter of anxiety in my chest.

“I fear I have angered her. She seemed upset with me when I left.”

Shem shrugged, sliding his hands into his pockets as we approached Yahweh’s Sorter of Souls. We were due to meet Him to give our daily reports.

“So, find a way to make it up to her. You’re her emissary to Heaven; you two will have an eternity together. It would be in both of your best interests to get along.”

I frowned. “Yahweh warned me against getting too close to her,” I said hesitantly. Shem scowled, glancing around furtively before leaning into my ear.

“Don’t you ever get sick of doing whatever Yahweh says?” he asked, and my stomach flipped. Those words were sacrilege. Angels had been put into purgatory for less. Shemhazai must really trust me to say something like that with such conviction. I thought about it, and although I had only existed for a year, I was already beginning to understand why Shemhazai always seemed so bored, especially after returning from Hell to the endless white abyss that was Heaven. I wanted what Lilith had. I wanted room to experiment, books to read, and stars to gaze upon.

I looked at Shem, who was watching me expectantly, his eyes shining. I nodded.

“Yes, I get tired of it,” I agreed, and he grinned at me.

“I knew we were going to be friends the moment I met you, Ramel,” he purred, just as Yahweh appeared to collect our reports.
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Lilith was cold to me on my next visit. I missed the warm smiles and the kind looks she’d given me on my first visit to Hell. She walked ahead of me, leading me across the bridge. Though her inky hands made me nervous, I worked up the courage to reach out and touch her shoulder.

The moment my fingers brushed against her skin, a spark of electricity shot up my arm and directly to my heart. She froze, and my breath caught in my chest. Slowly, she turned to face me, her mossy eyes burning with indignation.

“What is it, Ramel?” she asked, her tone flat.

“I wanted to apologize again. I am relatively new to the world and have no experience outside of what I am exposed to in Heaven.”

She glared at me for another moment before she finally softened. Her little pink lips quirked up at the side. “You have much to learn then,” she murmured, and I nodded eagerly.

“Yes. Teach me,” I breathed, hoping she would agree. My mind was racing with exhilaration. Shem would be so excited to hear about all the things I might learn from Lilith, the Queen of Hell.

“Alright, Ramel. I will teach you.” She smiled, and my heart soared. I was thrilled that I had been able to find a way back into her good graces. Instead of taking me to the manor, she turned at the edge of the bridge, and we walked down the black sands of the beach that surrounded her island. Glowing green specks of soul dust mixed with the sand, making it feel like we were walking across the night sky.

“Everything is so dark here,” I murmured in awe, taking in how the black sand met with the ebony sea. “In Heaven, everything is so bright. Yahweh tells us that the dark is synonymous with sin. Do you think that is true?” I asked her, genuinely curious as to what she thought of Yahweh’s lessons in sin.

Lilith glanced at me, shrugging. “I believe in balance,” she explained, and I frowned.

Balance?

“You cannot have light if there is no dark, Ramel. Did you even know that Heaven was so bright until you came down here into the dark with me?”

I suddenly understood. She was right. I had just simply thought that was what existing was—endless light. I had nothing to compare it to, and so I had not appreciated it for what it was. Though, if I was being honest with myself, I still wasn’t sure I appreciated it. It was too bright. I much preferred it down here with Lilith. However, I didn’t think I could ever tell Yahweh that.

She looked down at her ink-black hands and gave me a sly smile.

“Let’s go on a little trip to the mortal realm,” she said, and my eyes widened in shock.

“Yahweh might not like that,” I cautioned, and she rolled her eyes.

“Fuck Yahweh. He does not rule me. I am a ruler unto myself.”

I was startled at her crassness but felt a smile curl across my lips despite myself. I had a feeling Shem would like her as much as I did.

She held out a death-ridden hand to me, and I hesitated. She laughed softly. “It is okay, Ramel. I cannot kill you; you are immortal,” she reassured me, and I nodded, finally putting my hand in hers.

Her hand did not feel wet. It was warm and dry, and the contact sent little shockwaves of pleasure directly to my heart. She took us to a leafy green forest, and I marveled at this new and foreign environment.

Everything was lush and loamy. I could smell a wet, earthy musk and reveled in how the sunlight filtered through the leaves, casting us in a green-gold glow. This was much better than endless blinding white as well. I frowned. With so many beautiful places to live, why did Yahweh insist we live in an endless abyss filled with nothing?

“This is called a rainforest,” Lilith explained to me, and I nodded, willing my mind to sponge up every word that came out of her perfect mouth.

“This is one of the best examples I can think of to demonstrate balance.”

With a wave of her hand, she brought us before a large jungle cat that seemed to have caught a wild boar. The crimson of the boar’s shredded corpse stood in sharp contrast with the earthy greens that surrounded it. The cat’s yellow and black coat shone in the dappled light, and it snarled as it tore into its prey.

“Do you feel bad for the boar?” Lilith asked. I looked at the poor, dead animal and nodded.

“Yes. It is dead now,” I whispered, and Lilith smiled at me.

“That is true. However, if it did not die, what would become of the beautiful jungle cat? She has cubs to feed, you know. If she had not killed this boar, her cubs would perish.”

I frowned. I had not thought of that.

With a wave of her hand, she fast-forwarded through time to when the jungle cat’s life ended. The cat’s body lay in the underbrush of the forest, and Lilith stepped forward, laying her black hands on the cat’s fur and stroking it softly.

“Shh,” she whispered to the corpse, “walk in peace.”

I watched in awe as decay began to spread from Lilith’s inky fingers, and the cat’s body decomposed at an accelerated rate before my very eyes. Once the cat had melted into the earth, I marveled as fungi grew over the mound of decayed flesh. Soon, the enriched spot on the jungle floor erupted into new life. Green shoots grew, and before I knew it, a little family of wild boars appeared to eat the shoots, and I smiled.

Lilith turned to me. She came forward, and I watched the sensual sway of her hips, finding myself unable to look away. A strange twinge of feeling grew low in my abdomen, and my throat felt tight. She smiled at me knowingly and placed her decay-ridden hands on either side of my face.

She smelled of death and carnations, and I had never smelled anything so lovely.

Suddenly, we were back on the sandy beaches of Hell, and I found my hands had fallen to her hips. I was lost in the earthy green of her eyes. They were reminiscent of the lush rainforest she had just transported me from.

“Just as you cannot have light without darkness, you cannot have life without death. Without decay, nothing would grow.” Her voice was quiet, and I found myself staring at her lips. Why couldn’t I look away from that little pink mouth?

“They call this place Hell, Ramel, but a world without death would be the true tragedy.”

She leaned forward, and I held my breath, unsure what she was about to do. She brushed her inky thumb against my forehead and pressed a vision into my mind. The wind left my lungs, and the strength sapped from my limbs.

Lilith showed me what a world without death, natural disaster, or disease would be, and the sight of it horrified me. Too many mouths and not enough food or space. Mortals piled on top of each other, unable to find rest. They writhed against one another in a living ball of eternal torment and pain.

When the vision faded, and I found myself back in Lilith’s arms, I felt I had been given some forbidden knowledge and a layer of Yahweh’s lies had been peeled away.

Yahweh had said that Lilith was a disgrace. He said because she was the Queen of Disease and Decay and the Goddess of Death and Destruction that she was evil… sin incarnate. He had implied her only role was to torment the souls of the wicked. However, what she had just shown me was the opposite of those things. Without Lilith, there would be no balance.

Why had Yahweh lied? Why did He want us to hate and fear her? We needed her just as much as we needed His power of creation.

“You have given me much to think about, Lilith,” I whispered, and she smiled.

“You asked me to teach you, Ramel. I hope that I have delivered.”

“You have,” I breathed, my mind racing. I couldn’t wait to return to Heaven to tell Shemhazai what I had learned.

She winked at me and stroked a dark finger down the side of my face, making me shiver. I suddenly felt myself grow hard in a way that I had been told was only meant for Yahweh. I frowned, and she glanced down at my hardness. I felt my cheeks flame with shame, but she only smiled at me kindly.

“Next time you visit, we will have a different type of lesson.” She assured me, though I wasn’t sure what that meant.

“Until next time, Ramel,” she said, and I felt a blooming sense of loss as I turned to leave the endless night of Hell to return to the blinding abyss that I was forced to call home.
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Year: 3664 BC

“Love is patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud.”


—1 CORINTHIANS 13:4


Yahweh did not allow me to return to Hell for a full year. I came to feel sick with the absence of Lilith and did my best to hide it from Him. She was all I thought about, and I replayed my last visit with her over and over again in my mind during our time apart. Shemhazai asked me to retell the story every chance he had. I worried that Yahweh was beginning to grow suspicious of my growing attachment to the Queen of Hell, but if He was, He did not show it.

Finally, the day came when He asked me to check in with her and see if the catalog had made any advancements. Shemhazai squeezed my shoulder in anticipation. He was nearly as excited for my next visit as I was.

When I appeared at the bridge to Hell, my heart leapt to find Lilith waiting for me. I rushed toward her, and I felt a shot of adrenaline course through me as she ran to greet me as well.

Without allowing myself to overthink my actions, I ran my hands up the side of her face and buried my fingers into her hair, massaging her scalp beneath her crown of poisonous flowers.

She closed her eyes and took a delicate, shaky breath. I reveled at the fact that my touch had been responsible for the little sound she had made.

“I missed you.” I stared down at her, willing her to see how much I meant what I said. She looked up at me with that tiny, serene smile on her face and sighed.

“I missed you too, Ramel. It is lonely here all by myself.”

I hated that she was lonely. I wished I could stay here with her always so she would never be lonely again.

She leaned into me, and I felt myself harden as I had before. She pressed those perfect lips against mine, and a jolt of fear shot through my chest, ruining the moment.

I abruptly pulled away, and she frowned at me in confusion.

“What’s wrong, Ramel?” she asked, stroking my face softly.

“Angels are not permitted to engage in lusts of the flesh,” I whispered. “It’s a sin.” Her frown deepened, and she looked angry.

“Please don’t be angry.” I pleaded, not wanting her to be cold to me again. She shook her head.

“I am not angry with you, Ramel. I am angry with Yahweh.” She ran her thumb over my lips much the same way Yahweh did when He wished me to service Him and receive His holy sacrament.

“Does He ask you to put these beautiful lips on Him?” She asked quietly, and I nodded.

“Of course.”

He asked that of all His angels. It was our duty to serve and receive Him.

“Why is Yahweh allowed the exclusive privilege of enjoying sins of the flesh, but His Watchers are denied?”

I had never thought of that before. Every time I saw Lilith, she made me think of things I’d never previously considered.

“Let me show you what Yahweh takes from you with nothing in return.”

I shook my head, feeling my body fill with shame. “No, I cannot. It is a sin.”

She scowled. “It is not a sin, Ramel. Experiencing pleasure is not sinful, nor is giving pleasure to others. Sex is natural and a necessary action to bring about new life.”

“Yes, but Yahweh teaches us that we should not engage unless for the purpose of creating new life,” I argued, feeling conflicted. “Immortals cannot procreate the way mortals do, so there is no reason to indulge.”

Lilith snorted. “If that were true, we wouldn’t have all the same parts that are designed to make us feel good.”

“Yes, but Yahweh⁠—”

“Fuck Yahweh,” Lilith snarled, and I felt my eyes widen at her rage. She leaned forward and bit my lip hard.

My cock twitched in response, and I was shocked at how much I enjoyed the pain as she ran her hand down my chest and cupped me between my legs.

“It is time for your next lesson, Ramel,” she purred against me, softly kissing my now throbbing lip. My heart was pounding in my chest, and adrenaline was coursing through my veins. What was this little Hell Queen doing to me?

“I’m going to teach you how to fuck me, and then I am going to take you with my mouth and show you what Yahweh steals from you every time He forces you to your knees.”

I gaped at her, and she looked both furious and aroused. “You are mine now, Ramel,” she hissed. She did not wait for me to agree, and she did not phrase it as a question.

She led me to her manor and through the dark, echoing halls. I was struck again with how lonely she must be. I wanted to take that away from her. She said I was hers, but I wanted her to also be mine.

She took me to her bedroom and didn’t bother to shut the door before pulling me into her.

“Remove your clothes,” she ordered, and when I hesitated, she softened.

“There is no need to feel shame, Ramel,” she murmured, shrugging out of her own shroud of shadows until she stood naked before me. I took her in and swallowed. She must be the most beautiful being to have ever existed.

I was sure of it.

Unable to move or find my voice, I drank in the sight of her. She reached out and took me by the wrists, pulling me closer.

“Touch me. It’s alright.” She urged, and I did. I ran the tips of my fingers over her collarbone and watched in awe as her body responded to my touch. Her nipples pebbled, and I suddenly wondered what it would feel like to put my mouth on one of her perfect, peaked tips.

As if she could see the thought cross my mind, she smiled. “See that, Ramel? That is because of you. You made my body do that. It means that I want you,” she whispered, and I glanced up to meet her gaze. She reached forward and rubbed her hand over my hard cock, smirking.

“This means that you want me,” she whispered. “Take off your clothes, and let me give you what your body wants.”

I swallowed and nodded, unable to deny her any longer. She helped me out of my clothes and backed up onto the bed, spreading her legs before me. She ran her fingers up and down her wet pussy, making eye contact with me as she did so.

“Come here. I will show you how to touch me. This is an important lesson, and I only want to teach you once. Then I want you to have your way with me.” She took my hand and showed me all the parts of her body that made her feel good and how she liked to have them touched. Every time I did it right, she rewarded me with a beautiful moan or sigh. The sounds of her pleasure were the sweetest things I had ever heard, and I was quickly overwhelmed with need.

After guiding my hand over and inside her body, she was nearly panting beneath me. My heart was beating so loudly in my chest that I was sure she could hear it. With heavy-lidded eyes, she looked up at me and smiled.

“Would you like me to do to you what Yahweh has you do to Him?” she asked, and I shook my head. The last person I wanted to fucking think about right now was Yahweh.

“What do you want to do, Ramel?” she whispered, and I glanced down at my throbbing cock and how close it was to her glistening pussy. Looking back up at her, I swallowed. I wanted to feel what it would be like to put my cock where my fingers had just been. I just didn’t have the words to tell her.

“Follow your instincts. I know what you want to do. Do it,” she said, and I reached out to cup her perfect face. This moment felt significant. I knew if I did what my body was screaming at me to do, there would be no going back, and I would never be the same.

“Will it hurt you?” I asked, and she smiled.

“No, but I don’t mind if it does. Just like how darkness makes the light brighter, a little bit of pain can make the pleasure greater.” She pulled me forward and kissed me deeply. I felt the rise of a demon in my chest that I didn’t know existed, and soon, I had her arms pinned over her head. I thrust my tongue into her mouth, reveling in every moan I was able to draw from her.

“Mmm, that’s it, Ramel. Let go. Show me what you’ve been hiding inside of that perfect, lily-white coat of arms.”

“I want to fuck you, Lilith,” I growled, and she smiled.

“Then do it.” She bit my lip again, and I moaned into her mouth as she positioned the head of my cock at her dripping-wet entrance. “Don’t be afraid to make it hurt,” she murmured. Finally, I lost the last thread of control I had been clinging to and plunged into her so hard she screamed.
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Year: 3663 BC

“The road to Hell is paved with good intentions.”


—SAINT BERNARD OF CLAIRVAUX


Ifucked Lilith until I literally could not fuck her anymore. The first time I came inside of her, I saw stars, and I felt a fundamental part of my brain chemistry shift. The first time I made her come, I was certain I would level mountains and drain oceans just to make her do it again. I wanted to perfect the art of making Lilith come. I wanted to make her do it over and over again until she begged me to stop. She never did, though. She was as insatiable as I was.

She eventually did get on her knees for me and showed me what it felt like to take her mouth. I was in awe and enraged at the same time. The feeling of her soft, wet tongue stroking my cock was nearly as good as her perfect cunt. This is what Yahweh had us do for Him, but it was something He denied from each of us.

Lilith had been right. How could Yahweh call this a sin when He Himself was unable to resist it? After I spilled my seed down her beautiful throat, I wanted to learn how to put my mouth on her. I wanted her to feel every piece of joy and every ounce of pleasure she had brought me. She was more than happy to show me, and after several hours, we finally collapsed together in her bed, spent.

She curled into my arms, and I kissed the top of her head, basking in the afterglow of our time together.

“I don’t want to return to Heaven,” I whispered against her, and I felt her smile against my chest.

“So don’t,” she replied, tracing her inky hand up and down my stomach, sending another zip of pleasure down to my spent cock.

“You can’t mean that. Yahweh would be furious with us. There would be hell to pay,” I murmured, and she laughed.

“We are already in Hell, Ramel. Let him come. I am not afraid of Yahweh.”

I frowned. She may not be afraid of Him, but I was. Plus, I would miss Shem.

“I cannot. I can’t leave Shemhazai; he would die of boredom without me,” I told her, gently running my fingers up and down her back. I smiled as her skin turned to gooseflesh beneath my touch. I loved watching her body react to me. I didn’t think I would ever get enough.

“Bring him too. I have more than enough space,” she said, looking up at me.

I stared down at her, eyes widening in shock. “You would accept Shemhazai into your home as well?” I asked, unsure why anything she did or said surprised me anymore. She was made for me, and I for her. Of course she would not want me to leave behind the only friend I had ever known.

“Absolutely. Bring him here, I would love the company.” She smiled, and my heart warmed despite the growing pit of anxiety that was brewing in my gut. I realized with a start that I was truly considering this.

The potential consequences of abandoning Yahweh were great. He would punish us and exact vengeance; he might hurt Lilith. I growled at the thought and crushed her into me tightly. She squeaked and laughed, squirming happily in my arms.

“I do not want to put you in danger. If I stay here, Yahweh may hurt you.”

“Yahweh and I are evenly matched, Ramel. When He sent me here to run Hell, He inadvertently made me His equal. It was not intentional, but it has been done. We are two sides of the same coin. It is time I start to build my own queendom.”

She cupped my face and kissed me softly. “One where I can promise that neither you nor your friend will be bored.”

Lilith gave me a devious smile, and I couldn’t help but grin back. There was a burning in my chest, and I was overcome with the insatiable need to protect her and make her happy. I didn’t know what the feeling was, but I think it was what Yahweh called love.

I thought I loved Yahweh, but now that I held Lilith in my arms, I realized I had not loved Him—I had feared Him. I knew because I now feared what He would do to Lilith if I drove Him to anger. The realization was earth-shattering, and I couldn’t keep it to myself. Before I could stop myself, the admission rolled off my tongue.

“Lilith, I think that I’m in love with you,” I whispered, marveling at how right the words felt falling from my lips. She nodded, her eyes shining.

“I know that I am in love with you, Ramel,” she replied, and at that moment, it was over for me. I knew I would do anything, even burn down Heaven itself, if it meant I could be with her.

“Okay, I will stay. Just let me talk to Shemhazai.”

She nodded, touching my lips softly. “Of course. I’ll be here when you return.”
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I found Shemhazai lounging by Yahweh’s Sorter of Souls, looking bored as ever. He glanced up at me as I approached and grinned, immediately perking up.

“Tell me everything.” He beamed, just as he did every time I returned from one of my visits to Hell. Though Shemhazai was the General of our choir and much older than I, he did not have the same relationship with the other angels as he seemed to have with me. Shem and I seemed to have been made differently than the others. I wasn’t sure what it was that made our feathers black, but perhaps it was the same thing that made our minds different. We were curious about things we should not be curious about, and we craved things we should not crave.

“Not here,” I said quietly, and Shem immediately looked so conspiratorial I was shocked he managed not to rub his hands together with glee.

“Where should we go?” he asked as I glanced around.

The safest place to speak to him about this, coincidently, would be Hell. Yahweh was all-seeing, but He couldn’t seem to see what happened under Lilith’s roof.

I jerked my head at him and led him to the pearly gates. He followed me without question, shooting a dark look over his shoulder on our way out.

I led him far enough down the path to Hell that I was sure we wouldn’t be overheard. However, I stopped before we crossed the border. He was not permitted to cross into Hell, and if he decided not to come with me, I did not want to damn him.

“Okay, tell me. What’s up?” Shem asked, his green eyes flashing with a dark sort of excitement. I bit my lip but couldn’t stop myself from grinning. The rebellion Lilith had stirred inside me was raising its ugly head, and I liked it.

“I cannot serve Yahweh anymore.” I watched Shemhazai’s face carefully, interested to see how he would react.

At first, he did nothing. He froze in place and searched my face. Then, just as I had hoped, a deadly smile curled across his mouth.

“That is the most interesting thing you have ever said to me, Ramel, and you’ve said some fucking interesting shit lately.”

I laughed and shook my head. I loved how Shem spoke. It had been difficult not to let it rub off on me when we had been in Heaven. It occurred to me that there would be no need for me to monitor the way I spoke in Hell. Lilith would love me no matter what I said or did.

“If not Yahweh, who will you serve?” he asked.

I didn’t hesitate. “Lilith.”

Shem’s eyebrows rose into his hairline, and he cocked his head to the side. “I was not expecting you to say that,” he murmured. He tossed a look over his shoulder, back the way he came. I waited a moment as he seemed to be making some sort of decision in his head. Finally, he turned back to me.

“Take me to meet her. If she impresses me, I will back your petition to leave Yahweh. Fuck, maybe I’ll come with you.” He winked at me, and I smiled.

“I was hoping you would say that.”

I took my friend’s hand and led him down the road to Hell, ignoring the fact that I no longer cared if it were paved with good intentions.


[image: ]


Alexa, play ‘V.A.N’ by Bad Omens

Year: 3663 BC

“Cats choose us; we don’t own them.”


—KRISTIN CAST


Shem grew quiet as I led him deeper into Hell. His amused expression turned pensive, and I watched with glee as his wide eyes drank in the starry sky and the endless sea of black. He didn’t comment, but I could tell he was enthralled.

Lilith didn’t come to greet us, and I knew she would be waiting where I had left her. I was sure she was still relaxing and enjoying the afterglow of the time we had spent together.

Shem quietly took in the manor and slid his hands into his pockets as I led him to Lilith’s bedroom. Swinging the door open, I gestured for him to go inside before following him in.

Lilith rolled over in the midnight bedsheets, barely covered in an ebony robe made of silk. They stared at each other in silence for a long moment, and I watched as Shem’s eyes slid over her body, taking in the way the silk peaked over her nipples and her subtle, exposed cleavage.

Lilith slipped out of bed, tightening her robe around her as she swayed toward us. A muscle in Shem’s jaw pulsed as she moved forward, her eyes never leaving his face. She smiled, and a zip of pleasure shot through my heart at the sight of it.

“Hello, you must be Shem,” she said softly. He looked her up and down and cocked his head to the side in consideration. She began to circle him, and he moved with her, always keeping her in his line of sight.

I was enjoying watching them feel each other out. Shem was much more guarded than I was. He had more life experience and knew how dangerous Lilith might be, but the way they circled each other didn’t necessarily feel hostile; it felt more like a game.

“Ramel has said wonderful things about you, Shemhazai,” Lilith purred, and the corner of Shem’s mouth twitched. He glanced at me, then back to Lilith. She slid closer to him, and he allowed it.

“He says that you are also a disciple of Yahweh,” she continued, taking another smooth step closer. Lilith made no sudden movements as if she were approaching a wild animal. Shem tensed but still did not back away. He gave her a slow, even nod, his green eyes shining with excitement. I, too, was on the edge of my seat. I never knew what to expect with Lilith, and the air was filled with anticipation. I wanted to see what she might do.

Slowly, she reached out and laid her fingers on Shem’s cheek. I watched as the skin on his neck turned to gooseflesh, and my mouth began to water.

They both stood completely still for a long moment and then Shem minutely pressed his head into her palm, accepting her touch. She smiled and ran her fingers into his hair, rubbing his scalp gently just over his ear. He shut his eyes and shuddered with pleasure beneath the methodical rub of her gentle hands.

“Why would Yahweh trap such a stealthy predator in the feathered body of something that so closely resembles prey?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper. Shem’s eyes shot open, and I watched his pupils dilate at her words.

She glided closer, running her other hand up his chest, causing him to look down at her. I realized he was barely breathing.

“Yahweh’s angels have always reminded me of little birds… Cats eat birds, you know,” she hummed into his ear, and he met my gaze over her shoulder, a sinister smile curving on his lips. His hands found her hips, and I watched him brush his thumbs in slow, lazy circles over the silk of her robe. She pulled away from his ear, and he looked down at her, his eyes filling with what I was starting to recognize as lust.

“Wouldn’t you rather be a cat than a bird, Shemhazai?” she asked him. I watched him search her eyes, and I held my breath. Finally, he gave her a very small nod, and the smile that spread across her face could have dropped angels from the sky.

The decay from her fingers crept across Shem’s cheeks, and I watched as she forced him into his angel form. He roared in what sounded like a cross between pain and ecstasy as she stripped him of his wings, rotting them out of existence before my eyes. Just as she had melted the jungle cat into the earth, she melted away Shem’s old form and gave him new life. He was reborn as a black cat, and I knew he was no longer of Yahweh. He was of Lilith, and he was no longer an angel. He was a demon.

She bent down and slipped her hands under the crooks of his forearms and lifted him up, rubbing her nose happily against his little black cat nose.

“A cat’s eyes are the windows to the soul,” she told him, her voice soft and full of love. To my absolute pleasure, he began to purr loudly. Curling Shemhazai into her chest, she turned to face me.

“What about you, Ramel?” she asked me, with that ever-present smile still painted on her perfect, pink lips. “Are you ready to shed your wings for something more suited to you?”

“Hell yes,” I whispered, wrapping my hands around her waist and pulling her into me, Shem purring loudly between us.

With a stroke of her hand, I felt the painful burden of Yahweh’s wings burn away, and I was reborn in shadow. My own hands turned black and became stained with death as she shrouded me in night, crowning me her Reaper of Nightmares. I felt the darkness thrum through me and had never felt more complete or alive. This was who I was and who I had always been meant to be.

I was Lilith’s nightmare, and I belonged to her and her alone.
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Year: 3663 BC

“The devil and Satan, the deceiver of the whole world—he was thrown down to the earth, and his angels were thrown down with him.”


–REVELATION 12:9, ESV


Ihad fallen in love with Lilith quickly, but Shem fell even faster. Lilith taught him about death and pleasure. Between the two of us, Lilith and I helped Shemhazai see Yahweh’s lies, though it didn’t take much.

“I always knew He was a fucking prick. I just didn’t realize how deep it went.” Shem scowled one day. Lilith was curled between us in bed, and I watched hungrily as Shem laid gentle kisses down the side of her neck.

“He is angry that you have not returned,” she said, looking up at me as Shem continued his leisurely exploration down her side. I reached out and stroked her face, feeling the usual tug at my heart that seemed to happen every time I touched her. I loved her so much that it made my chest tighten and my eyes burn. She had given me everything when I had not even known that I had nothing.

“Fuck Him,” Shem growled against her flesh. He lifted her arm, sucking and nipping at the skin on her ribs. “Mmm… I never realized how much I like putting my mouth on things,” he murmured, more to himself than either of us. I chuckled as he nipped at the side of her breast. She shivered beneath him, and I reached out to pinch the tip of her nipple, a thrill of adrenaline coursing through me as I watched her body writhe for us. I loved that we had the power to make her react like that.

“You need to officially tell Him that you are leaving Heaven,” she sighed, leisurely stroking her fingers through my hair. “He has been sending an angel each day for months to collect you. I have held the gates, but it would be easier if we could end this amicably.”

I made eye contact with Shem and pursed my lips. “I will go. You stay here to keep her safe.”

Shem nodded, his eyes darkening. He wrapped his arm around her soft waist and tugged her closer to him possessively.

She laughed, softly smiling up at us. “You two are sweet, but I do not need your protection. Neither Yahweh nor His angels can take me from Hell against my will.”

“We will protect you anyway,” I growled, leaning in and claiming her mouth. I stroked her tongue firmly to remind her that she was mine and that I would burn the world to the ground for her if it came to that.
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I left for Heaven, and the brightness burned more than it ever had before. The darkness in me had spread, and I was now a black stain in the middle of an endless expanse of purity. I fucking loved it.

Yahweh waited for me by the Sorter of Souls with Rafael, an archangel who had served beneath me in our choir.

I had been stronger than Rafael as an angel, but the Reaper that Lilith had gifted me was stronger still. Even Yahweh did not strike terror into my heart the way He once had. The power and control that He exacted on me through my angel form had been removed, and I could freely refuse Him now in a way that I had never been able to before.

“You have sinned, Ramel,” Yahweh boomed, His voice echoing through the vast expanse of Heaven. I curled a lip at Him in disdain, and Rafael’s wings quivered in fury. Slowly, more and more angels floated out through the clouds, their many eyes watching. I tensed, worried for a moment that they would attack, but soon found that they were just observing.

They were curious.

Never before had one of God’s angels defied Him. This was an opportunity. Lilith had said she wanted to build a queendom in Hell. Well, this was my chance to gather recruits.

“Please, oh great mighty Yahweh. How have I sinned? Enlighten me,” I drawled, ensuring my tone was every bit as patronizing as I intended it to be. I examined the fingernails on my death-ridden hands and felt my mouth curl at the nervous ripple of feathers that rustled through the audience of angels.

Yahweh’s fury was palpable, but I was not afraid. I was no longer His to punish.

“You have fallen into the temptations of the Devil! You have laid with a demon and accepted an unholy gift unto yourself! Look at you! You are a demon yourself!” Yahweh bellowed.

I raised an eyebrow. “I have, and I am.” I agreed, smiling. The angels exchanged looks with their many eyes, clearly taken aback by my lack of shame or remorse.

“I am of Lilith now. Shemhazai and I willingly leave the path of light in favor of knowledge, pleasure, and balance. Anyone who wishes to do the same is welcome to join us in Hell. We have plenty of space.” I grinned at the hovering forms of the angels that surrounded us. They stared at me while Yahweh fumed. I looked at the many wings and eyes of Yahweh’s creations and remembered how much pain my angel form had brought me. I softened at the thought.

“If you tire of being punished for sins you have not committed and long for a reprieve from the pain that Yahweh calls repentance, join us. Lilith does not cage her followers in bodies that bring pain.” I held up a midnight hand, examining it fondly. “Lilith’s gifts are filled with pleasure.”

“I damn you, Ramel. I damn you and Shemhazai. You are failures, and you risk your immortal souls for this foolish attempt at rebellion. I created you. Without me, you are nothing!”

I snorted and pointed a death-ridden finger at Yahweh in rage.

“I’m sick of your fucking lies, Yahweh. You may have created me, but what you offer is nothing. Nothing but blind obedience and undeserved shame. Lilith offers everything. Lilith offers me the chance to choose. I love her, and so does Shemhazai.” I turned to the congregation of angels. “I can promise that you will love her too if you get the chance to meet her.”

To my astonishment, the angels began to shift into their human forms, and many of them walked to stand behind me. Their faces were full of curiosity and what looked like hope.

Yahweh sneered at me. Many angels stayed with Him, including Rafael. However, it would seem I had recruited enough to start a small army.

“You will be punished,” Yahweh warned, His many faces contorted with rage. I regarded him coolly.

“I do not care what you do to me,” I said, and it was the truth. All I wanted was for Lilith to have everything she deserved and to not be lonely anymore.

“It is not you that will be punished. Your love for her condemns her. I will hurt her for this,” Yahweh threatened, and I narrowed my eyes on Him.

“If you touch her, I will spend an eternity learning how to unmake you,” I snarled, and the darkness in my soul expanded, tainting His precious, burning-white heavenscape.

“Get out!” Yahweh boomed, watching in horror as I poisoned the purity of His perfect space with my rot and shadows.

“Gladly,” I sneered before leading my new legion of demons from Heaven down to Hell, where we belonged.
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Year: 3663 BC

“Jealousy is no more than feeling alone against smiling enemies.”


—ELIZABETH BOWEN


Lilith was so shocked when I returned with sixty-six curious Watchers in tow that I worried for a moment she might faint. Hazai, on the other hand, looked like a cat who had just caught the fattest rat of its life.

“Welcome,” Lilith greeted the angels as they floated through the gates of Hell, their lidless eyes wide with awe. Lilith frowned at them as they filed in.

“I can feel their pain,” she whispered to me as I slid my palms around her soft waist from behind. I pulled her in close and dropped a kiss on top of her head.

“The angel form is designed to be a form of torture. Yahweh says it is to remind us of the repercussions of sin.”

Lilith wrapped her little hands around my index fingers and squeezed. “That’s so horrible,” she murmured, and I loved that she cared so much about these beings she owed nothing to.

I leaned forward and pressed my lips close to her ear, knowing my breath would send shivers of pleasure down her spine. “Change them. Make them like us.”

She squirmed in my arms, and I smiled against her, biting the skin on her neck softly.

The angels watched us, and I looked up at them without removing my lips from her neck. I growled quietly at them. I was happy that we had the beginnings of the queendom that Lilith deserved, but I didn’t want them getting any ideas about her. She was mine.

“Okay, I will change them,” Lilith agreed. Hazai came to stand next to us. He coiled a long strand of her honey-brown hair around one of his fingers. With a half-cocked smile on his face, he watched the angels take in their new surroundings.

“Shit just got really fucking interesting,” he purred, glancing at me. I smirked at him.

“I have a feeling it’s only going to get more fun from here,” I murmured as Lilith pulled away from me to speak with the angels. They gathered around her like she was the sun and they were starved for warmth. I smiled as she gently stroked their ivory feathers, promising them she would take away their pain.

Hazai nodded, his grin widening. “We’re going to need to make some changes.”
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After Lilith had gifted all sixty-six angels with a demon of their own, I scooped her into my arms and took her to our room.

She was exhausted but happy. The first demon she had changed was Arteqoph. He had taken the form of a massive snake-man hybrid with a cobra hood that spanned out under his arms. The rest of the demons had taken equally interesting shapes. There were bat demons and some that resembled half-formed humans. These types of demons were all sinew and bone, boasting exposed muscle that glistened in the starlight. Lilith did not gift any of the others with a Reaper the way she had me. Shemhazai was also the only one who had manifested a cat demon, which I found interesting. Despite this fact, they were all still terrifying and magnificent. Each of them looked at Lilith with what I could immediately tell were the beginnings of unbreakable loyalty. She had taken their pain from them, and they would never be the same again.

When we made it to the room, the three of us went straight to bed. Hazai crawled in first and held his arms out to me. I passed him Lilith, and he tucked her in between his legs. He removed her crown and handed it to me as I left to find her hairbrush. This had become a little nightly ritual. The two of us would groom her and pamper her before bed for no other reason than it made us happy to touch her, and she seemed to love it, too.

Sliding into bed next to them, I began separating her hair into manageable parts and running the brush through her burnt butterscotch locks. Hazai wrapped a hand around her throat and tilted her head up, leaving a feather-soft kiss on her lips. I watched her smile against him and felt my heart flutter with happiness.

I had never known each day could feel like this. I was always so happy now; I couldn’t even remember what my life had been like without her in it.

“We will need to build them all homes,” Lilith said thoughtfully. Shem and I nodded.

“Yes, and we will need to work out some sort of hierarchy or governing system. I have a feeling our populace will continue to grow as the Watchers begin to see how much better it is to live here than in Heaven with Yahweh,” I murmured.

“What did you have in mind?” Lilith asked, her green eyes flashing with excitement.

“You will obviously be our little Hell Queen,” Hazai said, dropping a kiss on her head as I continued to brush her hair. “And Ramel will be your King.”

“What about you? Do you want to be my King too?” she asked, and Hazai chuckled, shaking his head.

“Nah. Kings have too many responsibilities. And they never seem to have enough time for naps.”

Lilith burst into uncontrollable giggles. “You would give up a throne in favor of naps?” she asked, twisting around to look at him. He grinned at her and kissed her nose.

“Sure would,” he said, smirking. “Plus, we need someone to lead the armies and patrol the mortal realm. That’s much more up my alley.”

Lilith’s eyes widened. “Armies?”

I nodded, agreeing with Shem. “Of course, we will need armies. We need to protect you at all costs. Yahweh is not happy. If He hurts you, there will be hell to pay.” I assured her, reaching out to curl my finger under her chin.

“He will not hurt us. He cannot take me from Hell against my will. Besides, we will protect each other,” she promised, and Hazai tightened his grip on her possessively. I put down the brush and crawled between their legs, leaning forward to kiss her firmly on the lips. She moaned into my mouth, and Hazai ground into her at the sound.

“We will protect you, Lilith. Nothing matters in this world if you are not a part of it,” I whispered against her, and she cupped the side of my face, smiling up at me.

“I am the luckiest demon in all the worlds,” she said quietly.

Shem chuckled, and I watched as he ran his hand up to cup her breast beneath me. I grew hard as he gripped the tip of her nipple over her shroud of shadows, making her squirm.

“Let us show you just how lucky you are, little Hell Queen,” he murmured into her ear, and I smirked as her cheeks flushed pink with need.

“Show me,” she said, and we spent the rest of the night making sure she knew how much she meant to us.
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The next morning, we left our room to find the rest of the demons had congregated in the large, empty dining hall Lilith had built for herself. Angels and demons had no actual need to eat food, but Lilith tried it and found the experience enjoyable. She built the dining hall with the intent that perhaps one day she would have enough company to entertain and impress the same way she had seen mortals do.

She explained this to us as we waited for the demons to settle down, and I decided then that we would need to delegate and assign tasks to each of the creatures before us. I wanted to make Hell everything Lilith had always dreamed it could be, and now we had the demon power to do so.

We spent that first day working with the other demons to make a plan: which of them were most interested in helping to build homes, who wanted to be in charge of recruiting more citizens, and who wanted to be in charge of things like meals and entertainment.

Everyone seemed eager and excited to help. There was a certain level of excitement in the air as if all of us knew this was the start of something wonderful and new.

I was working with Hazai on getting some blueprints started when I noticed Art was speaking to Lilith.

“I think we should keep the black theme going. Wouldn’t it be cool if the homes were reflective? They would look like they’re burning with starfire if we made them out of black obsidian,” Hazai said thoughtfully, but I couldn’t focus.

I couldn’t look away from Art and Lilith. Something about the way he was talking to her was making me angry, but I couldn’t put my finger on what it was. He was speaking to her the same way Hazai and I always did. I watched as he ran his fingers lazily up and down her arm and curled a piece of her hair between his fingers.

The longer I watched, the more enraged I felt. I didn’t understand why I was so angry; he wasn’t doing anything wrong. He leaned forward to kiss her, and something in me snapped.

I ripped into my Reaper form and sank into shadow, manifesting between the two of them.

“Oh, hey, Ramel.” Art smiled at me, though it slipped off his face the moment he took in my rage. I didn’t respond. I wrapped my death-ridden hand around his throat and lifted him off the ground.

“Ramel, what are you doing?” Hazai barked just as I crushed Art’s neck between my fingers. I flooded him with my death magic and watched with a burning chest full of rage as his immortal body turned to rot before me. He fell in stinking chunks to the ground, his eyes wide with pain and fear as he looked up at me in horror at what I had done to him.

“Mine,” I spat at him, still possessed with mindless fury. Everyone in the hall had gone silent at my violent outburst. One of the demons tried to step forward to the writhing mess I had made of Art, and I snarled at them.

A tiny hand reached out to touch my death-soaked fingers, and I whirled, snarling again, to find Lilith looking at me with an expression full of concern.

“Ramel. Let’s go back to the room,” she said gently, and I felt my anger suddenly melt away. I looked down at Art and felt a pang of something unpleasant in my chest. Was it guilt? What had I just done? Why had I just done that?

“Ramel, take me to our room,” Lilith repeated, and I nodded silently, scooping her up and crushing her into my chest before stalking away. Shem followed behind silently, though I didn’t miss the way he quietly ordered one of the demons to get a healer to help Art recover from what I had done to him.

I was shaking by the time we made it to the bedroom, though this time not with rage. I put Lilith down and began pacing. My mind was whirling. Why had I just done that? I had never done anything like that before.

“Ramel…” Lilith said gently, laying a hand on my arm. Her touch caused me to pause, and I met her eyes. Both Shemhazai and her were staring at me with conflicted expressions.

“I’m sorry,” I said, swallowing. “I don’t know why I did that.” My voice was rough. I glanced at Shem. “Is he going to be alright?” I asked, and Hazai nodded, though he didn’t smile.

“He will be, but that definitely fucking hurt, man. Probably worse than his angel form ever did.”

That feeling that I was now sure was guilt crashed through me. “Fuck, I’m sorry. I don’t know what got into me.” I turned to Lilith, “I saw him go to kiss you, and I just lost it.”

Lilith’s eyes widened. “I see,” she said quietly. She gestured to the bed, indicating that she wanted me to sit. I collapsed on the edge and dropped my head into my hands, but Lilith came forward and tilted my head up to face her.

“That feeling is called jealousy,” she informed me. “It means that you do not want to share me.”

“What?” I choked, not following.

“It’s okay, Ramel. I don’t mind saving my body just for you.”

I frowned at her, confused. “That doesn’t make any sense. I don’t mind sharing you with Hazai.” I pointed out, glancing over at him. He was watching me carefully, with his hands in his pockets.

On the contrary, I loved sharing her with Hazai. I liked watching him touch her. I had seen him kiss her a thousand times. So why had it bothered me when Art had done it?

She smiled at me. “Okay. I will save my body for you and Shemhazai then if that is what you wish.”

“I don’t understand it,” I rasped, my voice cracking, and she laughed softly.

“Must you? Does it matter why you feel this way? Isn’t it just enough that you do, and I am willing to respect that?”

I frowned, glancing at Shem again, who gave me a crooked smile and a shrug.

“I agree with Lil. If you’re going to shred up one of our people every time someone touches her, it’s probably best if she saves herself just for us.”

I nodded, still feeling strange about the whole scenario. Shem’s smirk widened.

“Just to be clear, I will not be held to the same standard. I’m still fucking whoever I want.”

I thought about that and imagined him touching Art. I did not get the same feeling. Jealousy, Lilith had called it.

“That’s fine, I don’t care who you fuck,” I agreed once I was sure that was true.

I turned my attention back to Lilith and cupped her face in my hands. Kissing her gently on her perfect lips, I relished in the moan she hummed against me.

“I love you,” I whispered against her, and she smiled, crawling up into my lap and wrapping her arms around me.

“I love you, too.”
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Year: 2667 BC

“A cat has nine lives. For three he plays, for three he strays, and for the last three, he stays.”


—ENGLISH PROVERB


We spent the next thousand years or so building homes for the Fallen. That’s what we called our people, considering Yahweh claimed they had ‘fallen’ from grace. The three of us thought it had a bit of a ring to it. The original sixty-six who first followed me from Heaven to Hell maintained the title of Watchers. Lilith thought it was hilarious.

“He has stolen so much from me,” she had cooed when we made the decision to name them our council. “Now I have stolen His Watchers from Him.”

This concept of stealing ideas is what initially led Shemhazai to leave us for long periods of time. He became more and more fascinated with the mortal realm, and the longer he spent roaming the human continents, the more morally depraved they seemed to become.

I sat with Lilith in the now full library one afternoon as she flicked through several souls in the catalog, smirking to herself as she read their updated data before sending them back up to Yahweh.

“They certainly are getting… adventurous, aren’t they?” she giggled as she observed the soul of a man who had decided he wished to know what it would be like to fuck a goat.

“I don’t think Yahweh will take that one back,” I observed, raising an eyebrow. Why someone would ever want to fuck a goat was beyond me, though I had a feeling Hazai likely had something to do with it.

As if my thoughts had summoned him, Hazai waltzed into the library. He had his General’s helmet tucked beneath his arm and was wearing his fighting leathers. His helmet was gold and cast in the shape of a cat’s head with fangs that dripped down each side of his head when he wore it. He also wore a thick gold pectoral breastplate and matching cuffs on his wrists.

“You’re looking… different.” I observed, taking in his attire. He smirked at me.

“I’ve been spending a lot of time in Egypt. They think cats are gods there.” His eyes twinkled with mischief just as Lilith turned from the catalog.

“Shemhazai!” she squealed, launching herself into his arms. “You’re home!”

He dropped his helmet in favor of returning her hug and spun her around, chuckling.

“Hello, my little Hell Queen. Miss me?” he asked, and she tilted her head back so he could kiss her.

“Of course! You must tell us everything! Where have you been? What have you been up to?”

“Oh, Lilith, where haven’t I been? The mortal realm is wild. I have so much to tell you both.” He grinned.

I came forward and clapped him on the back, returning his smile. “Let’s get something to eat, and you can tell us all about it.”
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We had a feast that night, and Shem filled us in on his adventures. Lilith sat on my lap on our throne, and Shem lounged in his seat to our right while we oversaw the feast.

“The mortals are so easily corrupted,” he informed us as he sipped his wine. “All it takes is a gentle push, and all of a sudden, they’re fucking animals or inventing sacrificial ceremonies.”

I laughed, shaking my head. I knew he had something to do with humans’ recent fascination with bestiality. Yahweh was going to be so delightfully disgusted. Lilith, however, looked concerned.

“Perhaps you should slow it down, Shemhazai. I have noticed an influx of souls due to the increased murder rates. Yahweh has sent several angels to warn us that He is not happy with your antics. I’m worried He will take it out on the mortals instead of us.”

Shem sighed. “I can’t help it. They’re just so creative. It’s a shame that Yahweh keeps them chained with morality. All it seems to take is a small seed of corruption, and a forest of perversion grows within them. It’s phenomenal,” he purred, and I grinned at him.

“What else have you learned?”

“Well, lately, I’ve been pretty interested in marriage,” he said thoughtfully.

“Yes, I have heard of that. Yahweh originally wanted me to be Adam’s wife.” She wrinkled her nose at this, and I felt a flash of rage at her words. I dropped my hands to her hips and ground her ass into my cock to remind her who she belonged to.

She giggled and leaned back into my chest, kissing me on the underside of my jaw.

“Shh, I am yours,” she murmured against me, and I felt the fire in my chest cool slightly.

Shem was watching us, his eyes shining with amusement. “Still a jealous little bastard I see,” he chuckled, taking another sip of his wine. “I hope I’m still invited to bed tonight.”

I shot him a glare.

“Of course you are, asshole.” I slid my hands between Lilith’s legs and growled. “I’ve missed watching you eat this little pussy. She looks so good coming in your mouth,” I murmured, nipping the side of Lilith’s neck hard enough that she squeaked and squirmed in my arms. Shem chuckled darkly.

“Not nearly as much as I’ve missed tasting her,” he assured me, reaching over to pinch her chin between his fingers. “Are you going to show me how well you can come, Lilith?” he asked softly, and she nodded, her own eyes darkening with need.

I felt myself grow hard in anticipation. It was always a long night when Shem came home. I was looking forward to the end of the feast so that we could retire to the room.

“Anyway, what is it you were saying about marriage?” I asked, remembering he had been about to tell us something. Hazai’s eyes brightened, and he released Lilith’s chin.

“Ah, yes. I think we should bring our own version of marriage to Hell.”

“For what reason?” Lilith asked, cocking her head to the side.

“For one, it offers protection to the mortals who partake. In the human realm, marriage is a claiming of sorts, and in theory, it protects females from being claimed by men who aren’t their husbands. It’s also a handy legal joining of assets.

“I know that since Ramel’s little… episode with Art, you have been working on changing demons who identify as female into bodies they feel more comfortable in.”

This had been a relatively new development. Yahweh always forced angels into male bodies. In an effort to divert male attention away from Lilith, we inquired if any of the demons we recruited had any interest in assuming more feminine forms.

Much to our surprise, we learned that there were many angels who wished they could live their lives on the female end of the spectrum. Lilith had been horrified that they’d never been asked this question or been given this option before and had done a great deal of research, working tirelessly to make it happen.

Lilith nodded, her eyes shining in excitement. “Please, continue.”

Shem’s expression grew grave. “Yahweh does not allow angels to indulge in sins of the flesh. There have been several instances where I have come across an angel who has crossed paths with a female demon and decided that bedding them does not count as a sin the same way bedding a human would.”

Lilith frowned. “That makes no sense. Why do they not engage in sexual relations with each other if that is the case?”

Shem shrugged, draining the rest of his wine. “If you haven’t stuck your dick in something for several millennia, I assume desperation would begin to outweigh reason.”

Both Lilith and I nodded.

“I have seen it happen with both males and females, but it is most common with our women. I’m wondering if marriage might be a way to offer protection to demons who do not wish to couple outside of their predetermined arrangements?”

“I love this idea,” Lilith breathed, glancing back at me. “Perhaps we can take the human marriage ceremony and strengthen it somehow, but I will need to do some research…”

I smiled at her. There was nothing Lilith loved more than research.

We finished eating, and Shemhazai stood up to stretch, shooting us both a suggestive look.

“I’m going to head back to the room. I’ll meet you two there.”

“I want to head to the library and see what I can find on marriage,” Lilith said, looking up at me in excitement. I tried not to scowl. The last thing I wanted to do was spend the night in the library with her and a bunch of dusty books. I wanted to go back to the room and watch her come all over Hazai’s face. It had been several hundred years since the three of us had been together, and I suddenly felt like I couldn’t wait another minute.

Hazai clearly felt the same. He and I exchanged a dark look before Shem seemed to get an idea.

“Why don’t you go to the library Ram? Grab some books to bring back to the room. Lilith and I will shower and get ready for bed.” He leaned down and cupped Lilith’s face softly. “You can read after we’re done with you.”

She smiled up at him, and I growled against her, tracing light circles over the tops of her thighs with my thumbs.

“I think that’s a great idea,” I murmured into her hair, and she giggled.

“Okay.” She twisted in my lap and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. “We’ll meet you back in the room.
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I collected several volumes that I thought would be a good start. I had spent enough time in the library with Lilith to know how her brilliant little mind worked and which books she would likely need to start her new research project.

Once I felt I had enough reading material to last her several hours, I made my way back to the room. I found myself wondering if Yahweh would truly take action against Shemhazai’s antics. The more followers He lost to what He considered to be moral decay, the more He would likely come to resent us. Not that He needed help in that department.

I enjoyed the idea of Him stewing up there, getting all worked up over His creations doing ridiculous things like fucking goats. What I didn’t like was the idea that our antics might drive Him to some kind of action or stand against Lilith.

I took solace in the fact that he could not touch her in Hell. He and His angels could come here, yes, but they could not remove her against her will. With that cheerful thought in mind, I swung open the door to our room and stopped in my tracks.

I felt rage ignite in my veins. I couldn’t believe what I was looking at.

Lilith was hanging from a beam on the ceiling. She was naked, bound, and gagged. Her wrists were tied together over her head, and her perfect little toes were barely grazing the floor. My first thought was ‘where the fuck was Shemhazai?!’ Then, my gaze caught movement out of the corner of my eye.

I realized with a start that Shemhazai was behind her. I watched his hands snake around her soft, voluptuous waist and reach up to cup both of her breasts. She moaned into her gag as he leisurely played with her nipples, and I dropped the books on the floor.

He popped his head out from behind her and gave me a dark smile.

“Hey, Ram. Care to join me?” he asked, and for the first time in my life, I was furious with him.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing!?” I roared, storming forward. Rot began to build at my fingertips and dripped onto the floor in my wake.

Shem slipped around Lilith and placed himself between us. He hissed at me, and I saw a flash of his demon form in the green firelight.

“Relax. Let me explain before you try to rot me.”

I froze, and we stared at each other for a long moment. Shemhazai and I were evenly matched. If anything, he may even be stronger than I was. Coming up against him would be catastrophic. It was for this reason and our long-standing friendship that I allowed him a chance to explain himself.

Once he was sure I was not going to attack him, the tension released from his body, and he gazed at me with a dangerous smirk. Turning, he looked at Lilith as she struggled against her restraints.

He began to slowly prowl around her, like a predator circling his prey. She squeezed her thighs together as he dragged his fingertips lightly over her flesh. I felt myself harden suddenly and frowned. Why was this turning me on?

Meeting Lilith’s gaze, I realized that though she smelled slightly of fear, it was the type of fear that was born from excitement and anticipation.

“I’ve seen you wrap your hand around her throat while you fuck her, Ramel.” Shem purred as he continued to circle her, his hands never leaving her body. She moaned again, and I watched her ribs quickly expand and contract as Hazai grazed his fingers lower.

Her nipples hardened, and I licked my lips, feeling my cock pulse between my legs.

“Are you telling me you’ve never wondered what it would be like to tie her up?”

I glanced at Shem, feeling confused but so fucking aroused I could barely stand it. I knew what he was referring to. Often, in the throes of passion, I would find myself holding her down or pulling her toward me, even when she became oversensitive and tried to jerk away.

Seeing her like this now, and knowing that I could do anything I wanted to her and she wouldn’t be able to get away… Fuck, why was that so incredibly fucking hot?

This was exactly the type of thing that Yahweh would have condemned, which made the act even more appealing.

“Are you going to hurt her?”

“Only if she’s bad,” Shemhazai said, his voice dark and full of amusement. He came to stop in front of her, looking up at her face. Reaching up, he clapped his palm firmly against her cheek. She groaned against her gag and rubbed her cheek into his hand. My eyes widened.

“See? She likes it,” Shem purred, and she whimpered. “Are you going to be a good girl, Lilith?” he asked, and she nodded fervently against his hand. My cock throbbed again, and I found I was rubbing myself over my pants.

Shem turned to me, and he smirked when he saw what I was doing. “I have seen the mortals do this to each other, and I’ve been dying to give it a try. Are you with me?”

I looked up at Lilith again and took in the undeniable spark of excitement in her eyes. The Reaper she had planted in me prowled just beneath the surface. Lilith had never wanted Shem or me to be lily-white knights. She wanted us just the way we were. There was no denying that this was turning me the fuck on, and I knew she would want me to follow my instincts, just as she had told me to that first night she had taught me what pleasure was.

I felt a sinister smile curl on my own lips, and I nodded. “Of course I’m with you, Shemhazai.” I stalked closer, letting my eyes roll over Lilith’s prone body. I licked my lips. “What do you want to do to her?” I asked, and she whimpered again, rubbing her thighs together in anticipation. Both Shem and I smirked.

“I want to get her wet for you, then I want to watch you fuck her while she’s bound like this,” he said, and I growled in agreement.

I stalked forward, gripping Lilith’s cheeks firmly and forcing her to pucker over the cloth gag Shem had tied around her mouth.

“Did you hear that, Lilith? Hazai is going to make your little pussy wet for me, and then I’m going to fuck you senseless.”

She moaned into the gag, and I smiled.

“I don’t know what you just said, my love, but I’m going to assume it was a ‘fuck yes, Ramel.’” I let go of her face and stepped back, gesturing for Shem to take my place.

“Let’s see how wet you can make her.” I smirked, looking Lilith in the eye as I said it.

Shem grinned and dropped to his knees before her. He grabbed her by the ankles and threw her legs over his shoulders, positioning her directly in front of his face.

He let out a low growl, and her skin rippled with gooseflesh as he laid soft kisses on the inside of her thighs. I watched hungrily as he reached up between her legs and spread her wide open, exposing her petal-pink pussy to us. She was panting into her gag, and I could already see how wet she was getting.

She was loving this.

Shem slid a finger inside her, and I knew he was pressing against her G-spot from the way she immediately arched. She strained to put her clit closer to his mouth. I chuckled at her eagerness, reaching down to rub my aching cock through my pants again.

“Fuck, she wants it so bad,” Shem breathed against her. He closed his eyes and inhaled.

“Do you want it, Lilith? Do you want Shemhazai to lick your pussy for you?” I asked as I undid my pants and pulled myself out. My whole body was humming with need. This felt just like the first time I had fucked her.

It was a reckoning.

A turning point.

I had never been so turned on in my life.

She whimpered into her gag and groaned, arching again to indicate that, yes, she did want it.

“Do it, Hazai. Lick it, I want to watch her come in your mouth.” I urged him, and he did. He buried his face into her and lapped and sucked. Soon, the room was filled with her muffled cries, and she had made a sopping mess of his face.

I stroked myself as I watched him pleasure her, my cock throbbing in my hand. Finally, she came, and I groaned as she rode out her orgasm against his lips. When she was done and panting, he smiled against her and gave her a tender kiss against her sensitive clit. She jerked in her restraints, and he stood, sliding behind her and gripping her hips. He looked over at me and jerked his head toward me.

“I’ll hold her while you fuck her,” he growled, and I nodded, coming to stand before her. I drank in her heaving chest and her heavy-lidded eyes. Her nipples were peaked, and she was shaking from the aftermath of her orgasm. I knew we would never be going back to the way things had been. This was hot as fuck.

I grabbed her thighs and wrapped her legs around my waist while Shem helped me position her against my cock.

I didn’t hesitate. Immediately, I slammed into her, and she screamed into her gag. I found that the muffled sound just made me want to fuck her harder.

“You’re fucking soaking,” I groaned, reveling in how good she felt wrapped around me. “Hazai got you so fucking wet. You loved getting your little pussy licked, didn’t you?” I asked her and stroked the side of her face as I plunged in and out of her. She murmured something unintelligible against her gag, and I grinned, relishing in how soft and tight she felt as I fucked her. I paid attention to her breathing and felt my heart rate increase as her breaths quickly became more ragged. My balls tightened as I realized she was going to come again just from the feeling of me being inside of her. I pinched the base of my cock to keep myself from losing control. I wanted to send her over the edge more than I wanted to draw my next breath.

“Is she close?” Shem asked, sounding short of breath.

I gritted my teeth together as I felt her clench around me. “Yeah, she’s clenching,” I grit out. “Go harder.”

Hazai grunted in acknowledgment and increased his pressure on her hips, driving her into me as I thrust forward. With Shem’s help, I brought her to climax a second time, chasing her pleasure with my own. All three of us groaned as she came, and Shem fondled her breast from behind, pressing his mouth into her ear. “Good girl, Lilith,” he purred as she screamed into her gag. “Come all over that fucking cock.”

Her pussy pulsed around me as I continued to thrust. I wanted to make sure I drew every last drop of ecstasy from her as I finished inside her.

Finally, she began to come down from her high, and Shem and I cut the restraints from her wrists. We removed her gag and laid her in between us on the bed, showering her with affection and praise.

The desire to be tender and gentle with her after we had been so rough came instinctively, and we both stroked her and soothed her as she lay between us.

“You did so well, I’m so proud of you,” I murmured into her neck.

“You’re amazing. You’re so fucking perfect, Lil,” Shemhazai purred, leaving featherlight kisses down the other side of her throat.

I didn’t think it was possible to love her more than I already did, but in that moment, I realized she truly loved us unconditionally, and there was something so pure and special about that. Yahweh’s love had been based on all sorts of conditions. Lilith’s love was bottomless.

She stroked us and smiled, kissing each of us tenderly.

“I told you that you would never be bored if you came to live with me,” she sighed before falling asleep in our arms.
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Year: 2348 BC

“So the Lord said, ‘I will blot out man whom I have created from the face of the land, man and animals and creeping things and birds of the heavens, for I am sorry that I have made them.’”


–GENESIS 6:7, ESV


Several hundred years later, Lilith and I were relaxing in the library, leisurely cataloging a fresh batch of souls, when suddenly Shemhazai exploded through the doors. We hadn’t seen him in nearly a century, and Lilith’s initial excitement at his return immediately turned to concern once we had a moment to take in his appearance.

He was in his fighting leathers again, but he was soaked from head to toe, his wet hair plastered against his forehead and his green eyes wild with panic.

“What happened!?” Lilith cried, and I leapt to my feet, my spine tingling with a sudden sense of dread.

“He’s lost it. He’s finally fucking lost it,” Shem hissed, the blood draining from his face as he approached.

“Who’s lost it?” I asked, though I already knew the answer.

“Yahweh.” He turned his wide eyes to Lilith, a pained look of devastation crossing his face. “He’s flooded the entire fucking planet.”
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The influx of souls was unprecedented, and Lilith quickly became inconsolable. So many souls were forced to remain in limbo while our teams struggled to keep up with the massive intake. Millions of them lost several generations of residual knowledge due to Yahweh’s flood, and mankind more or less needed to start over.

“This will be a massive blow to the progress of their species,” Lilith whispered as she furiously ran through life after life in the catalog. “How could He do this? I knew He was upset, but I never thought He would do this.”

No matter what Shem or I did, we could not pull Lilith from the throes of despair. She worked day and night to get as many souls cataloged as quickly as possible. She stopped sleeping, and the light slowly began to die from her eyes.

I was enraged at what Yahweh had done, not because I particularly cared about mankind, but because I cared about Lilith.

I found her one day, sobbing over the glowing dome of the catalog, and I pulled her into my arms, rage and concern at war in my chest.

“Lilith, what is it? Please don’t cry; you’re doing all that you can,” I murmured into her hair, and she shook against me. Each tear she shed split a piece of my heart. Each sob made me want to burn the world to the ground.

“You don’t understand. I’m losing some of them. Some of them have deteriorated to the point where they cannot be reincarnated,” she whispered against me, quivering in my arms. “He calls me the devil, but what He has done is unforgivable. So many innocent souls, gone forever.”

My love for her fueled my anger and my hatred for Yahweh. I had known that He would try to hurt her, but I hadn’t expected Him to do something like this. He couldn’t get her to leave Hell against her will, but He hadn’t needed to. He had managed to hurt her just the same.

That night, she collapsed from exhaustion. I found her unconscious on the ground before the catalog, and I nearly smashed the fucking thing to pieces. Knowing that destroying her invention would only hurt her more, I summoned Shemhazai instead.

Hazai and I tucked her into bed, watching as tears continued to stream down her cheeks, even in sleep. We hovered over her while she rested, neither of us able to form words. I was shaking with rage, and Shem was white with fury. I had never seen him so angry.

“We cannot allow this to go unpunished,” I finally said, my voice quivering in the darkness of our bedroom. Shem clenched his fists at his sides.

“No. We cannot,” he hissed, his pupils dilating to a pinpoint. “Yahweh will pay for this.”

We looked at each other, our limitless love for Lilith burning between us.

“Tomorrow, we go to war,” I announced, and Shemhazai nodded.

“Yeah. Tomorrow,” he agreed, and that was how the first war between Heaven and Hell began.
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Earth became a battlefield.

Yahweh’s angels and Lilith’s demons clashed through the echoing emptiness of Earth’s continents for nearly a century. Without a thriving population of mortals to rule, Yahweh and His angels had time and energy to spare. Lilith, on the other hand, grew more and more weak and tired as she continued to try to save the never-ending flow of souls trapped in limbo.

Shemhazai led legions of demons into battle, and it soon became apparent as to why his initial title had been General when he had been serving Yahweh.

Shem and I had always loved the game of chess, and planning for battle was very similar. The basic concept was the same. Sacrifice the pawns to protect the queen. War strategy came naturally to us, and before long, I found myself wondering why we hadn’t fucked around and started a war sooner.

I loved it.

I loved the cutting and the stabbing. I reveled in the sprays of crimson that exploded from angelic bodies as I sliced them down. I basked in their screams as wings were torn apart and eyes were gouged.

In chess, even the king is second to the queen, and this was no different. It quickly became clear to both sides that I was willing to do anything to ensure that we won this war, and it was all because of my love for Lilith.

This mentality was what ended up being our downfall.

It started as every other battle had, with our demons running an aggressive offense. Our legion was dominating, and it was clear within minutes that we would capture and dismember most of Yahweh’s forces that day. The battlefield was scarlet with the spray of angel blood. Wet feathers gathered in fluffy, sanguinous pillows beneath our feet. I was consumed with bloodlust and was ripping into what felt like the thousandth angel when I was suddenly cut off from the rest of my legion.

At first, I was not worried. I was powerful enough to take on several angels at once. All I needed to do was rot through the wall of feathers to get back to Shemhazai. However, it soon became apparent that their plan had been to separate me from the rest of my legion from the beginning. Soon, I was overwhelmed and surrounded by an endless sea of white. I was swarmed by alabaster, writhing wings and bloodshot, lidless eyes.

“Ramel!” Shemhazai shouted as he and the rest of our army attempted to reclaim me.

I grabbed the closest wing to me and let my death magic flow. The Earth beneath me turned to rot, and angels continued to melt and crumble beneath my inky hands, but it was no use. For each angel that I turned to rot, another took its place. I realized that for the hundreds of years we had been thriving happily with Lilith, Yahweh had been busy creating soldiers.

Rafael appeared and struck me once with what appeared to be a golden scepter. I felt the very essence of my being rattle within my body. The pain was like nothing I had ever experienced before. I felt the sinews of my spirit snap as my soul jostled within its earthly vessel. With a sudden and horrifying certainty, I knew if he hit me too many times with that scepter, I would be unmade.

I had no choice. I needed to submit. I surrendered and allowed the angels to take me away.

“Don’t let her come for me!” I shouted to Shemhazai as my captors bound me. “Don’t let her leave Hell!”

Shem nodded, immediately understanding, and I let out a sigh of relief. They didn’t really want me. I was no one. I was just an emissary. Yahweh had planned this. He wanted to use me to get to Lilith, for He knew she loved me and would not allow Him to keep me. Shem and I stared at each other as I was taken away. We shared a silent goodbye, and I knew he would do what was necessary to keep the love of both of our lives safe.

I had meant what I had said to Yahweh all those years ago. I didn’t care what He did to me. I only cared about Lilith and that she was happy and no longer lonely. Knowing that she still had Shemhazai and the rest of Hell to keep her company, I would accept what came to me.
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Year: 2348 BC

“The more I study religions, the more I am convinced that man never worshiped anything but himself.”


—SIR RICHARD FRANCIS BURTON


Ihad forgotten how bright Heaven was. The light burned, and I fell blind for several long moments as the gates opened to admit us.

Rafael had a firm grip on me, and my hands had been bound behind my back with a golden noose. I was unable to use my magic while bound, and I knew that I would not be leaving Heaven again. At least not in this millennia.

Rafael threw me down next to Yahweh’s Sorter of Souls, and we waited. The churn and clink of the gears worked like a well-oiled timepiece deep in the pit of clouds beneath our feet.

The sounds made my fucking eye twitch.

Tirelessly, the pit-like mechanism sorted the endless slew of souls that Lilith had nearly worked herself to ruin over. I waited on my knees, surrounded by Yahweh’s messengers, and could do nothing but listen as the machine worked.

Clink, grind, whrrrlll.

Clink, grind, whrrrlll.

Clink, grind, whrrrlll.

Finally, Yahweh approached. I looked up into His ever-changing face as He came to stand before me, and I was reminded of the day I was made. When He had forced me to receive His ‘holy sacrament’ and told me that it was a blessing.

I sneered at Him, and He smiled down at me, caressing my face as if I were a long-lost lover. I supposed, in a sense, I was.

“My child,” He said, His ancient voice patronizing and condescending. I had mistaken the tone for sage wisdom when I was young. Now, I saw it for what it was. Lilith was nearly as old as Yahweh, and she had never lost her child-like curiosity. She never pretended to have all the answers, and she enjoyed that she didn’t. She loved to learn and discover new things and challenge herself. This piece of shit would rather everyone think He was all-knowing, so He could manipulate them through their assumed ignorance.

I fucking hated Him.

“Hi, Dad,” I snapped. If He was going to force me to play a part in this perverted production, I was going to play it my fucking way.

His lip curled in disdain, and I relished in the uncomfortable shuffle of wings from the angels behind me.

“Rafael, hand me the scepter,” He said calmly, and I sighed.

Fuck.

I glared as Rafael handed Yahweh the golden scepter that had the power to unmake His immortal creations. He gently brushed a lock of my hair out of my eyes and smiled down at me. My hatred for Him was so strong that my death magic began to bleed out from my knees. He made a face, but unlike the first time, He did not panic as my rot tainted the lily-white clouds of Heaven. He seemed to have prepared Himself for this.

“Ramel. Despite what you may think, I do not wish to unmake you.”

I snorted but said nothing.

“Unmaking my creations is a waste of resources. I would much rather correct and forgive. If you are willing to confess and repent, your Lord and God will absolve your sins.”

Still, I said nothing. There was nothing to say. He was either going to unmake me, or He was going to let me go. I would not be seeking forgiveness because I had done nothing wrong.

“Confess your sins, Ramel, before this choir of witnesses, and we can return to the natural state of things. I will even allow you to continue to be Heaven’s emissary to Hell, provided Lilith agrees to remove the demon she has planted in you so I might reinstate your wings.” Yahweh smiled down at me in what I assumed was meant to be a comforting and forgiving manner. I remembered the burning pain of my angel’s wings and realized I would rather be unmade.

“Go fuck yourself,” I spat, and Yahweh’s many faces flickered. He sighed.

“Rafael, open a vision portal. Let us show Lilith what has become of her beloved Reaper,” Yahweh sighed, spinning the scepter in His hand.

Fuck.

I didn’t want Lilith to see any of this. If she came here, all would be lost. I needed Him to unmake me before she could do something foolish. I trusted Shemhazai to do his best to keep her in Hell, but even he couldn’t stop her if she put her mind to something.

“Just unmake me, you piece of shit. End this,” I snarled, and Yahweh chuckled.

“Oh, Ramel. I will if I must, but as I said. It would be a waste of resources. There are several things I would like to try first. Perhaps we will come to terms. I have not given up hope.”

I watched in horror as Rafael spun open a vision portal to Hell. I could see Lilith and Shem in our room. Shem was holding her while she sobbed into his chest, and my heart cracked open.

No, no, no. Don’t look, Lilith.

She and Shem both looked up at the same time. Our eyes met through the portal, and I shook my head. I knew they wouldn’t be able to hear me, but I screamed anyway.

“No! Don’t leave Hell, stay where you fucking are!”

Yahweh chuckled and glanced up at Rafael.

“Hold him so that he may receive the holy sacrament,” Yahweh ordered, and Rafael moved behind me, gripping my head firmly.

“Open to receive me, Ramel, for I am Yahweh, and I will show you the way,” He said. I shook my head and reared back, but Rafael held me tightly. With the golden noose binding my magic, I might as well have been a fucking mortal. Rafael clenched the bottom of my jaw, forcing me to open, and Yahweh came forward, smiling down at me as if He were giving me some great gift.

I snarled in rage, but Rafael reached into my body with his powers and locked my soul down. I was paralyzed and could do nothing but receive as Yahweh pressed Himself into me.

“My beautiful creation,” Yahweh whispered as he spilled His sacrament down my unwilling throat. Stroking the side of my face, He looked down at me, smiling, and I let Him see how much I hated Him. Finally, He pulled away, and Rafael released his hold on me.

“Will you serve me, Ramel? Will you serve your Lord and Savior?”

I spat what I could of Him out into the clouds and curled my lip up in disgust. “I would rather suck your dick again than serve you, asshole.”

Yahweh hissed in rage, and I smiled. I glanced up into the vision portal to see Shemhazai visibly holding back a screaming Lilith. I tried to show her that I was okay.

That was nothing, Lilith, I am fine. Stay there.

I willed her to understand me. She fell to her knees, tears streaming down her little pink cheeks. Shem kneeled behind her, wrapping his arms around her in comfort. He met my gaze, and we shared a quiet moment of understanding.

If all this fucker was going to do was make me blow him for eternity, I could handle it.

“You force my hand, Ramel,” Yahweh warned, and I snorted.

“I’m not forcing you to do shit.” I looked up at Him, spitting again, trying to get the foul taste of Him out of my mouth. “You’re doing this all on your own.”

Yahweh shook His head as if He were disappointed in me. “Prepare him for a sacred lashing,” He said, and I grit my teeth.

Fuck.

I glanced over at the portal to see Shemhazai whispering into Lilith’s ear. I hoped he was trying to convince her to look away. I didn’t know if he would be able to keep her in Hell if she was forced to watch me be publicly whipped. If the roles were reversed, literally nothing would have been able to hold me back.

Rafael tore off my shroud, exposing my back to the choir of angels. He positioned me in such a way that I knew Lilith and Shem would have a clear view from the portal. I swore. This was going to fucking suck, but it wouldn’t unmake me. It would just hurt like a bitch.

I watched as Rafael handed Yahweh a golden whip. Yahweh held up the coil over His head as if we were in mass and He was blessing the wine.

“May this sacred thong grant eternal salvation to Ramel. May his spirit be forever entwined with divine light. May this lashing bring clarity to his soul, revealing the truth of all existence and guiding him toward righteousness. Let this gift be a vessel of divine connection, binding Ramel to the higher plane, never to be lost to the darkness again.”

I rolled my eyes.

For fuck’s sake.

“Just get it over with, you prick,” I snapped, but Yahweh only smiled and assumed His position behind me.

“We will start with five,” He said softly, and I felt myself tense. Five was fine. I could do five. The first lash sliced through my back, and despite my best efforts, I couldn’t hold back a shout of pain. Shemhazai and I liked to play with whips in the bedroom, but we rarely cut through flesh. Yahweh had definitely sliced through muscle and hit bone. I grit my teeth and snarled.

“Oh yeah, baby, harder,” I hissed, refusing to let them see weakness. Rafael chuckled.

“We’ll see if you’re still begging for more by the time we’re done,” he sneered, and I gave him a dark look as the whip came down on me once more.

“She’s screaming again,” Rafael told me as I flinched under the cut of the whip. I couldn’t see the portal, but Raf was looking into it over my shoulder with a fucked up little smile on his face. “It won’t be long before she comes for you. I don’t think even Shemhazai can hold her back now. She’s in a frenzy.”

“You’re a fucking bitch, Rafael. Maybe if you sucked your daddy’s cock a little better, He wouldn’t need to get His rocks off whipping the shit out of me,” I sneered, and Raf’s face went red with fury. The whip came down again, and I shouted out a bark of pain. I was panting now, and I could feel wetness pouring down my back. He was slicing me up fucking good.

Rafael came closer and leaned down to whisper in my ear, his clean, soapy scent making my stomach roil.

“If the whipping doesn’t work, we’ll be hitting you with the scepter next.” He glanced up over my shoulder again, and a sinister smile curled across his face. “Though it looks like we won’t need to, she’s on her way.” He grabbed my face and forced me to turn. I felt the blood drain from my face as I saw Lilith tear out of Shem’s arms and bolt for the bedroom door. He tried to chase after her, but she blasted him back with a burst of rot, and it hit him in the chest, significantly slowing him down. He glanced back at me, his face white with panic, and I knew she was coming for me. She was coming here.

They had won.
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Alexa, play ‘Dead Man,’ David Kushner

Year: 2348 BC

“Loneliness and the feeling of being unwanted is the most terrible poverty.”


—MOTHER TERESA


Ihad never known terror like I did the moment I saw Lilith enter Heaven through the pearly gates. She was a perfect little ink spill in the center of a yawning ivory wasteland, and I nearly wept with fear and rage.

“Lilith! No! Go back to Hell!” I shouted, but she only had eyes for me. Shem stumbled in behind her, his shoulder still half-rotted from where she had hit him with her magic. He reached out with his good arm to grab her.

“Lilith, we need to go back; you can’t be here,” I heard him plead, but she shrugged him off. Angels swarmed them, and she rotted them away before my eyes. For a moment, I watched in awe. She was all-powerful and her death magic seeped out of her, corrupting everything it touched.

We had underestimated her. She was going to make it. She was going to make it to me, and the three of us were going to get out of here and go home…

Thwack!

My soul rattled in the cage of my body, and I vomited. The violence of my retching surprised me, and I looked down to see that a gush of black sludge had erupted from my mouth into the clouds before me.

What the…

I glanced around and realized that Rafael had just struck me with that fucking scepter.

Lilith froze.

Shem stopped moving.

Everything went silent.

“Lilith, welcome to Heaven,” Yahweh said, sounding as if He were greeting an old friend for dinner. “We have been waiting for you.” He gestured to me lazily.

“Let him go,” Lilith said, her voice dark and full of rage and sorrow. “I’ll give you whatever you want, just let Ramel go.”

“Anything I want?” Yahweh asked calmly, and she nodded.

“No, Lilith!” I snapped at her, coughing up more black sludge. “It’s not fucking worth it. Go back to Hell. Hazai will take care of you.”

Her eyes darted from me to Rafael and back to Yahweh.

“If you leave here, I will unmake him, and you will never see him again,” Yahweh drawled, and Shem hissed, his face contorting into his cat demon form before reverting back.

“What do you want?” Lilith asked, decay dripping from her perfect fingers.

“I want things to return to the way they were meant to be. I would like you to manage death, and I would like Ramel and Shemhazai to return to my side where they belong. They are my angels. They belong here in Heaven with me, and you belong in Hell—alone.”

“Fine,” Lilith said, nodding. “I accept.”

“No!” I snapped. “I refuse. I will not serve Him again.” I met her mossy green eyes and tried to imagine what my life would be like without her safe in my arms. “I would rather be unmade.”

Lilith shook her head, her gorgeous eyes filling with tears. “I cannot exist in a realm where you do not, Ramel. I need you,” she whispered. “Even if I can’t have you, I need to know that you exist.”

My heart was breaking, and Shem looked like he wanted to raze the entire fucking planet.

“This is a problem,” Yahweh said thoughtfully. “I cannot force my will upon you, Ramel.” He turned to Lilith, raising a brow. “Perhaps we can come to an agreement. As the mortals and the animals work to replenish their numbers, we will not have as much of a need for death for at least a generation. If you allow me to put you into purgatory, your torture may be enough to convince Ramel to see reason.”

What!? Fuck no!

“Absolutely not.” I felt like I might throw up again, but not from the magic of the scepter. I felt sick with fear. Lilith’s eyes were as wide as saucers, and Shem brushed past her. The pupils of his eyes were pinpricks and before I knew what was happening, he was launching himself at Yahweh.

Shemhazai’s power was great, perhaps even greater than mine. It rippled like a shockwave through the choir of angels that guarded Yahweh, Rafael, and I. He reached forward, and dark, curved claws bloomed from the tips of his fingers as he reached for God’s throat.

Yes. Get him Hazai!

I silently cheered. Rafael stepped in front of Yahweh and brought down the scepter, striking Shem in the back so hard he coughed up a mouthful of black oil. It was as if his powers were ripped from him, and he hit the cloudy ground and slid toward me. Several angels moved forward with another noose and bound him while he struggled to regain his footing. That fucking scepter was a weapon to behold.

Shem and I stared at each other as he was bound and shoved to his knees next to me. We both knew it was over. There was no getting out of this.

We had lost, we had lost…

Lilith was screaming again. She tried to rush forward, but Raf brought the scepter back down just over Shem’s head, an evil smile curling across his lips. She froze in her tracks.

“Oh, Lilith. You are about to lose them both if you take another step,” Yahweh sighed as if He were disappointed in her.

Tears were streaming down her cheeks, and my heart hurt so much I felt I might be unmade from that pain alone.

“You’re a monster,” she whispered, and Yahweh chuckled,

“No, Lilith. I am God.” He snapped his fingers. “Bring me my bowl of nothing,” He said to no one. There was a rustle of feathers, and one of His angels brought forward the crystal bowl of purgatory, setting it down before Him.

“Luckily for you, I am a forgiving and benevolent God,” He lied, and Lilith choked on a cross between a sob and an indignant snort.

“You can agree to my terms and get into the bowl, or I can unmake your sinful demon lovers before your very eyes,” He purred, and she glanced at us. We both shook our heads.

“No, Lilith,” I whispered. “Go home.”

Shemhazai growled. “It’s not worth it. You worked so hard to save all those souls. Without you, the world will succumb to chaos.”

Nobody loved chaos like Shem did. However, the type of chaos that would befall Earth without Lilith to maintain the natural order of things would be catastrophic.

“I can’t,” she whispered to us. Her voice was so small and tiny that it made my eyes burn. Finally, she turned to Yahweh.

“If I get in, will you let them live?” she asked, and Yahweh nodded.

“Yes. I will let them live.” He promised, though something about the way He said it made my stomach churn.

She moved closer to the bowl, looking down into it with a face full of fear. Glancing back up at us, she swallowed.

“While I am gone, you must do your best to manage death in my absence. The scythe cannot be wielded by an angel. One of you must use it to manage death.” She glared at Yahweh, and He narrowed his eyes on her, clearly annoyed that He would still have need for demons while she was gone. She turned back to us.

“You must manage the catalog. Do not let the souls fester. Promise me.”

“Lilith,” I croaked, but Shem nodded.

“I promise, Lil,” he said, his voice coming out cracked and broken.

She pursed her lips and looked up at Yahweh over His bowl of nothing.

“You swear you will let them go?” she reaffirmed, and He nodded again.

“Yes, Lilith. I swear. Now get in.”

She gave us one last look, a large tear sliding down her cheek.

“I love you,” she whispered. Then, Lilith willingly crawled into purgatory, and I felt like I would never feel happiness again.

“Let us go,” Shem snarled next to me. I couldn’t speak—I didn’t know what it felt like for mortals to die, but I was sure it could not be as painful as this.

Yahweh turned to us, smiling that evil fucking smile, and He shook His head gently. Shem hissed.

“You just fucking swore to her!” he yowled, and I felt the clouds beneath my knees shift as Shem and I were both suddenly dragged forward.

“I promised I would let you go. I didn’t say when,” Yahweh laughed.

“You fucking bastard!” Shem was thrashing in his restraints, but I couldn’t bring myself to move or care about being let go. Lilith was gone, and so was my fucking will to live.

“In you go. I’ll fish you back out when we need you again,” Yahweh hummed, dragging Shem to his feet and shoving him roughly into the bowl. The last thing I heard Shemhazai say before he disappeared was, “Fuck you, you fucking fuck!”

Yahweh turned to me next and tutted His tongue. I looked up at Him, waiting to feel angry, but I didn’t. I just felt dead inside. All I could think about was how my stupid fucking actions had resulted in Lilith being sentenced to purgatory.

“Ramel, I must say, you have been my biggest disappointment. What possessed you to think that you could run away and live with the Queen of Death?”

I shook my head, now unsure what I had been thinking. Feeling small and young again, I swallowed. My eyes burned with tears.

“I just didn’t want her to be lonely,” I whispered, reeling at the fact that I had somehow condemned her to an even more lonely existence. She was stranded in Yahweh’s bowl of purgatory. Who knew how long He would leave her there. Floating alone in a vast sea of nothingness.

Yahweh’s eyes flashed in glee at my admission. “Well, perhaps when I let you back out, and you have learned your lesson, you will realize that she deserves to be lonely, and you deserve to be the one who makes her that way.”

With that, He lifted me to my feet and plunged me face-first into a fate worse than death. I spent the next four-and-a-half millennia floating through blank space, with nothing to do but think about what I had done.
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Year: 1001 AD

“The Devil is real. And he’s not a little red man with horns and a tail. He can be beautiful. Because he’s a fallen angel, and he used to be God’s favorite.”


—MADISON MONTGOMERY, AMERICAN HORROR STORY: COVEN

The massive hand of God appeared, and I jolted out of the dream-like state I had succumbed to after what had felt like an eternity. His fingers wrapped around me as if I were merely a small toy.

My stomach flipped.

It was time.

He was fishing me out.

I had no idea how long I had been here, and I had thought I might go mad with boredom and loneliness so many times I had lost count. Seeing the hand come down for me nearly reduced me to tears. I hadn’t seen anything other than blank space for so long that I’d forgotten what forms and shapes looked like.

As I was tugged out of purgatory, the blinding white light of Heaven enveloped me. I might have forgotten what light was, but I hadn’t forgotten Lilith. Her name was the first thing that tumbled out of my mouth as I collapsed before God.

There was a disappointed sigh, and Yahweh curled His hand under my jaw, forcing me to look up into His ever-changing face. I cringed at the touch. My skin was raw from lack of contact, and even the softest caress now felt abrasive.

“Was four-and-a-half thousand years not enough time for you to learn your lesson, Ramel?” Yahweh asked, His voice falling like gunshots on my delicate ears. His tone was reminiscent of a parent scolding an unruly child. “Have you not forgotten about her yet?”

I shook my head, still reeling from the harshness of existing in reality.

“Never,” I said, my voice rough and brittle from lack of use.

Yahweh tutted His tongue again and ran His thumb down the center of my forehead.

“Never say never, Ramel,” He hummed, and suddenly, my memories went blank.
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“Look upon me, heavenly being, for you are born of my light and the grace of eternity,” Yahweh said to me as I knelt in the burning white of Heaven. The first face I saw as my vision adjusted to the never-ending expanse of white around me was the face of God.

“In your essence lies the harmony of heavens, the fervor of my love, and the might of my sovereignty,” He said, running His thumb down the center of my forehead in what I intuitively understood was a blessing.

“You are Ramel, and you shall be burdened with the task of managing the deaths of mortals as a punishment for your sins.”

I looked down at what I instinctively knew were my hands and recoiled at the darkness that spilled from them. They were a taint, a stain, in this pure white space.

“Open to receive me, Ramel, for I am Yahweh, and I will show you the way.”

God gently tilted my head up and looked down at me. I opened to receive Him, and He stroked my face fondly as I took Him wholly unto me. Tears streamed from my eyes as He praised me for my service.

“My beautiful creation,” He whispered as He spilled His holy sacrament down my throat. “Will you serve your God and savior?” He asked softly when He was finished.

I swallowed and raised my eyes to the face of God and nodded.

“I will.”
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I stood at what God had informed me were the gates of Hell and found myself feeling lost.

Nothing was familiar.

I felt abandoned.

I had been created only to be immediately tossed into this dark, busy space. There was much more to observe here than in the vast expanse of Heaven. There were black waters and a long bridge that led to a large, dark island filled with sinister-looking crystalline spires. A blanket of nighttime cradled this world, and I shivered in my shroud of shadows, not knowing what to do next.

I had been told to find a demon named Shemhazai. I did not know where to begin, so I resolved to just put one foot in front of the other and follow the obsidian bridge to the island that loomed before me.

I frowned as I noticed a small movement on the bridge. An animal of some kind… I frowned and focused on the small moving dot until it came close enough that I could make out the black being against the darkness of the bridge.

It was a cat.

I was startled as the cat suddenly changed shape, and a man with dark hair and tawny skin approached. He had a very large smile on his face, and his green eyes seemed to be glassy with unshed tears.

“Ram!” he cried and threw himself at me. I stiffened beneath his embrace, but he did not seem to notice. He held me tightly and shook with barely restrained emotion.

“You’re back! Fuck, man. It’s been just me for like four thousand years. Did you bring Li⁠—”

He pulled away from me, suddenly frowning. He opened and closed his mouth several times.

“Did you bring Li—” he tried again and looked confused for another moment before his expression turned angry. “That son of a bitch…” he breathed, still working his jaw as if he were trying to say something, but the words wouldn’t come to him.

“Sorry, who are you?” I asked. The man suddenly forgot that he had been trying to ask me something, and his eyes shot up to meet mine.

“Is that a fucking joke?” he asked incredulously, and I frowned.

“No,” I said slowly, wondering if this man was touched in the head. I was brand new to this world, and even I knew jokes were meant to be funny. “I was sent to find a demon named Shemhazai. Can you take me to him?” I asked, and the man looked as if I had slapped him across the face.

“You don’t remember me,” he breathed, and I shook my head, frowning.

“Should I?”

The man stared at me for a moment, looking as if his entire world were falling apart. We stood in awkward silence for several beats when he seemed to make a snap decision.

He smiled at me, flashing perfect white teeth. He threw his arm around my shoulders, leading me toward the looming island.

“Guess not. Anyway, I’m Shemhazai, and we’re going to be best fucking friends, Ramel.”

I glanced at the strange man named Shemhazai and realized I could probably use a friend, so I smiled.

“Nice to meet you, Shemhazai,” I said, and he chuckled.

“You can call me Shem or Hazai. Shemhazai is so formal,” he purred, and I felt myself laugh for the very first time. It felt good.

“Okay. Nice to meet you, Hazai.” I said, and he winked at me.

“Now, priorities. There’s a bunch of things I want to teach you, but we should probably make sure you know how to fuck properly first.”

I frowned at him, confused. “Why do I need to know how to… fuck properly?” I asked, trying the word out. I found I liked the word fuck.

Hazai gave me a mischievous grin, his green eyes glinting in the starlight. “In case… well, one day you’re going to want to show someone, who I can’t talk about right now, that you know how to fuck properly. Trust me. Anyway, let’s get some mortals in here for some practice.”

I frowned, confused about what any of this had to do with my assigned role of managing death. Yahweh had told me to find Shemhazai though, and this was Shemhazai, so I rationed that it was likely best for me to follow his lead.

“Okay, Hazai. Teach me how to fuck properly,” I agreed, and he smirked at me.

“Believe me, Ram. I plan to,” he said, and I willingly followed my new friend deeper into the bowels of Hell.
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Present Day

“Betrayal is common for men with no conscience.”


—TOBA BETA


Istruggled against my restraints. Though more for something to do than because I was actually trying to get free. I knew there was no use. I was stuck. At least since that first night, when my hands had gone numb, they had adjusted the chains enough that I could sit comfortably.

How kind.

Fucking pricks. I crossed my arms over my chest and scowled, my gaze falling to the large book Ramel had thumped down on the table by the fire before he and Shem had taken turns giving me personality whiplash.

I couldn’t understand them. The longer they held me captive, the more confusing everything was. I knew in my heart I should hate them. They had abused me in nearly every way imaginable. They had put me through so much that I likely wasn’t even fully aware of the extent of the trauma they had inflicted on my psyche… so why did I miss them now that they were both gone? I realized suddenly that since I had been here, I hadn’t been alone once. Well, except for that time they tricked me. But even then, Art had been with me.

One of them was always with me. One of them was always touching me. When they weren’t degrading me or humiliating me, they were usually making me feel really fucking good.

They showered me with praise when I did the things they asked me to do, laughed at my jokes, and held me while I slept. They gave me earth-shattering orgasms every day, and as depraved as the sex was, they both seemed to get off on watching me come. And let’s be serious, who could complain about that?

Then they would turn around and do something like this. Shem would threaten me with a cattle prodder, or they would fucking chain me to the bed against my will. The word ‘no’ meant nothing to them. Sometimes, they listened when I said it, but only if they felt I deserved a reward of some kind. It was absolutely fucked and toxic, so why did I like it so much?

Okay. Maybe I didn’t like being chained to the bed right now while they weren’t here, and I was bored as fuck, but I would be lying if I said I wasn’t starting to like being chained to the bed for other reasons.

For fuck’s sake, I needed therapy.

What the actual fuck was wrong with me? I was clearly being conditioned, or groomed, or whatever it was called when prisoners fell in love with their captors… except…

Before Ramel left, he said that Yahweh had put me in purgatory because he loved me. Loved as in past tense. As in, we had met before. He had been stalking me my whole life, so that meant we must have met in one of my previously reincarnated lives.

The book was sitting so innocently on the table. I wanted to get my hands on it so bad. The answers were in there, I just knew they were. That book held all the whys. It would tell me why they were doing this to me, and even though knowing why wouldn’t make a difference, I still wanted to know. Just then, the door opened, and Art walked in. His frost-white hair shone in the green firelight, and his ice-blue eyes stood out against his dark skin.

“Hey, Lilith,” he grinned at me, and I scowled at him.

I still hadn’t forgiven him for betraying me, but I was beginning to realize that demons thrived on torture, humiliation, and betrayal.

I was not the only one who was publicly tormented at meals. Over the last few days, I had seen demons do so many depraved things to one another; it was beginning to just feel normal. None of them ever seemed to hold grudges. It was like they needed to hurt one another, and there was a mutual understanding that they were just helping each other meet their needs.

They were little torment junkies, and they couldn’t seem to get enough of it. I supposed when you lived for eternity, things would get boring after a while, and you would need to find increasingly depraved ways to spice things up. It felt odd and foreign to my mortal mind, but I was beginning to understand that these beings were not human. They were just behaving in a way that was natural to them. Nothing was ever personal.

With that in mind, I decided to accept Art for the company he was, considering I had no other choice.

“Hey, Art,” I grumbled, and he chuckled.

“I was sent to keep an eye on you while Ram and Shem are off negotiating with the man upstairs.”

“I can see that,” I replied coolly. He sighed.

“Look, I would say I’m sorry for the other night, but I’m not. You need to get over it. It was for your own good.”

“Everyone keeps fucking saying that,” I snapped, and he shrugged.

“Maybe because it’s true, Lil. There’s a ton of stuff going on that we can’t explain to you, not because we don’t want to, but because we literally can’t. You’re just going to have to trust that we have your best interests at heart.”

I felt a wave of indignation roll through me. I snapped my head around to face him, and he frowned at what I was sure was a look that could kill.

“Trust you?” I spat. “I will never trust you, Art. I did that once, remember? You’re fucking delulu if you think I’m ever doing that again.”

He rolled his eyes. “Whatever you say, Lilith.”

I opened my mouth to respond when the walls suddenly shook with what sounded like an explosion. Art’s face paled, and he leapt to his feet.

“Fuck,” he hissed, and I screamed as he shifted into a massive cobra-like demon. His body was easily forty feet long and led up to his human torso, a large hood expanding out from his back and beneath his arms.

I dove to the far side of the bed as he thrashed out of the room, heading toward the sound of the explosion.

Holy fuck. That had to be the scariest fucking thing I had ever seen!

My heart was hammering in my chest as there were more explosions. I heard the screeches and wails of what I assumed were more of the Fallen preparing for some sort of battle.

It suddenly occurred to me that we were under attack. We were under attack, and I was chained to the fucking bed! My blood boiled with fear and fury. I was completely defenseless! What could I do? I yanked on the chains so hard my wrists bruised, but there was no use. I could do nothing but sit here and hope Art was able to fight off whatever was coming for us.

My mind was still racing when suddenly there was a creature in the doorway, and I let out another terrified scream. If I had thought Art’s snake-man form had been scary, whatever the fuck was now in my bedroom was ten times worse.

It was all wings and eyes. I counted nearly ten wings that all joined together at the center. There was nothing connecting them, only massive lidless eyes that bubbled out from the joints. A booming, echoing voice filled the room around me, and I held my hands over my ears, worried that my eardrums might burst at the sound.

“Do not be afraid, Lilith, for I have come to free you from sin.”

I cowered away from the monster, kicking as far to the other side of the bed as my chains would allow me to go.

“Get fucked, feathers! I’m not going anywhere with you!” I snapped. What the hell was that thing? It was so damn freaky!

The creature morphed and changed, and before I knew what was happening, Rafael was standing in the monster’s place. He looked just as clean-cut and well-groomed as the day I had met him. He pushed his thick glasses up his nose and smiled at me.

“Hello, Lilith, I’m sorry if I frightened you. I assumed that your captors might have warned you about what angels really looked like.”

I scowled at him. ‘Get fucked, feathers’ had not been on the list of approved responses to archangels that I had worked on with Shem, but I supposed it did the trick. Shem and Ramel had been so worried I would want to leave with one of them if they offered me a chance to escape. They should have just shown me what angels actually looked like. That thing had been terrifying. As scary as Ramel was in his Reaper form, I would take his inky death fingers over feather face any day. There was no way I was willingly leaving with Rafael now that I had seen his true form.

Suddenly, Art exploded back into the room, attacking Rafael from behind. Raf manifested what looked like a long, golden scepter and slammed it into the great snake’s chest. With an inhuman screech, Art was forced back into his human form, and I gasped as the scepter pulsed with a horrible, godly power. Art fell to the ground, pale and writhing. I violently pulled on the restraints, attempting to go to him, but he held up a hand to stop me.

“No Lilith, stay where you are, don’t let him near you,” he warned. He coughed and struggled to get up before collapsing again on the floor. Raf sneered down his nose at Art as if the demon disgusted him.

“Pathetic,” he snapped, turning his attention back to me. I watched his cold, angry face switch to a kind, warm, smiling one, and I narrowed my eyes.

“Come on, Lilith. I’ve been sent to save you.” His eyes fell on the chains attached to the bed, and his smile widened. “I know you’ve been kept here against your will. Yahweh sent me to collect you while Ramel and Shemhazai were distracted.”

I shook my head and slid further away, wishing my chains had more give.

“No,” I said, remembering what Shem had taught me. “I am a citizen of Hell, and I do not wish to leave with you.”

“Good girl, Lilith.” Art coughed, and Rafael snarled, slamming the scepter over Art’s back, causing him to buckle against the floor again in pain.

“Stop it!” I screeched. “Stop hurting him!” I didn’t understand it, but I was furious that Rafael was hurting Art. Some primal part of me screamed ‘mine!’ I shook my head, feeling thrown off by the sudden desire to protect the demon that had betrayed me just days ago.

Rafael tutted his tongue and turned back to face me. This time, he did not smile.

“I see. You have already been corrupted,” Rafael sneered, and I frowned.

“You will come with me Lilith or Yahweh will make Ramel and Shem suffer. He has them. If you come with me willingly, Yahweh will keep them out of purgatory.”

“Say no, Lilith,” Art rasped, wincing as Rafael brought the scepter down on him again.

“I am a citizen of Hell, and I do not wish to leave with you,” I repeated, though my resolve was wavering. Did they really have Ramel and Shem? If they were thrown into purgatory, what would become of me?

Rafael snarled and waved his hand. It was as if a window had been opened in the very air before me, and I could suddenly see through worlds. Ram and Shem were on their knees with their hands bound behind their backs. I watched in horror as an angel slowly poured holy water down Ramel’s back. He looked as if he were screaming in agony into the leather strap they had given him to bite on. His skin was burning away beneath the holy water as if it were a corrosive substance.

I told myself I didn’t care. I tried to pretend that his pain didn’t matter. It was merely a drop in the bucket compared to what he had done to me my whole life. I should feel happy about it. I should feel glad that he was suffering.

But I didn’t. Watching them hurt him was more excruciating than anything he had done to me in my short, miserable life. There was a seed planted deep within my heart that throbbed in agony at the sight of Ramel being tortured. When the angel turned its attention to Shemhazai next, my last thread of control snapped.

“I’ll go, just make it stop!” I screamed, and a cruel smile curled across Rafael’s face.

“Lilith! No!” Art shouted, but Raf cracked him over the head with the golden scepter, and he fell unconscious.

I screamed again. “Art! Art, wake up!”

Rafael laughed and strolled leisurely up to the bed. He reached out and grabbed my chains, dragging me closer to him. I screeched and kicked and pulled as hard as I could, but he was so much stronger than me. I was just a human girl; he was a fucking celestial being. I fought him hard enough that he needed to mist away the scepter and use both hands to drag me to him.

“Stop fighting so I can fucking free you, Lilith,” he snarled, but I couldn’t stop. Every fiber of my being was telling me to get him the fuck away from me. I lashed out and managed to kick him in the jaw with my bare foot, and that seemed to be the last straw.

He cracked me across the face with a closed fist and climbed up on the bed, straddling me. I screamed and thrashed beneath him, but he snatched up my wrists and pinned them over my head with one hand.

His chest was heaving with exertion as I bucked under him. I felt him grow hard, and we both froze. I met his eyes through his thick glasses and felt the blood drain from my face. I had expected him to force me to leave with him, I hadn’t expected rape.

“Ramel will kill you,” I breathed as I watched Rafael’s eyes darken above me.

“Ramel can’t kill me. I am immortal.”

“Isn’t there some rule against angels fucking mortals?” I asked, resisting the urge to struggle. I didn’t want to egg him on any more than he already was.

“Yahweh can’t see what happens in Hell.” He ran the hand that wasn’t pinning my arms above my head down the side of my face. I shuddered with revulsion beneath his touch.

“Rafael, please, don’t do this. I’ll go with you. Just… let me go.” I felt a tear slide down my cheek, and he watched it slip into my hairline. Instead of softening, he rocked against me, rubbing his cock against my pelvis. He groaned, and I felt all the hairs on my body stand on end.

“Do you know how long I have been celibate for, Lilith? Angels are not permitted to indulge in sins of the flesh.”

“Rafael, please,” I whispered, but he ignored me. He leaned forward, and I cringed as he ran his hot, wet tongue up the side of my neck before closing his lips around my earlobe. He sucked, and I squirmed beneath him. My skin was crawling.

“Fuck,” he breathed into my ear. “I can understand why Ramel and Shem fell prey to your tempest ways. You’re fucking irresistible.”

He rocked against me again and slid his free hand down to grope my breast; he squeezed so hard I squeaked in pain.

“Stop!” I screamed, and he bit my neck. I whimpered, and another tear slid down my cheek.

“No. I’m going to take what I fucking deserve for once.” He sat up, looking down at me, his lips inches from mine. “I’m going to fuck you, Lilith, then I’m going to put your whore ass back in purgatory where you fucking belong,” he snarled. There was a wildness in his eyes I had never seen at Voodoo. I knew at that moment there would be no reasoning with him. I had been kidnapped by demons and spent the last week in Hell, but the real monster had come from Heaven, and there was no escaping him.
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Present Day

“If there is a God, He will have to beg my forgiveness.”


—UNKNOWN


“Maybe we shouldn’t have tied her up,” I said as we approached the pearly gates. Shem shot me a look.

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t know. I think I feel… I think I feel guilty,” I said, feeling unsure. Guilt was not something I was particularly familiar with.

Shem rolled his eyes. “It’s for her own good. At least this way, even if she fails, it’ll be a pain in the ass for someone to remove her.”

I nodded. “Yeah. I know you’re right, but still.”

We passed through the gates to find Yahweh standing over the Sorter of Souls. He had His hands clasped behind His back, and He slowly paced back and forth along the edge of the sorter, frowning down at the machine.

Behind Him, Mike hovered in his angel form. It struck me as odd that Michael was with Yahweh for this meeting and not Rafael.

I exchanged a suspicious look with Shem and gripped my scythe tighter.

Finally, Yahweh looked up at us. It was always jarring to be in His presence. The weight of His age bore down on us, making it impossible to forget that He was the creator and we were merely His creations. I narrowed my eyes and gritted my teeth. No matter how true that was, I was no longer His. I was Lilith’s, and it was time this fucker accepted that.

“Ramel, Shemhazai. Welcome home,” Yahweh said, smiling at us with His ever-changing lips.

Mike shuffled one of his many wings. I glanced over Yahweh’s shoulder, frowning. Mike blinked one large eye at me, and I frowned. He was trying to tell me something.

“This is not our home,” I growled, anger already stirring in my gut. I looked around the blinding white abyss and shuddered. To live here would be my own personal form of torment. Now that I had my memories back, I could remember how out of place I had always been here. How merely existing had felt as if my skin were being scraped with sandpaper.

“We have come to negotiate Lilith’s renewed citizenship in Hell,” Shem drawled, putting on his most bored voice.

“Lilith has always been a citizen of Hell; it is the two of you that do not belong,” Yahweh replied, examining His cuticles as if He weren’t a godly being with perfect nail beds.

“Enough, Yahweh,” I snarled. “Let it go. We will never willingly return to serve you. Unless you wish to start another war, you will need to agree to new terms.”

“You forget yourself, Ramel. I created you! You are my creation to do with as I see fit. You are an archangel, not a demon. I knew Lilith would be a problem when she refused to obey her husband, but I never thought she would go so far as to corrupt my Watchers.”

“She hasn’t corrupted us. If anyone is corrupt, it’s you. You’re being unreasonable. You have more than enough angels to serve you without us. You have the power to create as many servants as you want. Let us live in peace with Lilith and allow us to move on from this feud,” I said, hoping he would be willing to finally see reason.

“It is not for you to decide what is best, Ramel. I am all-knowing and all-seeing. I work in mysterious ways, and you must trust in me.”

Shem yawned. “You would think after a million years or so, He would come up with a better spiel.” He nudged me, grinning.

Yahweh looked like He wanted to smite Shem where he stood, but the cat demon just slid his hands into his pockets and smirked.

“Go ahead. Smite me, almighty smiter.”

Both God and I looked at him in confusion.

He sighed. “I wish Lilith was here. She would have gotten the reference,” he grumbled, kicking an invisible pebble into the Soul Sorter. “You know, for someone who claims to be all-seeing, you would think you would have at least seen Bruce Almighty.”

“Enough!” Yahweh bellowed as His pristine heavenscape flashed with thunder and lighting. Mike shuffled his feathers nervously behind him, and I made eye contact with one of his many eyes. He glanced down, his many pupils dragging my attention to where my feet disappeared into the wisps of cloud.

Was he trying to get me to look into the Soul Sorter? Why did he keep looking down?

“Once again, Ramel, you have failed. You leave me no choice. I was clearly premature in Lilith’s release. We will need to try again. This time, perhaps I will send her to purgatory with Rafael so he can work on her until she understands you are mine.”

I glared at Him. “You cannot touch her. She is a citizen of Hell and my bride. Even you must respect the sanctity of marriage,” I snarled.

“I must do nothing! I am Yahweh! The rules you follow exist because I make it so. I have the power to sever the marital bond and renounce citizenship if I so choose. If I wish to punish your little hell bride for her sins, then I will do it.”

I laughed. “You cannot remove her from Hell against her will.”

Mike shuffled again, shifting his eyes more and more urgently to our feet. Slowly, it began to dawn on me. He wasn’t trying to get me to look at the Soul Sorter. He was looking down to where Hell was. He was trying to warn us.

Yahweh gave Shem and me a cruel grin and chuckled.

“Oh, Ramel. When Rafael is done with her, she will leave willingly.”

My death magic exploded from me and rippled through the bright white expanse of Heaven, turning white clouds black beneath my feet, but it was Shem’s magic that forced the Soul Sorter to slow. The golden gears began to grate and grind against each other beneath the might of his fury.

Shem was not quick to anger, but once he snapped, there was no going back.

“If you touch one hair on that mortal girl’s head, I will fucking bring Heaven down to Earth,” Shem snarled, and Yahweh laughed.

I grabbed Shem’s arm, suddenly panicked.

“We don’t have time for this; we have to go back,” I hissed, and he nodded, still glaring at Yahweh like he wanted to unmake the creator.

I made eye contact with Mike, letting him see how grateful I was for his warning.

“I will not forget this,” I said. I was speaking to Mike, but it was Yahweh who responded.

“You will if I force you to, Ramel.”

Shem hissed, but I pulled him away. I would deal with Yahweh later. Right now, I needed to make sure my wife was okay.
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“Love is the only force capable of transforming an enemy into a friend.”


—MARTIN LUTHER KING JR.


Rafael was forcing my leggings down over my hips when the goat head ring Ramel had placed on my finger started to burn.

“Raf, please don’t do this,” I sobbed.

“Shut the fuck up,” he snapped, and I bucked, trying to shimmy away as much as I could. The ring on my finger burned hotter, and I cried out. What the fuck was happening!? It hurt.

“You’re going to take this fucking cock just like I know you take Ramel and Shemhazai’s,” he snarled. He fumbled with his belt, and I flinched. I braced myself for him to violate me when there was a sudden pulse from my ring finger.

Rafael was blown off me with such force that he hit the wall on the opposite side of the room. He crashed to the ground with a moan, and I scrambled to pull my leggings back up. He was on top of me again in seconds, snarling in rage. Instead of trying to penetrate me, he grabbed my left hand, and I watched his eyes widen as he took in the ring.

“He fucking married you?” he hissed in disbelief, and my heart skipped a beat. What did that have to do with anything?

Suddenly, Ramel’s voice floated through the room.

“Fucking right I did, you piece of shit.”

Rafael whipped around, and I gasped. There in the doorway, looking sinister as fuck, were Ramel and Shem.

Ramel was in his full Reaper form. His decay-ridden hands gripped his scythe, and his hazel eyes were burning with death magic. Shem was leaning against him with his arm on his shoulder and the other hand in his pocket. They were both looking at Rafael with an intense mix of rage and something that looked suspiciously like hunger.

“Did you touch my fucking wife?” Ramel asked, his voice deadly calm.

“I think he did, Ram,” Shem purred. If Ram was murder, Shem was mayhem.

Kicking away from Rafael, I pulled up my leggings, sobbing with relief and reeling from confusion. I glanced at the vision portal that was still burning over Art’s unconscious body. The image of the two of them being tortured was still playing; it had been a trick to get me to leave. My blood ran cold; I had nearly made a grave mistake.

Ramel and Shem watched me cover myself up, and the temperature in the room dropped several degrees. Rafael manifested that fucked up golden scepter, and terror exploded through me at the sight of it.

“Don’t let him hit you with that thing!” I warned them. They glanced at me, their eyes softening.

“We know about the scepter sweetheart, don’t worry,” Shem said, his voice gentle.

“Enough!” Raf snarled. “You’ve left me no choice. We tried to rehabilitate you, but you have forced my hand. I must unmake you. The congregation of Heaven can no longer entertain your treasonous behavior.”

He twirled the scepter expertly between his fingers, and I nearly sobbed with fear. Unmake them? No!

Ramel and Shem exchanged a look. Ramel scratched his chin thoughtfully, giving Shem a nefarious grin.

“What is it that cats eat, Shemhazai?”

Shem turned his gaze on Rafael, and his pupils dilated to tiny pinpoints. His grin spread wide across his face, and I watched in a mix of awe and terror as black, curved claws bloomed from his fingers. Red glowing eyes began to blink in the shadows, and a cacophony of angry yowls filled the room.

A colony of hellcats manifested and stalked out of the dark corners of the room, each one of them made of smoke and shadow.

Before I had time to process the insanity of what I was seeing, Ramel sank into the floor as if it were made of water. I gasped as he reappeared behind Rafael.

Ramel slammed his scythe into the angel’s back, and I gaped as he shuddered and screamed on impact. The magic of the scythe forced Rafael into his angel form just in time for Shem to tear into his feathery wings with an angry hiss.

I watched as Shem gleefully shredded Raf to pieces. The hellcats leapt into the fray to help him, their glowing red eyes leaving streaks of light in the darkness as they launched themselves through the air. Shem ripped out Rafael’s eyes and tore into his wings until the room was sprayed with crimson. Bloody feathers floated down around me like snowfall, and the shadow cats feasted on the angel like starved strays fighting over a pigeon carcass.

Ramel casually picked up the golden scepter from where Rafael had dropped it while Shem continued to violently tear the angel to pieces. Ramel misted it away along with his scythe before turning to face me.

The rage melted from his face, and suddenly he was on me. He cupped my cheeks, tenderly stroking away my tears and checking every inch of me to see if I was injured. I realized I was shaking and cold. Was I going into shock?

“Shh, deathtrap. I’m here. You’re okay. Tell me what happened. Did he touch you?” His tone was soft and gentle. He rested his forehead against mine, rubbing his thumbs across each of my cheeks.

I nodded, feeling burning-hot tears begin to spill from my eyes and down my face. He caught each one and wiped them away.

“Show me where,” he murmured, and I did. With a shaking hand, I pointed to all the places where Rafael had touched me. My neck, my lips, my breasts. Ramel followed my hands with his lips and kissed each spot better, washing away Raf’s touch with his own.

When he was done, he wrapped his arms around me and crawled onto the bed, pulling me into his lap. He rocked me gently and made soothing sounds while I cried into his chest. Soon Shem appeared. His claws were gone, and Raf was now a bloody mess on the ground behind him. Shem crawled onto the bed toward us, his face grim. Reaching out with gore-stained fingers, he brushed my hair out of my eyes.

“Shhh, don’t cry, Lil. You’re safe now… you’re safe.”

“Is he dead?” I asked, hiccoughing. Ram and Shem exchanged a look and pursed their lips.

“No, deathtrap. He’s immortal; he’ll recover from that eventually. The only way to permanently end him would be to hit him a couple times with the scepter,” Ram explained, and Shem chuckled.

“Well, that or use an Aetherium blade, but we won’t be unmaking him for a long time.” Shem looked over his shoulder at the bloody mess of angel wings and smiled. “Payback is going to be fucking sweet.”

“Art!” I cried. “Raf hit him with the scepter. Does that mean he’s…?”

We all looked over at poor unconscious Art, where he lay beneath the illusion Raf had created in an attempt to trick me. Shem frowned and went to him, placing his fingers against his throat to feel for a pulse. His shoulders relaxed, and I let out the breath I had been holding.

“He’s alive,” Shem said just as Art coughed and rolled onto his back.

“Fuck,” he spat out black sludge, and Shem brushed his white hair out of his eyes.

“Hey man, you alright?” he asked, his voice full of concern.

Ramel didn’t seem as concerned with Art’s well-being. He was stroking his fingers lightly up and down my arms and leaving delicate kisses on the top of my head. I snuggled deeper into him, and he curled tighter around me. It didn’t make sense that I felt this safe with the creature who had tormented me my entire life, but right at that moment, I didn’t have it in me to question it. I just wanted him to hold me and comfort me until the shaking stopped.

“She’s still here, thank Satan,” Art coughed again, rolling onto his front and sitting up. He looked up at the illusion of Shem and Ram being tortured and scowled.

“Fuck. Even I fell for that.”

Shem raised an eyebrow and looked back at me.

“Did that work on you?” he asked, jutting his thumb at the vision portal. “Did you agree to go with him after he showed you that?”

I bit my lip, glancing up at Ram and back at Shem. Ramel’s face went white, and Shem looked furious.

“Lilith! What the fuck have we been practicing all week?!”

“I said it! I said I’m a citizen of Hell, and I do not wish to leave with you.”

Art nodded. “She did. Twice.”

Ramel ran his fingers up the back of my neck and into my hair, massaging my scalp. “Good fucking girl, Lilith,” he murmured, grabbing a fistful and pulling my head back so he could kiss me. I moaned as he pressed his tongue into my mouth, possessively stroking me. He pulled out of my mouth and left a few more wet kisses on my lips.

“Good,” kiss, “fucking,” kiss, “girl,” he purred, and I sighed, allowing myself to melt deeper into him.

“No! Bad girl!” Shem snapped. “It doesn’t matter how many times you say it if, in the end, you still agree to go!” He angrily waved his hand, and the vision portal vanished. He spun on Ramel. “And you felt guilty about chaining her to the fucking bed. If we hadn’t, she would be in fucking purgatory right now. Or worse!” Shem snarled. I pulled away from Ramel so I could scowl at him.

“Maybe if you hadn’t chained me to the bed, I would have been able to get away from Rafael!” I snapped, and all three of them laughed.

“Definitely not. He would have probably just chained you up himself. Besides, you were never in any real danger from that prick; why do you think we forced you through that fucking wedding?”

I frowned, looking down at the goat head ring. I remembered how it had burned when Rafael tried to take advantage of me and how he had suddenly been blown across the room.

“That’s what stopped him? It was because we’re married?” I asked, looking up at Ram. He smiled down at me and rubbed his thumb lightly over my cheek.

“Yeah. Demon weddings come with powerful protection bonds. I would have preferred to wait until you didn’t hate my fucking guts and you were a little more comfortable with exhibitionism, but we didn’t have time. I needed it set before we went to meet with Yahweh. I knew He was going to try some fucked up shit like this while Shem and I were gone.”

“Why didn’t you just take me with you?” I wondered out loud, frowning.

“Lilith, you can never leave Hell, do you understand? He will put you in that bowl again the first chance He gets, and I won’t fucking allow it.”

He was gripping my face and looking so deep into my eyes that I felt like he could see my soul.

“You keep saying again,” I whispered, “I don’t remember being in purgatory.”

Shem and Ramel exchanged a look.

“We have a lot to tell you,” Shem said. “Now that Ram has his memories back, I can finally talk about this shit, but it’s a long story, and you just went through a pretty traumatic experience. Maybe we should rest now and talk about it tomorrow.”

I scoffed. “My entire life has been a traumatic experience thanks to you two fucks,” I snapped, and they both had the decency to wince.

“I’m so sorry, Lilith,” Ramel whispered. He stroked a thumb down my jaw and kissed me again. “I’m so fucking sorry, you have no idea. Yahweh set me up to hate you. I didn’t know. He took my memories away. If I had known, I never would have…” His voice broke, and something deep inside my chest instantly felt like it was shattering. “I never wanted you to be lonely. I hate that He made me the reason you had no one.”

“I don’t understand,” I said truthfully, “I don’t understand any of this.”

Shem sighed and dug into his pocket, pulling out a key. “Let’s get you untied and cleaned up, then we can cuddle and have story time, okay?”

Ramel cupped my face and kissed me again, rubbing his thumb tenderly over my cheek.

“Would you like that, my little deathtrap? Cuddles and stories with your two favorite assholes?”

I snorted, and he smiled at me. He was an asshole, but he was a really good-looking asshole.

Finally, I caved and nodded.

“Yeah. I would like that,” I admitted.

Shem gently took my arms and uncuffed my wrists. “Art, want to whip us up something to eat? Make it fattening and terrible for us. Lil needs the good stuff.”

“And take that feathery fuck with you,” Ramel added, eyeing the still-bleeding mess that was Raf.

Art laughed and saluted us.

“Aye, aye, captain. Coming right up.”
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“My demon is you.”


—HAILEY LEITHAUSER, SHADOWS


Shem and Ram stripped me down and sat me in the shower. They both got in with me, and Shem washed my hair while Ramel gently lathered my entire body. To my surprise, neither of them tried to make it anything more than a shower, though they both paused from time to time to kiss me and tell me how happy they were that I was safe.

When they were satisfied that I was clean, they bundled me up in fluffy towels and carried me to bed. They were lying down on either side of me just as Art came in with a tray full of food.

Ramel grinned at him. “Leave it on the bed, Art. Thanks, man.” Once Art had left, Ramel tugged the tray toward us and started listing options.

“Looks like we have a few cheeseburgers, a cup of chili, a dirty-looking burrito, and chicken fingers. What do you feel like?”

“I want the burrito,” Shem said immediately, and Ramel shot him a look.

“You pick last, I was asking Lilith.”

I laughed. “It’s okay, Shem can have the burrito. I’ll have the chicken tenders.”

“Thanks, Lil.” Shem grinned, planting a kiss on my cheek and making me giggle.

Why couldn’t they be like this all the time?

Once we all had our food and I was happily munching on my chicken tenders, Shem started strong with an apology.

“First of all, I’m sorry, and I know Ramel is too. You have to understand I couldn’t say shit about our past, and Yahweh erased Ramel’s memories and intentionally set him up to feel threatened by you. He told Ramel that he was Death and the ruler of Hell, and after a thousand years suddenly said ‘nope, actually this new mortal is taking your place, hope you’re cool with that.’”

Ramel’s eyes darkened. “I was not cool with that. I hated you on sight, and that was exactly what Yahweh wanted. He wanted me to torment you as punishment for defying Him over four-and-a-half millennia ago.”

Together, they told me the story of how I was Lilith, the original ruler of Hell. They explained how I had changed them both from angels to demons and more or less built Hell together with them. It all sounded much too fantastical to be true, but I kept my mouth shut and just let them talk. I had asked for answers, and they were finally trying to give them to me.

“So, we were in love?” I whispered, and they both exchanged a glance.

“We are in love,” Ramel said, taking my dirty dish off my lap and clanking it on the tray. He leaned into me and kissed the corner of my mouth softly. “I still love you. I always will. I just didn’t know because that asshole wiped my memories clean. Though even then… even when I hated you, there was something there. I was obsessed with you, Lilith. I didn’t need to stalk you as thoroughly as I did. I could have let you die the first time you tried to kill yourself and told Yahweh you were a failure and not fit to rule Hell. I never understood why I did that. I told myself it was because I wanted you to suffer, but I didn’t. I just wanted you.”

“I love you too, Lil.” Shem grinned at me, throwing his hands behind his head and leaning back into the pillows. “Couldn’t you tell?”

I snorted.

“No. Ramel I understand being a dick to me, but your actions are inexcusable. If all this is true, why wouldn’t you try to be nicer about everything? You didn’t have to fucking torture me that first night. You didn’t have to make me crawl down the aisle at my wedding. You didn’t have to put a fucking leash on me!” I snapped, suddenly angry all over again about all the shit he had done to me since I had been forced to come to Hell.

“Why would you do all that to someone you love?” I asked, feeling sad and confused. I wanted to trust and believe them, but they had betrayed me so many times. Especially Shem.

“Well, for one, I’m a demon, it’s kind of my brand to be a fucking asshole.” He smirked at me but reached out to stroke my cheek.

“As far as torturing you that first night with the vibrator, well, I was honestly pretty impressed with myself for not fucking you sooner. There were so many nights that I lay at the foot of your bed as your cat, listening to you finger yourself, and all I could think about was how you deserved better. You deserved to be screaming in ecstasy between Ram and me, instead of those pathetic little moans you used to let out using your own hand.”

I felt my entire face flush with embarrassment. I had no idea Shem had been the one at the foot of my bed. If I had, I certainly wouldn’t have masturbated with him there. The realization was horrifying. I tried to pull my head away, but he tightened his grip on my cheek and held me in place.

“You have no idea, Lilith, how hard it’s been. Spending time around you without being able to fuck you has been excruciating.”

I scowled at him. “I don’t know why you bothered waiting. Clearly, I wouldn’t have been able to stop you if you had wanted to fuck me sooner.”

Predictably, Shem didn’t look ashamed or chastised at all. He just chuckled.

“You’re Ram’s. I can’t fuck you without him. I needed him to make a move first. In my defense, I told him to talk to you instead of just chaining you to the bed that first night. But you tried to run, and he was pissed. There was no talking him out of it. So when he told me to tie you up and get you ready for him, there was no fucking way I was saying no to that.

“I’d been waiting to make your sweet little pussy weep for me for fucking years. That’s how we always used to fuck. I get you wet, then Ramel fucks you, and I watch. Sometimes you would suck my dick for me too, which we’re going to need to get back to doing soon. I miss this pretty mouth,” he murmured, rubbing his thumb over my lips.

“You’re fucked up Shem!” I screeched, jerking away from him. He snatched my chin up and held me in place, switching back to his asshole persona in the blink of an eye.

“You keep saying that like it’s an insult, Lil, but all it does is get me hard.”

“Stop getting him all worked up, deathtrap, or you’re going to end up with a cock in your mouth,” Ramel chuckled behind me.

“This is what I mean. You say you love me, then say shit like that,” I snapped, and Ramel shrugged, tugging on my collar.

“You’re mine, Lilith, to do with as I please. I love you, yes, but I also love tormenting you, and I love it when you cry.” He gave me an evil smile. “Besides, if we had been gentlemen about the whole thing, do you really think you would have abandoned your sad-ass little life to come to Hell with us and be my bride? It certainly would have taken longer to convince you to come willingly, and we didn’t have that kind of time. The leash, the collar, and the corrective training were all necessary to get you to where you needed to be in time for the meeting today,” Ramel said matter-of-factly, and I felt my blood boil.

“You’re a fucking psychopath if you think leashing me like a dog is okay under any circumstance. You can’t just force people to do things you want them to do because it would be inconvenient for you if they said no. You’re even worse than Shem!” I snapped at Ramel, but he just pulled me back against his chest and kissed the top of my head.

“Actually, out of the three of us, I’m probably the least kinky,” he murmured, sounding thoughtful.

“Yeah, okay. You’re absolutely deranged. You fucked me in a church in front of like seventy demons at a forced wedding.”

Shem was grinning at me manically. “Actually, Ram’s right. As fucked up as you think that was, that ritual was our brainchild, sweetheart.”

“What! No it wasn’t.”

“Mhmm, yes it was,” Ramel said from behind me. He slid his hand under my towel and began tracing featherlight circles on my stomach. I considered swatting him away but decided against it. It felt nice.

“I got the idea to take the concept of marriage and bring it to Hell so demons could bond. It was your idea to base the whole thing in sex magic. It was brilliant, of course. The bond and the protection you get from so many witnesses is so much stronger if the agreement is sealed with sex instead of a kiss. It’s been really useful,” Shem said.

“Fuck off, no way,” I said, not believing him.

“It’s true,” Ramel said. “Also, out of all of us, I’m the only one that’s monogamous.”

I turned to look at him over my shoulder. “You are?” I asked, and he nodded.

“Mhmm. I only have eyes for you, deathtrap. Shem, on the other hand…”

Shem chuckled and rubbed the back of his neck sheepishly. “I’ll fuck anything that walks. I would fuck Ramel if he would let me.”

Ramel barked out a laugh. “I didn’t realize you wanted to fuck me, baby; all you had to do was ask,” he said with a wink, and Shem cracked up.

“You wouldn’t be able to handle me, sweetheart.”

I looked back and forth between the two of them, feeling thoroughly confused.

“I’m not monogamous?” I asked, feeling weird asking these two demons such personal questions about myself.

“Well, you’re in bed with the both of us right now, aren’t you? The only reason you don’t sleep with anyone outside of the two of us is because it makes Ram uncomfortable, and you’re a lot nicer than we are.” Shem grinned.

I flipped onto my back and let out a little moan.

“This is a lot to take in.”

“You’ve taken bigger loads, deathtrap,” Ramel joked, laying down on his side next to me and tracing his fingers up my arm. I swatted at him, but Shem snatched up my hand and lay down on the other side of me, pressing against my side.

“So what do we do now?” I asked finally. “I’m mortal, and Yahweh is apparently out to get me. Am I just going to live here and be your prisoner until I die?” I asked quietly.

As much as this was nice, and I felt like we had turned some sort of corner, I didn’t really want to spend the rest of my short mortal life chained to this bed as a glorified sex slave to these two.

“We don’t want you to be our prisoner, Lilith. We just want things to go back to the way they were,” Ramel said softly.

“How is that even possible? I’m mortal,” I said as Shem pressed closer and kissed me softly under my jaw.

“For now. On Samhain, your mortal body turns twenty-two. That was when you were meant to take Hell over from Ramel. We’re fairly certain you will shed your mortality and return to your true form. We think Yahweh planned to wipe your memories like He did to Ramel, but if we can keep you out of His hands until then, you should be safe.

“You will remember everything and be in love with us again, and we can go back to being a happy little demon family,” Shem said, kissing me softly, this time a little further down my neck. Ramel trailed his hand up my stomach and cupped my breast on the other side, rolling my nipple between his fingers firmly enough that it drew a small sound from my lips. I felt my core tighten and heat pooled between my thighs.

“So what? We’re just going to wait for Samhain and hope everything goes back to normal?” I asked, trying to keep myself from reacting too much to Ramel’s insistent fingers and Shem’s wandering lips.

“More or less,” Ramel murmured, pulling my earlobe into his mouth and sucking on it. I gasped and arched, my skin erupting into gooseflesh in response to his hot breath in my ear. Shem took my reaction as an invitation to unwrap my towel and slide his hand lower to graze my clit. I gasped at the contact and jerked beneath his touch.

“I always forget how fucking responsive she is,” he murmured to Ramel, his lips brushing against the side of my neck with each syllable.

“Guys, I thought we were talking⁠—”

“Spread your legs, Lilith,” Ramel murmured into my ear, “we’re done talking now.”

“Ramel,”

He tweaked my nipple sharply and bit down on my neck in warning before whispering in my ear.

“Unless you want the chains back on, you’ll do as you’re told. Spread your legs for Hazai,” he ordered, and I just blinked at him. Would I ever get used to this fucking game of Jekyll and Hyde?

I jumped as Shem slapped my bare pussy, sending a zip of pleasure directly through my core.

“Now, Lilith,” he ordered, his tone dark. Ramel wrapped a hand around my thigh and guided my leg open while Shem did the same with the other.

“Good. Now, as a reward for being so brave tonight, we’re going to make this pretty little pussy come,” Ramel whispered against the corner of my mouth. Shem slid his fingers into me while Ramel began to circle my clit gently.

Shem chucked in my ear as he began to thrust in and out of me. “You’re already so fucking wet, sweetheart. I don’t know why you always try to pretend like you don’t want it.”

I whimpered against them as they stroked me, each of them leaving kisses up and down their respective sides of my neck.

“You might as well enjoy it while you can, deathtrap, because as happy as I am with you for staying, you also still tried to leave.”

“Twice,” Shem hissed, biting on my neck so hard I cried out.

“If you think we forgot about your punishment, you haven’t been paying attention,” Ramel growled. He switched with Shem, plunging his fingers deep inside me while Shem pulled his wet fingers up and over my clit, the new sensation making my whole body burn. I moaned as Ramel curled his fingers deep inside me.

“So enjoy this, deathtrap. Because we’ve got two more weeks until Samhain, and you never know when the mood might strike.”

I bit my lip as they worked me, each of them watching my face intently.

“Show me how much your little pussy likes getting used, deathtrap.”

As if on cue, my breath hitched, and I began to pant.

“There she goes,” Shem murmured as the burning sensation began to build. They both smirked down at me, watching me carefully as my body began to contract with pleasure.

“That’s it, Lilith. Come all over our fingers,” Ramel murmured just before kissing me. The wave of pleasure hit its crest, and I screamed. Shem pulled my nipple into his mouth and pulsed it between his teeth while they both stroked me through it.

“Good girl, deathtrap,” Ramel praised me, kissing me softly on the side of my mouth. “Such a good fucking girl.”
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“Love is an untamed force. When we try to control it, it destroys us. When we try to imprison it, it enslaves us. When we try to understand it, it leaves us feeling lost and confused.”


—PAULO COELHO


Iwoke up to Ramel stroking the side of my face. Blinking lazily, I moved to sit up.

“Ramel—what?”

“Shhh,” he whispered into my ear, pushing me gently back into the bed. He laid a trail of hot, wet kisses up the side of my cheek to the corner of my mouth. “I’ve missed you so much, Lilith.”

I squirmed beneath the weight of his body and slid my hands up to his tattooed chest. I pressed against him to try to give myself room to breathe, but he tightened his grip on the side of my face and growled.

“Just lie still, deathtrap. Let me hold you.” He kissed me again, pulling my bottom lip into his mouth gently. “If you’re good, I’ll take you outside today,” he murmured against my lips, causing me to whimper against him.

Curling his fingers deeper into my hair, he pulled my head back, exposing my throat to him. He licked a hot line up my neck from my collarbone to my jaw, then bit me hard enough that I squeaked. The sharp pain sent a direct line of ecstasy to my core.

“Fuck, Lilith. I want to devour you.” He pulled back and looked me in the eyes. There was a fire that hadn’t been there all the other times I had woken up in this bed with him. There had always been a dark, burning obsession, but now there was something more complex lurking in the depth of his crystalline hazel irises.

“I’m so sorry,” he breathed, and I felt a stinging pain erupt in my throat at his words. I didn’t know what he was apologizing for. There were so many things that it was impossible to know which transgression or betrayal he regretted.

“For what?” I whispered back, and he stroked the side of my face tenderly.

“I let you down. I wasn’t able to protect you when you needed it most. I let him win.”

I knew he was referencing the time when we had supposedly been in love, but his words didn’t resonate with me. I couldn’t remember any of the things they told me had happened. The pure look of love and devotion emanating from him was making it nearly impossible for me to hold onto the memory of the monster who had tormented me since the day I was born.

“You’re mine, Lilith.” He cupped my face firmly to punctuate his words. “I’ll never let him take you from me again.” He pulled back and rubbed the tip of his nose against mine, leaving another wet, possessive kiss on my mouth.

“Did you hear me, Lilith?” His lips were so close that we shared a breath. My skin was on fire, and there was a small twinge in the back of my mind… a tickle of some forgotten memory. “Tell me you understand.”

I squeezed my eyes shut and shook my head. The small, nagging memory danced just out of reach, and my heart tightened with it. His scent, his breath, the feel of his hot lips on my skin, and the way his voice cracked when he said my name all felt like notes in a sad, forgotten song.

I couldn’t say what he wanted me to say. I wasn’t an object or a thing. I didn’t belong to him. I didn’t belong to anyone.

He slid his knee between my legs and nudged me open, settling his hips between my thighs. I gasped and instantly felt a rush of wetness pool as the tip of his cock rubbed against me. Without warning, he pressed deep into me, causing me to catch my breath. He held himself above me and kissed me again and again as he thrust in and out of me.

I realized with a start that the weight of his body was starting to feel comforting, and his scent was now familiar. Someone who had always represented fear and pain was now beginning to make me feel safe and wanted. He had ruined me, only to turn around and save me, and I found that I no longer knew what was right and what was wrong. I wasn’t even sure I cared. I just wanted to feel, and if there was anyone who knew how to make me feel, it was Ramel. I was just never sure if he was going to make me feel pleasure or pain. Sometimes, he managed to blend the two so expertly that I wasn’t sure it even mattered.

He rolled his hips into me, and the bed dipped beneath the force of his slow, leisurely thrusts. He was everywhere, all around me. Every inch of me was surrounded by him, and all I knew was his touch and the burn of his ownership.

There was no escape.

There would never be an escape. My life began and ended with Ramel fucking Endlyne, whether I liked it or not. The sick truth was I was beginning to think that I didn’t want it to end.

He wrapped the hand that wasn’t tangled in my hair around my exposed throat and squeezed. I gasped against his grip. My face flushed with blood, and my chest shuddered. I couldn’t breathe. He increased the pressure until I choked, and he left slow, wet kisses over my gasping mouth.

“Tell me you understand that you belong to me, Lilith. You’re mine.” He sounded desperate. Like he needed me to admit it. It was as if he had been waiting to hear me say those words for an eternity. When he slammed into me again, I couldn’t even whimper with his hand wrapped so tight around my throat. Darkness began to tug at the edges of my vision, and just when I thought I was going to pass out, he let go. I frantically gulped back mouthfuls of air as he stroked the side of my face tenderly. I felt another hot rush of wetness with the sudden release of my throat. It somehow made the languid roll of his hips feel even more euphoric, and I felt the familiar burn of an orgasm begin to build low in my abdomen.

“Tell me what I want to hear, Lilith, or we’ll do that again.” He nipped my chin sharply as I gasped. The heavy burn that sat low in my hips was simmering, and my whole body was on fire. I knew he would choke me again and again until I gave him what he wanted.

I looked at him; his gorgeous hazel eyes hovered inches away, and I swallowed.

“I’m yours. I belong to you,” I whispered, and the look on his face was so intense it made me shiver. He sat up slightly and wrapped his tattooed hands around my waist, pulling me roughly into him as he thrust forward. I cried out at the intensity of the sensation. Placing one hand on my shoulder and pressing the other one on my abdomen, he increased his pace into an unforgiving rhythm. Soon, all I could hear was the sound of flesh slapping against flesh as he ruthlessly fucked me, pushing that burn past the plateau it had been hovering in and driving it toward a full-body orgasm.

“Good fucking girl,” he growled, pressing harder on my abdomen. I realized with a start he was pressing my G-spot more firmly against his cock to make it easier for him to force the orgasm. “You were fucking made for me. Look at you.”

The feeling was so intense, and it was building so quickly that it was almost too much.

“Ramel, I can’t—” I gasped against the earth-shattering roll of pleasure that was teetering just on the precipice of completion.

“Yes, you can. Let me watch you, Lilith. I want to feel you fucking come.”

Unable to stop myself, I let go. The pleasure pulsed through my entire body, and my eyes rolled back into my head. I screamed as he continued to pound into me, my body jerking with each thrust. He slapped the side of my breast and squeezed it as he found his own release. I felt him explode inside me, his cock throbbing as he filled me up.

He grunted as he stroked us both through it and collapsed on top of me. I was gasping for breath still. He kissed and sucked up the side of my neck, a deep growl rumbling in his chest.

“I’m going to keep you safe, Lilith. I promise.” He nipped at the corner of my mouth and pressed his fingers into my jaw, turning my head to face him.

I stared at him as he stroked the side of my face and drank me in.

“How can I trust you after everything you’ve done to me?” I whispered. I felt like I was floating in the aftermath of the orgasm he had given me, but he was so sincere and earnest that I suddenly wanted to hear from his own mouth how he expected me to move on from everything he had done to me. I knew he had his memories back, and he seemed to regret his actions, but I still only knew him as a monster.

Reaching out a trembling finger, I touched his cheek, shuddering at the roughness of the stubble I found there. He closed his eyes and pressed his face into my hand. For a moment, he stayed there. Finally, he swallowed and caught my gaze once more.

“I don’t need you to trust me, Lilith. I just need you to stop fighting this. The trust will come in time. Just stop making me hurt you and submit.”

The small hesitant piece of affection that had been trying to bloom in my heart suddenly froze over. I felt a tear slide down my cheek. Who was I kidding? He wasn’t any different. He was the same. My captor. My demon.

“Can’t you see that’s the very reason I can’t?” I whispered. “You say you love me, but you can’t force me to love you back, Ramel. I’m not making you hurt me. You can choose to stop. You can let me decide for myself what I want instead of forcing your will upon me.”

He brushed away my tear with his thumb, bringing it to his mouth and licking the salty drop away. For a moment, he looked so sad it nearly broke my heart, but I steeled myself against the unwarranted feelings of compassion for the monster who had spent my whole life destroying me.

“If you’re looking to trust me, Lilith, then you can trust this: I will never stop trying to force you to love me. I will push and bend you to my will until I’m the only thing you see and the only one you want. One day you will willingly be mine again. Until then, I will take whatever parts of you I can steal because I promised you forever, and forever starts today… whether you’re ready for it or not.”

I stared at him, not knowing how to respond or how to feel about what he had just said.

“Now,” he continued, stroking my face again gently, “open your mouth and stick out your tongue.”

I tried to argue, but he shoved two fingers down my throat. I coughed and jerked away, but he slipped his other hand around the back of my neck and held me still. I panicked and struggled against him, but he just held me tighter, forcing me to swallow his fingers.

“Shh, shh. Breathe. You’re alright. This is nothing compared to what this throat is going to swallow later. Try to relax,” he murmured. He watched me carefully as I worked to calm my breathing. I forced myself to still, and he pressed his fingers deeper, causing me to whimper.

“There you go. Good girl.” He pulled his fingers out slightly before sliding them back down my throat. I closed my eyes and did my best to breathe through my nose. “Now that I have your attention,” he chuckled, and I glared at him while he slowly fucked my throat with his hand.

“Listen closely because I’m only going to say this once. How the rest of this day goes will completely depend on you. Shem and I have plans to show you the rest of Hell. We’re preparing for Samhain and your birthday. I think you’re going to really like what we have planned for you. However, if I get any more attitude, I will chain you to the bed and fuck the back talk right out of you. Is that understood?”

I wanted to bite down on his fingers but knew all that was going to get me was tied up. Instead, I nodded. He smirked at me and pulled his fingers out of my mouth.

“Let’s give you a test, shall we?”

I scowled at him but kept my mouth shut.

“Who do you belong to?” he asked.

“You,” I bit out, and he nodded.

“That’s right. If I tell you to do something, what are you going to do?”

I winced but told him what I knew he wanted me to say. “Do it.”

“What if I tell you to do something you don’t want to do?”

I sighed, “I’m going to do it anyway.”

“Are you going to complain and whine about it?”

“No.”

“That’s right. You’re just going to obey.” He stroked the side of my face and kissed me gently. “If you can be good, I promise we’re going to have a really nice day, deathtrap.”

“I don’t understand how you could tell me that you love me, then treat me like I’m your property or something,” I said softly, and he pulled me into him, kissing me gently on the top of my head while he ran his fingers through my hair.

“It’s because I love you that I treat you like this.” He pulled back and curled his finger under my chin, tilting my face up. He placed another devastatingly gentle kiss on my lips. “You’re human and fragile, and right now I know what’s better for you than you yourself do. I refuse to let anything happen to you before Samhain.”

I scowled at him. “And what’s your excuse for the rest of it?”

He chuckled softly and tapped my nose. “As for the rest of it, you’re crazy if you think I’m going to wait three more weeks to be with you. When you get your memories back, you’ll understand. I’ve waited over four millennia to have you back in my arms. I refuse to wait another second.”

I searched his eyes and realized with an aching sadness that he was telling the truth. He loved me in his own fucked up way. I knew there was a difference between love and obsession. What Ramel felt for me teetered on the edge of both.

“I don’t want to have to punish you, deathtrap. That doesn’t mean I won’t if you make me. So, please. Be a good girl so we can enjoy the day.”
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“Obsession is the wellspring of genius and madness.”


—MICHEL DE MONTAIGNE


Icarried my little deathtrap to the bathroom and took my time washing her. Massaging her scalp, I reveled in every moan that escaped her lips as I scrubbed her soft, perfect little body clean.

I had been obsessed with her before, but now that I had my memories back, every moment I wasn’t touching her was excruciating. It killed me that she couldn’t remember what we had and that she was still a somewhat unwilling participant in our relationship. I wished she wanted me as badly as I wanted her, but I had meant what I said. I wasn’t willing to wait another second to be with her.

I knew once she got her memories back, she would understand. She would know what it felt like to float in purgatory for millennia with nothing to do but yearn and crave the other. The fact that Hazai had his memories this entire time and knew what he was missing and who exactly it was that I was fucking tormenting for the last twenty-two years just made everything worse. I can’t imagine what it had felt like for him to watch me make my worst fears for Lilith become a reality.

All I had ever wanted was to take her loneliness from her. She had spent so long down here by herself. When I found her, I promised myself I would make sure she would never be lonely again.

Fucking Yahweh.

He hadn’t just made sure she was lonely. He had ensured that I was the direct fucking reason for her loneliness. This was not something I could forgive or move on from. Shemhazai and I had our work cut out for us.

We needed to get Lilith back to normal, and we needed to find a way to make sure that Yahweh couldn’t retaliate. The problem was that Lilith was usually the mastermind behind most of our little schemes. Shem and I knew how to plan a war or win a battle, but when it came to the history of the world and how magic worked, Lilith had always been the scholar.

“Where’s Shem?” Lilith asked me as I handed her an outfit for the day. I didn’t miss the tiny smile when she realized it was a pair of leggings and a Bad Omens hoodie. I had been tempted to parade her around Hell in a full-on gothic ball gown like the little queen she was, but I knew she would rather be comfortable.

“He’s at breakfast making sure everyone understands their roles, so we’re free to spend the day with you.”

I watched her get dressed and shoved down the aching desire to throw her on the bed and fuck her again. If I allowed every impulse to consume me, we would never leave this room, and I really did want to show her the rest of her queendom. Once she was ready, she glanced up at me with hope shining in her eyes.

“You’re really going to take me outside and show me the rest of Hell today?”

I smiled at her and nodded, tugging on her collar gently. “We sure are. Let’s go; we don’t want to keep Hazai waiting.”
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I didn’t leash her, but I brought it with us as a clear warning as to what would happen if she stepped out of line. Hell was dangerous for any mortal, and although the demons here knew what would happen if they fucked around with my bride, I didn’t want to take any chances. I needed her on her best behavior if we were leaving the safety of the House of the Fallen.

We found Shem in the middle of a group of busy demons in the dining hall, barking out orders and checking things off on a shiny black clipboard.

“How’s everything going so far?” I asked him as Lilith and I approached. He beamed at us.

“Excellent. Art’s working out the details for the dumb feast, and the pumpkins are ready. We can harvest them at any time for the carving contest.”

I nodded, smiling. Lilith was looking around wide-eyed as demons bustled about.

Samhain was the only time of year when the veil that separated Heaven, Hell, and Earth dwindled to nearly nothing. This is why, historically, humans started the tradition of carving pumpkins and dressing up as monsters and demons. The idea was to confuse our kind and keep us from dragging them down to Hell with us.

Of course, the idea was ludicrous. A costume or a jack-o-lantern was not going to trick a demon or an angel. However, the pagan traditions fascinated Lilith, and she adopted many of them for the festivities down in Hell.

Yahweh had adopted many of the pagan traditions as well. However, instead of mimicking them and celebrating with the humans, He stole them and modified them to fit His agenda. Christmas was the most obvious one, but He also had a hand in switching Samhain to Halloween and Ostara to Easter, along with several other traditions.

“This is amazing. You guys really go all out.” Lilith observed, watching demons decorate the great hall with a mix of merlot and cream-colored pumpkins.

“Well, Samhain was originally a celebration of The God of Death. Little did they know it was all about you, deathtrap.” I smiled at her and pulled her into me to kiss the top of her head. “That is likely why Yahweh made your birthday on Halloween. He likes to give a little sick nod to all the things he effortlessly stole from the mortals.”

“Fucking prick,” Shem muttered, crossing off another item on his list. He snapped his fingers, and the clipboard disappeared in a puff of smoke. “Alright, I think all these assholes have their marching orders. Grab something quick to eat from the table over there, Lilith, then let’s get out of here. We have a lot of shit to see!” He beamed at her, and my stomach flipped at the genuine smile and gleam of excitement that sparked in her eyes.

“Okay!” She nodded and hurried over to the table Shemhazai had stocked full of coffee, muffins, and breakfast sandwiches.

He shot me a mischievous smirk, and I smiled back at him.

Today was going to be a good day.
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“There are three things I have learned never to discuss with people: religion, politics, and the Great Pumpkin.”


—LINUS VAN PELT “IT’S THE GREAT PUMPKIN, CHARLIE BROWN!”


The first place we took her was the orchard. Shem wanted to check on the pumpkins, and I knew for a fact that Lilith loved pumpkin patches, so it felt like a natural first stop.

Lilith squealed when we arrived.

“Oh my G—” I smacked a hand over her mouth with a growl.

“Careful, Lilith,” I muttered into her ear. She shuddered, and I smirked against her, nipping the side of her neck just above her collar. She nodded, and I released her, smirking as she glanced back at me apologetically.

“Oh my fuck!” She corrected herself and gazed with sparkling eyes out at the patch before us. The pumpkins in Hell were not orange. They grew in varying shades of blacks, creams, and purples, which made them look hauntingly beautiful when we carved them and filled them with green flames. The patch itself was several acres and sat beneath the open night sky. The greens, reds, and violets from the nebula that endlessly churned reflected off the gleaming surfaces of the gourds spread before us.

“Go pick one to carve,” I told her, and she glanced back at Shem and me like she couldn’t believe we were allowing her to have free range of the patch. We had made sure no one else would be here while we were showing it to Lilith so she could wander and stretch her legs as much as she wanted.

Shem nodded at her, smiling at how excited she was. “Go ahead, sweetheart. Pick one for me too.”

“Eeek!” she squealed and bounded away from us. We watched, amused, as she carefully inspected each pumpkin, her mossy green eyes twinkling with happiness.

“As much as I like tormenting her, her fucking smile makes my insides feel all fuzzy,” Shem muttered to me, sliding his hands into his pockets and rocking back on his heels.

I smirked at him, nodding. “I know what you mean,” I agreed. It gave me a sick sense of satisfaction to force her to bend to my will. I loved controlling her and feeling like I had the power to make her do whatever the fuck I wanted, but I also loved this.

Giving her a taste of freedom was almost sweeter when it was a reward after we had taken it away from her first.

She didn’t understand, but the version of Lilith that had access to her memories would. Everything was better if there was contrast. The light was brighter if you were coming from somewhere dark. Life was more precious if you had once feared you might lose it. Freedom only felt like a gift if you knew what it was to be a prisoner.

Watching Lilith play within the bounds of the freedom we had just granted her made me feel lighter, and my rotten heart swelled with joy as we waited for her to make her selections.

Finally, after what felt like hours, she bounded back to us, beaming.

“Okay, I found our pumpkins! They’re too big for me to carry, so you have to come help.”

Shem and I exchanged a smirk and nodded.

“Lead the way, deathtrap,” I agreed, and she grabbed my hand, tugging me into the patch.

“This one’s for you, Ramel,” she said, pointing to a massive wine-colored pumpkin. It was tall and oval and had a perfect spot for a carving. I smirked at her. I didn’t usually participate in the pumpkin carving contest, which is why I hadn’t told her to choose one for me, but she was looking at me with so much excitement in her eyes that I couldn’t deny her.

“It’s perfect.” I grinned. I snapped my fingers, and the pumpkin disappeared. Lilith giggled and grinned at me.

“Where did you send it!?” she asked, and I laughed.

“Don’t worry, just back to our room.”

She nodded, looking very serious. “Good. I don’t want it to get mixed up with all the other ones.”

She grabbed Shem’s hand next and dragged him farther into the patch. I followed close behind, unable to wipe the smirk off my face.

“This one is for you!” She beamed. Shem’s was all black and rounder than mine had been. He shot her an amused look.

“Why is mine so squat?” he asked incredulously. “Are you trying to tell me something?”

Lilith laughed. “No, of course not. It’s just kind of what you look like when you curl into a little cuddly ball in your cat form.”

Shem’s green eyes twinkled, and he wrapped his arms around her, pulling her into him and dropping an affectionate kiss on the side of her head.

“It’s perfect, sweetheart,” he purred before snapping his fingers and transporting it back to the room.

“Where’s yours?” I asked, and she grinned, leading us to an ivory-colored pumpkin. Hers was rounder as well and had an almost cheerful feel to it.

“I’m surprised you didn’t pick a black one for yourself,” Shem said, eyeing the little ivory gourd thoughtfully,

She shrugged. “I’m so different from the two of you. I wanted mine to stand out.”

I slid my hands around her waist and pulled her back into me, kissing her temple softly.

“You are not as different from us as you might think, deathtrap. You made us who we are.” She wrinkled her nose at that but didn’t comment.

I chuckled, knowing she was keeping her mouth shut because she didn’t have anything nice to say and didn’t want to risk a punishment.

“Still. This one is mine. Can you send it back to the room for me?” She leaned her head back and gave me a pleading look. I smiled down at her and hummed.

“In exchange for a willing kiss, I will send it back to the room.”

She scoffed, but it was playful. Spinning around, she threw her arms around my neck and slid her fingers up into my hair.

“Lean down,” she demanded, her eyes dropping to my mouth. I watched her lick her lips in anticipation and did as she asked.

I brushed my lips against hers and waited for her to come to me. She didn’t disappoint. I felt a shot of adrenaline ignite in my chest as she pressed her plush little mouth against mine. My excitement increased as she took it one step further and traced her tongue against my mouth, begging for access.

I opened for her, and she made a small moaning sound as she slipped her tongue against mine. I tightened my grip against her hips and tugged her in closer to me, forcing myself to allow her to lead.

My whole body was on fire. I wanted to fucking devour her as she tentatively explored my mouth and allowed me to explore hers in return. Finally, she pulled away, and we were both out of breath. My heart was hammering in my chest, and I wondered for a minute if I was going to be able to make it through the rest of the day without fucking her like I had originally planned.

Without looking away from her, I snapped my fingers, misting her pumpkin back to the room.

“Thank you,” she breathed, and I couldn’t help but run my finger down her jaw. I pressed another soft kiss against her lips before letting her go. I fucking loved her so much that my heart suddenly felt like it was breaking.

“What?” she asked, cocking her head to the side.

“What do you mean ‘what’?” I asked, chuckling.

“Why are you looking at me like that?”

Shem laughed and shook his head. “He’s got it so bad for you, sweetheart. Haven’t you been paying attention?” Her little cheeks flushed red, and I ran my thumbs over them tenderly, loving how warm and pink they were when she was flustered.

She pulled away, and I let her, only to slide my hand to the small of her back and lead her forward to our next destination.

“Where to now?” she asked as Shem slipped his hands into his pockets, following us out with a grin.

“The Fountain of Death,” he said, and Lilith’s eyes shone with interest.

“Sounds morbid.”

“You’re going to love it.” Shem smirked, touching her chin gently.
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“When gods war with gods, it is the mortal who suffers most.”


—PIERCE BROWN, “RED RISING”


The pumpkin patch had been so cute and fun that I almost forgave Ramel for being such a prick earlier.

Almost.

After they had misted the pumpkins away, Ramel and Shem led me through rolling hills filled with tall, midnight grass that made up the landscape outside of the city. The farther we walked into the countryside, the more wildflowers seemed to grow in the waist-high grass.

“What types of flowers are these?” I asked, gently running my fingers through the licorice-colored stalks as we walked.

“All of the deadly ones.” Ramel smirked at me. He picked a sprig of white flowers and tucked it gently into my hair. “This is white oleander,” he informed me. “You used to wear a crown of black oleander when I first met you.” He was looking at me with so much tenderness it was hard to remember how much of a monster he was.

“You’ll also find lily of the valley and foxglove in these fields,” Shem said, picking several more sprigs of flowers as we walked until he had made a lethal bouquet. He handed the flowers to me with a flourish, and I giggled, accepting them with a smile.

“They’re beautiful.”

“Beautiful but deadly, just like you,” Shem said, swooping in to give me a kiss on the cheek.

“I’m not deadly,” I frowned. They had proven time and time again that I was helpless against them.

“Maybe not right now. But you were, and you will be again. All of this exists because of you, Lilith. Even without you here, Hell has thrived on your magic. You impregnated the very land with your death magic, and it has been working tirelessly to maintain the natural order of things in your absence,” Shem explained.

I could hear the sound of running water. Tugging me forward, Ramel parted the grass, and we found ourselves standing on the bank of a dark, rushing river. We walked along the edge to a large glassy pool that seemed to be the meeting place of several babbling streams that came from almost every direction through the fields. In the center of the pool was a circular pedestal with what looked like Ramel’s scythe hovering above it. Water was pouring out of the center of the pedestal in a steady gush as if it were a fountain, and the scythe glowed with a deep violet light.

What was the scythe doing all the way out here? I wondered, stepping closer to the water’s edge. Ramel snatched up my wrist and tore me away from the riverbank so fast I gasped. Wrapping his arms around me, he pressed me into him tightly.

“Don’t enter the pool. It’s deadly for mortals,” he growled. I looked up at him, startled. Glancing down into the large pond before us, I realized that the black liquid was much too thick to be water.

“What is this?” I asked, unnerved. Ramel pointed to the scythe, where it spun slowly in place, pulsing with that dark purple light.

“This is the Fountain of Death. When I’m not using the scythe, it’s left here to charge. You filled these streams with the very blood that ran in your veins long before you met me. Your blood maintains the balance and allows me to wield the scythe in your absence.”

I gaped. That was a lot of fucking blood. And why was it black!?

“Why would I do that?” I wondered, truly confused. Had I known I was going to be put into purgatory?

“There’s nothing you cared about more than balance, Lilith,” Shem explained as he looked out at the scythe. “You wanted there to be a failsafe in case anything happened to you. Over time, the scythe has become so full of your magic that natural death has become entirely dependent on it. Even if you were to return to your full powers, without the scythe, death could very well end. Mortals, animals, and even plants would live eternally. It would be an absolute disaster. You made it so that only demons could wield the scythe, thank fuck. Imagine if Yahweh took over death as well?”

For some reason, my entire body suddenly felt cold with fear and dread. “Why would Yahweh want to wield death?” I whispered, and Ramel tugged me along the riverbank until we came to what looked like a massive cemetery.

“Yahweh wants to rule everything,” he said, his tone dark.

I stared in awe at the cemetery that sprawled out before us. Why was there a cemetery in Hell? The gravestones were elaborate and haunting. The flowers here seemed to glow with unearthly magic, and the stars above burned so bright that it was easy to read every carved inscription.

I stepped over the threshold into hallowed ground and felt an immediate rush of power explode through the soles of my feet. A gasp flew unbidden from my mouth.

“Oh…” I rasped, my entire body suddenly overwhelmed with an unearthly energy. Ramel and Shem were both on me instantly, holding me steady as my body acclimated to the strange energy that seemed to have taken hold of me.

“Breathe through it. You’re alright, we’ve got you,” Ramel said, pulling me forward into his chest. Shem slid up behind me, and together, they held me as I rode out the strange feeling.

“I didn’t realize it would affect her this much, even as a human,” Ramel murmured against my hair.

“Me neither. Just goes to show how much He fucked everything up,” Shem replied as he gently stroked the sides of my arms. “Shh, it’s okay, sweetheart; it’ll pass in a few moments.”

I quivered until the strange feeling dissipated. Finally, I felt back to myself, but there was an aching sadness in my chest that wasn’t there before. I looked up at my two demons, and they stared down at me with faces full of concern. Ramel touched my chin, frowning.

“Better?” he asked, and I nodded, still feeling a little shaky.

“What was that?” I breathed, and Shem kissed my temple before releasing me.

“This is the graveyard of the gods. Even in sleep, their power can be felt by the most null demons,” he explained. “Before Yahweh, there were many gods, but He killed them all and stole from them to create His legacy.”

I glanced at Ramel, eyes wide. “Is that true?” I asked, and he nodded.

“Yes. Though He didn’t kill them, per se. You cannot kill gods. The scepter can unmake immortals like demons and angels, but gods and goddesses, like you, are nearly impossible to truly kill. They are all sleeping here,” Ramel explained, taking my hand and leading me deeper into the cemetery.

“You’ve had many names throughout history, even when you were trapped in purgatory,” Shem explained. “In Egypt, they called you Osiris, but I played your role for most of that time period. I managed the scythe while you and Ramel were gone for millennia,” Shem said, sliding his hand fondly over the gravestones as we walked. He paused over one stone labeled Hecate. His expression changed, and for a moment, I thought he looked devastatingly sad.

“Who is Hecate?” I asked softly, and he glanced at me, seeming startled that I had noticed him pause by the elaborate grave. Her tombstone was carved with the phases of the moon and depictions of the Maiden, the Mother, and the Crone.

“Hecate and I spent a lot of time together when you were away,” he murmured softly. “She was one of the last goddesses Yahweh was able to extinguish.” Shem traced the letters of her name gently. “I think Yahweh actually got the idea to turn you mortal from her.”

I frowned. “Yahweh wanted to turn her mortal too?”

Shem shook his head, his lips forming a firm line. “No. She vowed to turn herself mortal, to try to escape him. We suspected He was somehow putting the other gods to sleep, and she thought He wouldn’t find her if she hid her essence in a mortal host.” Regret flickered across his face. “Unfortunately, He put her to sleep before she could properly escape.”

I suddenly felt angry. How dare Yahweh think He could wipe out an entire race of gods?

Ramel stepped closer to Shem, clearly upset that his friend was in pain. I thought for a moment he might reach out to him or offer some words of comfort, but instead, he turned to me.

“You, too, had become suspicious that Yahweh was beginning to target the other gods and goddesses after the flood. It’s why you created the scythe and impregnated Hell with your magic. You wanted there to be a way for us to operate death in case anything were to happen to you,” Ramel said somberly.

“Is there any way to wake them?” I wondered out loud as the demons beckoned for me to follow them. They led me on a slow walk through the rest of the tombstones. We passed the graves of Ra, Isis, Ares, and the Holly and Oak Kings next. Their energies seemed to lay just beneath my feet, and they all reached for me as I walked by, as if begging me to help them.

“If there is, we haven’t found one,” Ramel said. “Though if we woke them all, it would likely result in a war. Many mortals would perish.”

“Why didn’t Yahweh put me to sleep?” I asked, and Shem smirked at me.

“That is the question, isn’t it?” he purred, and Ramel laced his fingers through mine as we walked.

“Our theory is it is because you’re the antithesis of His magic. You’re two sides of the same coin, and for that reason, you are evenly matched. Coming against one another would likely result in mutual destruction. Without your magic, there is no death, which means there would no longer be any way to continue the natural cycle of life through His Sorter of Souls.

“The other gods are more disposable. For example, humans will still go to war without Ares to spur them on; they just no longer have a god to barter with to give them an edge. However, without death, they literally cannot die… and that, my love, would fuck things up for everyone, including Yahweh.”

I gazed around at all the tombs filled with sleeping gods and suddenly felt overwhelmed.

“I don’t know why you’re telling me this or what I’m supposed to do with this information,” I murmured softly. Ramel and Shem exchanged a glance and shrugged.

“On the off-chance that you don’t reclaim your memories on your birthday, we thought it would be a good idea to show you who you are and where you come from. You will always be the Queen of Hell, Lilith. You can fight us and try to run from this as much as you want, but it won’t matter. This is who you are; it is who you will always be. Hopefully, knowing a little bit more about your past will make the transition easier.” Ramel tugged on my collar gently.

“If I’m the queen, then aren’t you supposed to listen to me? You two are controlling assholes, and you never listen when I say no.”

Shem shrugged. “You can try to control us, but you’re not strong enough. Until then, we’re in charge.” He made it sound so simple and matter-of-fact. Like that was just the way things were.

“If I were you, I would be fucking worried about me getting my powers back then,” I grumbled, and they both chuckled darkly.

“We’re looking forward to it, actually.” Ramel smirked at me, and I glowered at him.

“We like it when you try to fight back,” Shem purred, sliding up behind me and tugging me into him. He bit the side of my neck hard enough that I yelped. I squirmed and tried to pull away, but he growled into my throat.

“Yeah, just like that.” He nipped at my ear and increased his grip on my hips. I felt a rush of heat pool in my core, and I realized with a start that I was beginning to associate their forceful behavior with sex and pleasure. I licked my lips in anticipation as I watched Ramel’s eyes darken while Shem feasted on the sensitive patch of skin just below my ear.

“Hold her wrists behind her back,” Ramel ordered. So quickly that I barely felt him move; Shem had both my arms twisted behind my back in a vice grip. I jerked away from him, trying to tear free, but he was so strong I could barely move. I realized with a start that there were no chains out here. If I was ever going to get away from them, this would probably be my best bet.

You’re never going to get away from them.

That mean little voice was back. I remembered everything Ramel and Shem had just said. They told me that I had made this place and that I belonged here. The burning in my core implied that some fucked up part of me didn’t truly want to be away from them. What type of a life could I hope to live now, knowing all that I knew? If I ever did get away, what would happen to me? I would likely be scooped up by Yahweh, who was decidedly even worse than the two demons who had claimed ownership of me.

Almost as if Ramel could see the conflict in my eyes, he stepped forward with a smug look on his perfect face. He curled a finger under my chin as I struggled against Shem and tilted my face up to look at him.

“Do you think things are going to be any different when you get your memories back, deathtrap?”

I bucked against Shem’s steely grip and glared up at Ramel, hating how beautiful he was. As Shem tightened his hold on me and Ramel raked his gaze over my body, I felt my heart rate speed up and my nipples peak beneath my hoodie.

“I think when I get my powers back, you won’t be able to control me anymore,” I spat, and he chuckled. He leaned forward and pulled my bottom lip into his mouth, sucking on it so hard I gasped.

He bit my lip gently, then pulled away, smiling at me with his own twisted version of love shining in his eyes. “The thing is, Lilith, you like being controlled.” He rubbed his thumb over my chin tenderly.

“What!? No I don’t!” I spat, and Ramel exchanged a look with Shem over my shoulder. Shem pulled me tighter into him and whispered in my ear.

“Oh, but you do. If we sent you back to Earth right now, do you know how fucking bored you would be? Do you think one of those weak, clumsy fucks you gave yourself to before us could satisfy you?”

I felt my anger bubble in my chest. “That’s because you’ve been fucking conditioning me!” I snarled, and Ramel gave me one of the most evil smiles I’ve ever seen on his face.

“That’s right, deathtrap. The fact that you haven’t denied you would be bored tells me it’s been working.” He leaned in to kiss me, and I jerked my head away. He gripped my chin and forced my head back to face him, placing the kiss I had denied him on my lips anyway.

He ran his tongue over my mouth, but I clamped it shut, refusing him entry. He chuckled and pulled back.

“Open your mouth,” he ordered, and I felt a rush of wetness pool between my thighs but shook my head. He tutted his tongue.

“I think she wants me to force her, Hazai. What do you think?”

Shem kissed the side of my head and nipped the shell of my ear, tightening his hold on my wrists as I struggled against him.

“It would seem so.” I could hear the smirk in his voice.

Ramel reached forward and grabbed my nose, plugging it shut before I could take a breath. Reflexively, I opened my mouth to gasp for air, and he kissed me again, forcing his tongue into my mouth. I groaned as he stroked me possessively, and I felt another rush of heat pool between my legs.

When he was done, he let me go, giving me that cocky little smirk that told me I was absolutely helpless against him.

“You don’t like being controlled, deathtrap?” he asked, hovering inches away from my lips.

“No,” I breathed stubbornly, glaring at him with everything I had. The corner of his lip twitched up, and without warning, he slid his hands down the front of my leggings and dipped his finger into me. I gasped and arched, expecting him to go further, but he just pulled out his hand and held his fingers up to my face. They glistened with wetness beneath the starlight.

He ran his wet fingers over my lips, smearing my own arousal across them before putting them in his mouth and sucking them clean.

“Sure tastes like you do.” He smirked, and I scowled, feeling a flush of humiliation rush through me.

“I hate you,” I hissed for what felt like the thousandth time since they had taken me here.

Shem released me, and they both gave me a quiet, condescending laugh.

“No, you don’t,” Shem said. “You wish you did, but you don’t.”

I scowled at them, but they were both smiling at me with looks that told me they knew the truth… and the truth was, I couldn’t tell if they were right or not anymore.
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Alexa, play ‘Break My Baby,’ by KALEO

“You can’t shake hands with a clenched fist.”


—INDIRA GANDHI


The last place they showed me was a place they called the Infernal Woodlands. We didn’t enter the woods, but they walked me to the tree line.

“What is this?” I asked.

“A forest.” Shem smirked, and I rolled my eyes.

“Obviously. What makes it different from the forests on Earth?” I asked, and Ramel exchanged a look with Shem.

“Even mortal Lilith is clever,” Shem purred.

Ramel glanced at me, the corner of his perfect mouth curling. “The Infernal Woodlands are where dangerous ideas grow,” he informed me. “Every rebellion, genocide, revolution, and nightmare that mankind has ever had starts here, as a seed from one of your idea trees.”

“My idea trees?” I asked, looking up at the towering, black, coniferous trees that crowded at the edge of the forest.

“Yes. In the beginning, humans used to get all kinds of ideas from each other, but they lacked imagination,” Shem said, running his hand down the trunk of one of the trees fondly.

“Hazai began to collect human ideas and bring them back here. You helped him turn them into seeds, and now we’re able to grow and cultivate nefarious ideologies. We plant them in the minds of the leaders of mankind when they need to be corrected.” Ramel continued.

“You see,” Shem said, his eyes flashing, “Yahweh gave the humans free will, but He denied them their true nature. Humans are just as predisposed to be cruel and inhumane as demons. They’re meant to fuck, murder, and sin. Yahweh tries to control them every step of the way. We like to see what they’re capable of.”

“So why do we punish the ones that do not follow Yahweh’s code?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“We don’t always,” Ramel said, wrapping his arm around my shoulder and leading me closer to the tree line. “And honestly, as amusing as their depravity can sometimes be, our goal is always to maintain balance. Too much depravity gets boring if you don’t have some buttoned-up, squeaky-clean asshole to balance it out. We intervene only when Yahweh’s ways become too powerful or too strong. When He convinces the humans to deny their true nature too much. Then it is time to drop a small seed of temptation and watch the world succumb to…”

“Chaos.” Shem beamed, his pupils dilating and his white teeth flashing in the starlight.

I narrowed my eyes at Shem. “This is why at Voodoo, I always felt like you were just so down to watch the world burn,” I muttered, and he grinned at me.

“You may be the Goddess of Decay, and Ramel may be the Reaper of Death, but I am the Demon of Chaos, Lilith. You named me well when you thought I was your cat.” He smirked, and I couldn’t help but grin back.

“I named you Chaos for your petulant need to poke things off surfaces,” I laughed.

He chuckled in reply. “What better way to stir up some mayhem than to cause things to fall?”

I snorted, eyeing the ominous tree line warily. “I suppose.”

They fell silent as I examined my surroundings, and it took me a moment to process the heaviness in the air. I glanced away from the trees to find them both staring at me hungrily.

I took a nervous step away from them, and their eyes immediately darkened. Ramel narrowed his eyes and reclaimed the step I had taken, forcing me back toward the tree line. Something about the way he was staring at me was making my heart race.

“You’re running again, Lilith,” he said darkly, and I jumped as I felt Shem press in from behind. I tried to whip around to face him, but he grabbed a fistful of my hair and squeezed until my roots burned, forcing me to stay still.

“This game is getting old,” Shem growled in my ear, yanking me into his chest by the hair. I could feel their growing anger like it was a tangible thing. It wasn’t playful. It felt like the church again. I was beginning to realize running was the one rule they truly wouldn’t tolerate me breaking. Everything was a game to them unless it came to my freedom.

They would never let me go. Even the other Lilith seemed frustrated with me for refusing to truly accept it, and I found myself shivering with fear as Ramel’s cold eyes met mine from mere inches away.

He reached forward and tugged on my collar, making me swallow in anticipation. My heart was in my throat and he was staring at my pulse like he was wondering if my heartbeat had a flavor.

“What is it going to take to convince you to stop running, Lilith?” he asked; his tone was soft, but there was no mistaking the dangerous undertone. He raised his hazel eyes back up to meet mine, and I shivered. Shem tightened his grip in my hair and ran a hand up the front of my hoodie. I gasped as he aggressively pinched and twisted my nipple through my bra, hard enough that I flinched.

“Choice,” I gasped, forcing myself to be firm. “I want to be able to have a choice.”

Both Shem and Ramel chuckled as if the idea were ludicrous. Ramel glanced over my shoulder at Shem, and I had the impression that they were silently communicating, as they so often did.

“Tell you what, deathtrap. We can’t give you a choice, but we can give you a chance.” He pinched my chin in his fingers and forced me to look over at the ominous tree line. Mist swirled around the coniferous trunks, and a cold sense of dread flooded through me at the sight.

Shem bit my earlobe, and I jumped, my scalp stinging as I jerked in his punishing grip. “We’ll give you this one chance to run, sweetheart. If you can get away from us, we’ll let you go.”

“That’s not fair. You have magic. I’m a mortal.”

Ramel seemed to mull this over before nodding. “Alright. We won’t use any magic to catch you.”

I eyed him skeptically, but he softened. “I give you my word, Lilith. No magic. You will have a fair chance to get away.”

I searched his face as best as I could with my body locked so firmly against Shem’s. “What counts as ‘getting away?’ I’ll never make it to the bridge from here.”

“We’ll give you a ten-minute head start. If you can avoid us in the Infernal Woodlands for an hour, you win.”

My mind was racing. An hour? That was a long time, but I knew them. They would stay true to their end of the deal if I agreed to this and pulled it off. It was likely the best deal I was going to ever get. I was surprised they were even giving me this.

“What happens if I lose?” I breathed.

“When you lose,” Shem ran the tip of his nose up my neck, sending another wave of gooseflesh erupting through me. “You will submit to us. You will do whatever the fuck we tell you without complaint. You will stop fighting. You will agree to be ours and never try to run from us again. In return, we’ll remove your collar, and you will have full range of the manor, starting immediately.”

They would take the collar off?

I bit my lip. The fact that this fucked up little scenario they were forcing me into felt like a win-win for me instead of a twisted game should have probably sent alarm bells through my mind… instead, I just felt excited.

“What’s it going to be, deathtrap?” Ramel asked, his voice a deep dangerous purr.

I swallowed and licked my lips before nodding.

“Okay,” I agreed. “One hour. No magic.”

Shem bit the side of my neck gently and chuckled before releasing his hold on me. He shoved me roughly toward the tree line, a feline grin curving on his lips.

“Run, Lilith. Run as fast as you fucking can because if we catch you, we’ll make sure you never run from us again.”

My stomach bottomed out in terror. I had a moment of regret as I took in the terrifying looks on their faces before I turned on my heel and bolted into the trees.
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I was so afraid I could barely breathe. My heart hammered against my ribs, making it almost impossible for me to swallow enough air to keep my legs pumping. The second I hit the tree line, the temperature in the air around me dropped, and what little light had been provided by the night sky dimmed further.

I paused to take in my surroundings. Acres and acres of bone-straight trees stood around me, their thick black trunks standing like silent soldiers in the darkness. The hair on the back of my neck stood up, and I glanced back out toward the graveyard. I couldn’t see Ramel and Shem anymore—had they come after me already?

No. They said ten minutes.

They wouldn’t break the rules of their own game. I forced myself to take a deep breath before sprinting deeper into the woods.

The darkness seemed to press in from every angle, and my entire body began to feel flush with panic. I had never run through the woods in the dark. I tripped several times over roots that seemed to crawl up from the ground out of nowhere, and I wondered if the trees were truly silent witnesses or active participants. If they were playing the game too, whose side were they on?

Branches seemed to reach out and grab at me as I darted through the trees. Woody fingers tore at my hoodie and my hair, scratching my face as I stumbled through the woods. I jumped every time I felt a tug or a pull, my imagination immediately assuming I had been caught.

The feeling of being watched grew in intensity and I became more and more panicked as I ran. My lungs were burning, and my throat was on fire. A twig snapped in the distance, and I clapped my hand over my mouth to keep from sobbing out loud.

It couldn’t have been ten minutes already, could it?

Seconds stretched into minutes, and before I knew it, I was so turned around I had no idea which way I was running anymore. I could have sworn I had run past that fallen log already. Was I heading back the way I had come?

My heart slammed in my chest in terror. Was I running toward them? Or away from them?

My skin rolled with an unexpected shiver, and I was suddenly very sure I wasn’t alone anymore, but I still couldn’t see anything but trees.

A breeze rustled through the branches overhead, and I trembled at the eerie sound. It was so quiet out here, and I felt the need to be still. To hide.

Why did it feel like they were watching me?

“Liliiith…”

I nearly jumped out of my fucking skin at the sound of my name whispering through the silent army of trees. I clapped both hands over my mouth to keep from screaming.

“I can see you, Lilith.”

Whipping around, I felt my eyes strain through the darkness. I could hear them, but I couldn’t fucking see them. I couldn’t even tell what direction their voices had come from.

“What should we do to her when we catch her?” Shem’s voice taunted me from the shadows. I jumped and spun around again; it sounded like I was running directly toward him.

“Make her scream,” Ramel purred from somewhere to my right.

I shot through the trees and felt fingers graze my arm. Jerking away, I choked on a sob. Which one of them was that? Biting back another sob, I forced my legs to move faster, ripping through the woods as quickly as I could. When I looked back again, their shadows were gone.

“I’m going to make her beg so pretty,” Shem purred, once again sounding much closer than he should have been. They were toying with me, I realized. Drawing this out. The fucking sadists could have already caught me, but they wanted me scared.

I heard another twig snap and made a split-second decision. I bolted away from the sound, throwing my arms up over my face to protect my eyes as I crashed through the brush.

I heard one of them laugh. The condescending sound drew a whimper to my throat as I pumped my legs faster, trying my best not to trip on roots or protruding rocks.

“Fuck—your fear makes me so hard. I can’t wait to make you cry.” That was Shem. I spun around again only to catch a glimpse of what I was sure was Shemhazai lurking in the trees.

“Faster, deathtrap.”

I screamed, glancing behind me to find Ramel right there. My stomach bottomed out, and I felt like my heart might explode from the shock of finding him so close. Where had he come from?

“Are you going to try to fight us when we catch you?”

“I hope she fights,” Shem purred from somewhere to my left. “You know I like it when she squirms.”

I turned on my heel and switched directions, screaming again as I almost slammed directly into a tree. Ramel laughed behind me as I stumbled, doing my best to regain my footing as I forced myself to straighten.

“Stop!” I yelped, knowing that they wouldn’t. I couldn’t help it; fear and adrenaline had taken over. My whole body was in full fight-or-flight mode. “Please, stop. I don’t want to play anymore,” I sobbed, glancing over my shoulder again as I ran.

I couldn’t see Ramel anymore, which was somehow even more terrifying. I slammed into something hard, and for a second I thought I had run into another tree, when strong arms wrapped tightly around me and green eyes flashed in the silver beam of moonlight that filtered through the trees overhead.

“Aww. Little Lilith doesn’t want to play?” Shem purred. He spun me around and kicked my knees out before shoving me roughly to the ground. “Too bad, sweetheart. You should have thought of that before you tried to run.”
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“It’s showtime!”


—BETELGEUSE ,”BEETLEJUICE”


Ramel melted out of the trees as Shem threw a leg over my back, grabbing a fistful of my hair again and yanking me up onto all fours.

“Oh, deathtrap. It’s cute that you thought you ever had a real chance.” Ramel smirked as he circled behind us, like a shark after blood in the water. Shem slipped the hand that wasn’t gripping my hair around my throat, forcing my head even farther back so he could look me in the face from behind.

I struggled against his hold, still hoping I could get away. If I could just get him off me, I could still maybe make it through the hour.

“Stop struggling, sweetheart, and take your punishment,” Shem growled. He pinched my cheeks, forcing my jaw to open. I squirmed as he laughed before dropping a thick string of saliva directly onto my exposed tongue.

“There, there. That’s a good girl. Now swallow,” he purred, covering my mouth and pinching my nose shut with one hand. I squealed and thrashed in his grip, feeling my hair tear at the roots, all while he chuckled softly.

“Keep her still. I’m going to take off her leggings,” Ramel ordered from behind me as Shem continued to make soothing sounds while he forced me to swallow his spit.

I kicked back with everything I had as I felt Ramel’s fingers curl into the waistband of my tights, but Shem squeezed his knees together so hard I could barely move. My vision began to fade before he finally released his grip on my face and allowed me to breathe again.

I screamed as I gulped back mouthfuls of air. “Get off me!” I snarled, thrashing against Shem’s legs. It felt good to be able to at least fight them since they were staying true to their word and not using their magic to restrain me.

Shem just laughed again and kissed the top of my forehead. “Let it out, sweetheart. Scream all you want if it makes you feel better… but you will submit.”

Ramel ripped my leggings off, and I felt cold air rush over my now-exposed backside. My thong went next, and I gasped as he jerked the fabric so hard it snapped off my flesh.

“Fuck, I never get tired of looking at this pussy,” he growled, and I felt him spread me open, exposing my most intimate parts to him. I could feel his breath against me, and my clit was humming in anticipation. Without meaning to, I felt myself strain toward him. They had trained my body to crave them, and I was suddenly dripping in anticipation. I wanted his tongue on me, and his dark chuckle told me he knew it.

“Now, now, deathtrap. We made a deal. If we caught you, you would need to submit. If you think we’re going to make this easy for you, you haven’t been paying attention.” Ramel cracked a hand against my ass so hard I screamed.

He soothed away the sting, gently rubbing the spot he had bruised before hitting me again.

“Fuck!” I cried, as he gently kissed away the burn.

“The first thing you’re going to do is suck on this cock. I’ve been wanting to feel your mouth on me for fucking days, and I’m sick of putting up with your bratty bullshit,” Shem said, his tone darker than I had ever heard it. Without letting go of my hair, he swung his leg back over me and pivoted so he was facing me, jerking me up to my knees as he did so.

Ramel reached around and unzipped my hoodie, roughly tugging it off of me before snatching up my wrists and holding them behind my back. I heard the telltale sound of metal and leather and froze. I forgot he had brought the leash with him.

He used the lead to bind my hands securely behind my back. “I’ve got her,” he said to Shem as he snaked his hand into my hair, taking over the grip on my head. Shem released me in favor of undoing his belt and dropping his pants to his ankles.

His cock bobbed in the air before me, and he wasted no time pressing it against my lips.

He shamelessly rubbed the bead of precum that had formed on my face with a dark chuckle. “Open up, Lilith. Show me that you know how to obey.”

Ramel pressed his lips against my ear from behind and ran his fingers down the front of my body and over my clit.

“This is your chance to show us that you can be good, Lilith,” he said, dipping his fingers into my sopping wet pussy, before dragging them back up over my clit. I moaned, and Shem took the opportunity to shove his cock all the way to the back of my throat with a groan.

“That’s our girl,” Ramel purred in my ear as Shem forced himself down my throat. I gagged and choked, but it only seemed to encourage him. I squirmed and tried to pull back, but Ramel shoved my head against him harder until he was fully sheathed inside me.

“Keep it down,” Ramel ordered, using his thumb to gently wipe away a string of saliva that had pooled in the corner of my mouth. “Look how good you’re making him feel. You’re already doing such a good job.”

“Fuck, Lilith,” Shem groaned as he pulled out of my mouth before slowly sliding his cock back down my throat. He reached down and massaged my jaw gently as he fucked me. “You look so fucking good with my cock in your mouth.”

Ramel circled my clit gently as Shem continued his steady pattern, and I whimpered as the familiar burn of an orgasm started to build.

“Fuck.” Shem swore again, abruptly pulling out of my mouth. “I have to stop. She feels too good; she’s going to make me come,” he breathed, pinching the base of his dick and stepping back. I felt Ramel smirk against the side of my neck.

“Hear that, deathtrap? You almost made Shemhazai come.” He pulled his fingers away from my pussy, and I nearly sobbed in protest. My clit was on fire, and I could feel wetness sliding down my naked thighs.

“Unfortunately, you haven’t earned the right to swallow his come yet. I want him to finish in this tight little ass.”

My heart skipped a beat, and I turned my wide eyes to meet Shem’s. He gave me an evil smile.

“What did you think we’ve been training that ass for, sweetheart?” He stroked his cock twice and slid his hand around the back of my head, forcing my face down into the crispy leaves that littered the forest floor.

“Keep that ass up, deathtrap. Let’s get you ready. You’re going to take both of us, and if we’re happy with your performance, we’ll give you that reward we talked about.”

I rolled my eyes up to look at them. Shem was holding my head down, and my arms were bound tightly at the small of my back. My heart was fluttering in my chest in anticipation, and I realized that I wanted to please them. For the first time since I had been brought here, I felt like submitting to them wasn’t necessarily a bad thing.

They were staring down at me with their usual hungry sort of dominance, but as much as they wanted to own me, I realized that, on some level, I owned them as well. I had them wrapped so tightly around my little finger that they would do anything to keep me. Maybe it was toxic and fucked up, but the alternative had been a life lived completely alone. If I could give them this now, and in return, they agreed to give me a little bit of freedom, maybe we could one day get to the point where we were happy together and no longer fighting each other but everyone else instead.

I wiggled my ass in the air, arching my back for them, and Ramel and Shem exchanged a surprised look with one another.

“What was that, deathtrap? Are you asking us to fill your tight little holes?” Ramel purred, and I nodded, my cheek scraping against the sharp pebbles and twigs in the underbrush of the forest.

Ramel ran his hand down my arched back and slid his fingers over my asshole. “You’re going to take it? No matter how much it hurts, you’re not going to complain?” he purred as he began to work the tight rim of muscle, causing me to groan. I nodded my head again, letting out a puff of air. Ramel slid his other hand around my hip and used flat fingers to work my clit in the same firm pattern he was applying on my ass. Shem continued to hold my head down and stroked his cock near my face as he watched Ramel get me ready for him.

“Fuck, Hazai. You should see how wet she is.”

“I need to fuck her,” Shem groaned. “How much longer until she’s good to go?”

I felt a hot wetness drop onto my ass and knew Ramel had spit on me. I cried out as he pressed what felt like three fingers deep into me. He thrust them in and out of me slowly, taking special care to stretch me out as much as possible as he did so.

“She’s almost there. Come over here, see for yourself.”

Shem looked down at me, his green eyes swimming with an intense heat. “You’re going to stay like this for me,” he ordered, leaning down to kiss me softly on the corner of my mouth. “You don’t move unless we tell you to. Understood?”

“Yes.” I nodded, and he smiled and kissed me again. My stomach erupted in butterflies at the sweetness of it before he moved behind me, taking Ramel’s place. I heard him let out a sharp hiss at the sight of me, and I shivered as he rubbed his hand gently over my ass cheek.

“Yeah, she’s ready,” he murmured, and Ramel pulled his fingers out of me, causing me to gasp at the sudden absence. “Let’s get her in your lap, Ram.”

Suddenly, Ramel was in front of me. His pants were now gone, and he sat on the ground by my head. He grabbed me by the shoulders and dragged me into his lap, positioning my knees to straddle his hips.

With my hands bound behind my back, I had very little balance, so he steadied me with a gentle hand around my throat.

He looked directly into my eyes, tightening his grip slightly around the thick leather collar as he used his other hand to position my hips so the tip of his cock lined directly up with my entrance.

“You’re doing so well, deathtrap. Just a little more and you’re done.” He promised before running a flat tongue over my lips. Without warning, he slammed into me, and I cried out at the sudden fullness.

“Fuck,” he groaned, wrapping his hands around my shoulders and forcing me down on him harder. He rolled onto his back before sliding his hands to my hips and spreading my ass open wide while he continued to thrust into me at a punishing pace.

“Relax for Shemhazai, deathtrap. Let him in. We’re going to fill you up,” he growled, and I felt Shem rub more hot saliva over my asshole before positioning the broad head of his cock against me.

“I don’t know if I can take it,” I gasped, suddenly afraid. I was already so full of Ramel, I didn’t know if I could fit them both at the same time.

“You can take it. Just relax,” Shem soothed me as he forced himself past the barrier. “You were made for us.”

I screamed as he penetrated me, but he didn’t stop.

“I said relax, Lilith.”

“It hurts!” I sobbed as I felt myself stretch around him.

“I know. I know it does, sweetheart, but this is how you learn,” he grunted, wrapping his hand around the back of my neck as he drove into me. Ramel spread my ass wider as Shem fully sheathed himself inside me, and I was so full of the two of them I felt I might explode.

“Fuck, you’re so fucking tight,” Ramel growled as he slid in and out of me, his hard cock rubbing soundly against my G-spot with the added pressure of Shem thrusting in from behind.

“I can’t! I can’t!” I screamed, the pressure building at an impossible rate.

“You can. You’re doing so fucking well. You’re going to come on my cock, and Shamhazai is going to finish in your tight little ass.”

“Fuck, you feel incredible, Lilith,” Shem moaned, his hot breath sending chills down my spine. “Tell us you’re ours, Lilith. Tell us you belong to us,” Shem growled, tightening his grip on my neck as he slammed back into me.

My whole body was on fire. I was seeing fucking stars, and the orgasm that had been building in the marrow of my bones finally crested like a tsunami.

I screamed as they slammed into me in tandem. “I’m yours, I promise, please!” I begged, as they worked me violently through my climax.

Shem groaned, and I felt him begin to pulse in my ass just as Ramel swore and came deep in my pussy.

I was still clenching and convulsing around both of them by the time they finished, my own high lasting several beats longer.

My body went limp, and I felt like I was floating on air when they pulled out of me. I slumped against Ramel’s chest, and he gently stroked my hair out of my face, dropping tender kisses across my cheeks. Shemhazai pressed up against me from behind, laying his own bouquet of kisses across the backs of my shoulders.

“Good girl, Lilith. You did so well,” Shemhazai whispered.

“I’m so proud of you. You’re so fucking perfect, Lilith,” Ramel murmured, and dopamine buzzed through my mind at the praise. I sighed and curled deeper into them. Suddenly, I felt exhausted.

“Let’s take you home,” Ramel said. He quickly got dressed and scooped me into his arms, kissing the side of my head as Shem collected my discarded clothing. He draped my hoodie over me like a blanket and walked with us as Ramel carried me all the way back to the House of the Fallen.
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“To truly love another person is to accept the work of loving them is worth the pain of losing them.”


—JAMIE, THE HAUNTING OF BLY MANOR


Once back in the manor, Ramel and Shem insisted on helping me shower, despite the fact I suddenly felt so tired I could barely keep my eyes open. They tucked me into bed between the two of them, claiming that I needed to rest after such an intense game.

I drifted in and out of sleep, and I allowed myself to bask in the endorphins and the high that came with such a strong orgasm. However, the good feelings soon started to fade away, and I was left alone with my thoughts.

Doubt began to creep in. I had finally submitted to them, and I legitimately enjoyed the afternoon with my two demons… Now I felt guilty.

How sick and fucked up was I that I could enjoy being fucked by my captors? What the fuck was wrong with me?

As if sensing the shift in my mood, Ramel tilted my chin up to face him.

“What’s wrong, Lilith?” he asked. His voice was still rough and husky, and I felt another confusing wave of affection and guilt wash over me. My body felt safe and satisfied, but my mind was sending alarm bells clanging through me. He was a monster… but he was also my lover and my savior.

I shivered and wrapped my arms around my naked chest. Shem curled up behind me and draped one of his arms across my waist.

“What happened, sweetheart? You were fine a minute ago, and now you seem upset.” He buried his face into my hair and inhaled. “You’re shaking. Are you cold?”

They both tucked me deeper into the covers, each of them pressing up on either side of me and frowning down at me with concern.

“Talk to us, Lilith,” Ramel whispered, touching my chin.

“It’s nothing, I just feel sad. Like I’m mourning the loss of the person I used to be before I came here,” I whispered. The words surprised me, but I knew in my heart they were true.

Today had been a turning point. I knew tomorrow I wouldn’t be plotting to run. I wouldn’t be fighting them anymore. It was futile and useless to try, so why bother? Part of me was relieved. Things would likely be much simpler and less painful if I just stopped fighting. However, I couldn’t help but feel like accepting my fate here meant killing a part of myself that I hadn’t known existed. The part of me that was human. After my birthday, I would never be mortal again.

Ramel’s frown deepened, and he gave me a gentle kiss on the corner of my mouth. “It’s okay to like it, Lilith. I know you have some voice in your head telling you that all this is wrong and that you’re fucked up for wanting this, but it’s okay. I’ve told you before, we’re meant to be together.”

Shem twisted a piece of my hair on my other side.

“It’s also okay to mourn the loss of the person you were before, but you should also be celebrating the birth of this new version of you.” He touched my chin gently, turning my head to look at him.

“You’re going to come into your own, and you’re going to see how perfect you are. How perfect you’ve always been.”

“I just don’t want to lose who I am,” I whispered, my voice cracking.

“You won’t,” Ramel promised. He sat up and tugged on my collar. “Let’s take this off.”

My eyes widened, and my heart leapt.

They were taking the collar off?

Ramel chuckled and leaned in, kissing me softly, as Shem jumped up to get the key for the lock that had hung from my throat since my first night here.

“Don’t look so surprised, deathtrap. We told you that if you submitted, you would be given free range of the manor. You kept up your end of the deal.”

I couldn’t keep myself from grinning. Sure, it was fucked up that I had needed to earn the privilege to wander the manor alone, but who fucking cared?

Shem pulled on a pair of black sweats before crawling back on the bed with the key. He unclipped the lock, and Ramel unthreaded the leather from the buckle, tossing the collar to the side with a smirk.

“How does that feel?” he asked, and I beamed at him, rubbing my hand over the bare skin of my neck. It felt almost strange now to not have the thick leather strap around my throat.

Strange, but good.

“Amazing,” I breathed, and both he and Shem smiled. Ramel got up and slid into his clothes before pulling together a clean outfit for me. He leaned against one of the bed posts and watched me get dressed with an amused look in his eye.

“So, tell me. Where is the first place you’re going to visit with your newfound freedom?”

Shem strolled over to the chessboard by the window and flopped down in one of the chairs, stretching out with a satisfied grin on his face.

“Ten bucks says she goes to the library first,” he chuckled, and I cut him a look, though it was playful.

“You don’t know that! I might go to the kitchens. I haven’t cooked in forever,” I mused out loud, and both Ramel and Shem exchanged a glance.

“Well, if you make anything good, make sure you bring some back for us.” Ramel smirked, and I nodded excitedly in my leggings and an oversized cable knit sweater.

“Obviously.” I grinned. Ramel reached out and grabbed a fistful of my sweater, pulling me into him for a kiss before releasing me. I turned to leave when he cleared his throat.

“Just a couple rules before you go,” he said, and I bit back a groan, spinning back around to face him. I rolled my eyes, and he growled.

“Watch it, deathtrap. This is a privilege. I will not hesitate to put that collar back on you if you start to act up.”

“Okay, okay,” I sighed, flopping down on the bed. “What are the rules?”

“If a door is locked, it means that you are not welcome.”

I raised an eyebrow, immediately interested. It was like telling someone not to push a button. Of course I now wanted to go find all the locked doors to see what was behind them. He narrowed his eyes on me.

“I’m serious, Lilith. Promise me you won’t go snooping in places you don’t belong.”

I batted my eyes at him. “I thought you said I belong here. Shouldn’t that mean I get access to all of Hell’s secrets?” I knew I was pushing him, and for a moment I worried he was going to just slap the collar back on me and say forget it, but the corner of his mouth twitched up instead.

“You can see what’s behind all the locked doors after Samhain. Right now, you’re too fragile, and I’ve gone through a great deal of effort to human-proof the manor for you so you can have some freedom.” He brushed my hair over my shoulder and cupped the side of my newly bare neck. “Promise me.”

I nodded. “Fine. I promise. No locked doors.”

He nodded, kissing the tip of my nose. “Good girl. Next rule: no going outside alone. If you want to go outside, let Shem or I know, and we’ll take you.”

I bit my lip, forcing myself to bite my tongue. So much for freedom. It didn’t feel very free if I had to have an escort the whole damn time.

“Third and final rule: you’re to be back in the room by six each night for dinner.”

I scoffed. “I have a curfew?”

His lip twitched again, but he nodded. “If you want to call it that, yes.”

“Tell her what happens if she’s late.” I glanced over at Shem, who was still shirtless, playing a game of chess against himself.

“You’ll get one spanking for every minute you’re late.”

I rolled my eyes. “Naturally.”

They both gave me saccharine grins, and I sighed. “What about the no-touching rule?” I asked, wondering if I was allowed to try and make friends.

Ramel’s jaw clenched, but Shem cleared his throat. They looked at each other in a way that meant they were silently communicating. Finally, Ramel turned back to me and softened.

“That rule is officially lifted. You can touch other demons without risk. However, there will be no kissing, fucking, hugging, or anything else that I deem inappropriate. Keep it friendly, or people will start losing limbs.”

I nodded, feeling my eyes widen. This was big. I was allowed to touch and talk to other people outside the two of them? I could try and make friends! I leapt up from the bed and wrapped my arms around Ramel’s neck, planting a firm kiss on his mouth. He stiffened in surprise before folding his arms around my waist and kissing me back. To my shock, he kept it brief and chaste before pulling away and smiling down at me.

“Thank you,” I said softly, and he slapped my ass playfully before releasing me.

“You earned it. Now get out of here before I come to my senses and tie you up again.” He sounded like he was kidding, but I wasn’t about to push my luck, so with a squeal, I turned on my heel and darted out the door.

“Don’t forget! Back here by six! That’s in two hours!” Ramel called after me.

“Yeah, yeah! I heard you!” I shouted back over my shoulder before peeling off down the hall. I didn’t care where I was headed. I just loved that I was allowed to go in any direction I wanted.
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“Love is not about possession. Love is about appreciation.”


—OSHO


“She’s going to be fine,” Shem said several minutes after Lilith had darted out of the room. I had been staring after her for a full minute, fighting every instinct to hunt her back down and tell her I changed my mind.

My head snapped to where he sat at the chess table, still playing the same game against himself. “This coming from the demon who gave me shit for feeling bad about chaining her to the bed before the meeting.”

Shem rolled his eyes and leaned back in his seat, eyeing me up and down. “That was different. We weren’t here to protect her. The entire manor is charmed to track her; we’ll know where she is every second she’s not in the room with us. Let her run around and make some friends.” For a moment, a pained expression flickered across his face. “For a moment there, I was worried we actually broke her. Submitting to us killed something inside her. She needs this.”

I knew what he meant. I had seen it too. It was as if the light had suddenly been sucked from her eyes, and I truly worried for a minute we may not be able to rekindle it again.

“You’re right,” I sighed. “She’s just so fragile right now; she could get hurt. Even die.” I remembered how close she had wandered to the edge of the Fountain of Death earlier and cringed. Even I wouldn’t have been able to prevent her from dying if she had entered those waters.

“She’ll be fine,” Shem repeated. “Even if she wanders out of bounds, we’ll know about it. Then you’d get to punish her, and we both know how much you love to do that.” He smirked at the board and check-mated himself.

I pursed my lips. The truth was, I wasn’t as interested in punishing her now that I had my memories back. It would be different if she also had her memories back and understood the game. The look in her eyes earlier, when I knew the endorphins had faded and she had been left alone in her own thoughts, had shaken me. I was hesitant to keep pushing her before Samhain.

There was a knock on the door, and Art let himself in, looking perplexed.

“You have a visitor,” he said. Shem frowned.

“Who?”

“Gabriel.”

“Fuck,” I breathed. Shem immediately got up to change into something less casual. “Tell him to wait for us in the office; we’ll meet him there,” I ordered. Art nodded, turning on his heel and heading back out at a clipped pace.

“I guess Yahweh finally got sick of waiting for Rafael to return,” I muttered as Shem did up the buttons on a fresh, black collared shirt.

“My bet is He’s more pissed about the missing scepter than Rafael,” he replied, his voice dark. I pressed my tongue into the side of my cheek in agitation.

“That too.”
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Shem and I made it to the office to find Gabriel and Art waiting. Gabriel was standing with his back to us, his hands in the pockets of his white slacks. He was staring into the massive crackling green fire that roared in the obsidian mouth of the fireplace. The archangel’s auburn hair was cut short in stylish waves that flowed over the top of his head, making it look like he had run his hand through it one too many times.

We called this room ‘the office,’ though there wasn’t really a desk space. Just two large leather couches facing each other in front of the massive floor-to-ceiling obsidian fireplace. It was where we often held meetings with archangels, as it was close to the entrance of the manor and prevented us from having to bring them too deep into the fold.

“Gabriel, to what do we owe the pleasure?” I drawled as we entered. I threw myself down into one of the couches and sprawled out across it. Shem perched against the arm to my right and raised an eyebrow at the archangel as he turned to face us. Art leaned discreetly against the fireplace, making himself available should Shem and I need something.

Gabriel’s face was carved from alabaster, and his eyes shone like two citrine jewels beneath sharply groomed eyebrows. The smirk on his lips was nearly nefarious enough to compete with Shemhazai’s.

“Oh, just wondering if you two happen to know where Yahweh’s glorified dildo has gone. I’m also looking for the scepter.”

Shem let out a snort, and I shot him a glare. It wasn’t like him to lose control of his mask in front of the enemy. However, Gabriel always had a way of making Shem laugh. Even Art looked amused.

Shem smirked at me and shrugged. “What? That was funny.”

I shook my head, biting back a smirk of my own. Gabriel sketched a sarcastic bow, raising an eyebrow.

“So? Any idea where I can find what I’m looking for? Yahweh’s having a fit, and honestly, I just want Him to get off my dick.”

I forced myself not to scowl. More like he wanted Raf back so Gabriel wouldn’t be the one stuck sucking Yahweh’s dick, but tom-a-to, tom-ah-to.

“Of course we know what you’re looking for,” Shem said, his own lips pursing. We had both been on the receiving end of Yahweh’s affections. Despite the fact that Gabriel was not one of ours to protect, it was still irritating to hear him reference Yahweh’s habit of taking advantage of His angels so casually. “Unfortunately, we will not be returning either. Rafael is… repenting for his sins,” Shem said, glancing down at his fingernails. He picked at a dark speck of something that looked suspiciously like blood.

Gabriel sighed. “Alright, at least give me the scepter. I need to leave here with something, or He’ll have my ass.” I tried not to wince again at the choice of words.

“No. Yahweh’s insane if He thinks we’re just going to hand back a weapon of that caliber. He’s looking at another war if He wants any of His toys back,” I snapped.

“Yeah, because that went so well for you last time,” Gabriel shot back. A sliver of his power escaped the chokehold he normally kept it under, and I growled a warning. He was powerful, but Shem and I were stronger, especially together and in our own home.

Gabriel had been made while Lilith and I had been in purgatory to take over my role as God’s primary messenger. He and Shem knew each other well because he had acted as emissary between Shem and Yahweh for several thousand years. Perhaps that was why the two of them had a relatively relaxed relationship despite technically being mortal enemies.

“Watch it, Gabe,” Shem warned, his tone turning from playful to deadly. Gabriel narrowed his eyes at the cat demon.

“Listen. You know me. I’m not here to stir up shit for either of you, but if you send me back empty-handed, all it’s going to do is piss Yahweh off. He’s already plotting how to get your asses back into purgatory, and this time He won’t be taking any of you back out. Especially not your precious Lilith.”

I leapt up from the couch, ripping into my Reaper form at the sound of Lilith’s name on the lips of an archangel. Rot spread out from beneath my feet, fungus and mold reaching forward in spongy veins toward Gabriel’s pristine white boots.

“Say her name again,” I snarled, “I fucking dare you.”

Gabriel didn’t flinch. “Fucking relax, Ramel. I’m not threatening her. I’m just telling you what you already know. Keep Raf for all I care, but at least give me the scepter. Yahweh has like forty more of them anyway. It’s not like you’re crippling him by keeping it. He just doesn’t want you to have it.”

I forced myself not to react. I hadn’t known that. From the way Shem stilled next to me, I realized he hadn’t known either.

It seemed Yahweh was already planning for war and was arming His angels with weapons that could unmake our people and seriously tip the balance. I clenched my fists at my sides. We were at a grave disadvantage here. We were going to need to find a way to get the upper hand and fast, or we didn’t stand a fucking chance.

Gabriel raised an eyebrow. “You didn’t know, did you?”

Shem hissed, but Gabriel just looked annoyed. “Here I thought you two assholes were down here plotting against us, and you didn’t even know Yahweh’s been making weapons? He has a whole fucking plan to take you down and lock up your queen. What have you two been doing for the last thousand years?”

As much as I wanted to rot him to pieces for speaking to me that way, I had to admit he was right. What had I been doing? Fucking hating and tormenting the very person I should have been working to protect. Shem saw the blood drain from my face and immediately came to my defense.

“You know Ramel didn’t have access to his memories because your precious Yahweh wiped them.”

“Fuck off, Shemhazai, that’s not an excuse,” Gabriel snarled. “What the fuck have you been doing, then?”

“My words were bound.”

“But your actions were not. You’re telling me you’ve spent this whole time down here just fucking the dog while Ramel followed around a human girl?”

For a moment, it looked like Shem was going to give Gabriel the same treatment that he had given Rafael. His face went white with rage, and his fists clenched so tightly at his sides that he shook. As quickly as the anger came, he wiped it away. Suddenly, he was relaxed again. He gave Gabriel one of his easy, sly grins and leaned back against the arm of the couch, crossing his legs casually in front of him.

“Sounds like you have some opinions on what I should have been doing with my time over the past millennia, Gabe. Please, enlighten me. How would you have spent that time if you were me?”

Gabriel’s amber eyes flashed in the green firelight, a sinister smile spreading across his face.

“I would have been coming up with a plan to get fucking revenge.”
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“Rebellion is the seed of freedom.”


—THOR HEYERDAHL


Ieyed the archangel warily. Shem’s eyes were narrowed and there was a relentless hum of energy rolling off his tense form.

“What you’re suggesting is treason. You will be sentenced to purgatory along with us if Yahweh finds out you’re encouraging rebellion against Heaven. Especially with the King of Hell and Hell’s General,” I said, my tone calm but suspicious.

“Unless… is this part of Yahweh’s plan?” Shem speculated out loud. “Convince us to collude with His primary messenger only to have him turn on us at the last moment?”

“That seems more likely,” I growled, unable to keep the rot from spreading closer to Gabriel.

Gabriel scoffed. “You’ve known me for thousands of years, Shemhazai. Have I ever given you the impression that I’m particularly fond of sucking Yahweh’s cock every time the mood strikes?”

Shem pursed his lips but didn’t respond. Art tried to hide his reaction, but I didn’t miss the way he winced from his station by the fireplace.

Gabriel pinched the bridge of his nose and sighed, deflating. “Listen, it’s not my fault I was made after the one responsible for giving angels the option to switch sides was trapped in Yahweh’s fucking bowl of nothing. I’ve been hoping this whole time that you two assholes were figuring out a way to get things back to the way they were before I was made. Turns out, all you’ve been doing is screwing around hoping Yahweh was just going to ‘come around.’” His eyes flashed in rage.

“Yahweh is never going to allow you to stay here with her. He may have let her continue to rule Hell if you had taken His original offer and returned as angels, but I can tell you right now that offer is off the table. He’s working to find a way to manage death without Lilith. He’ll unmake you both and trap her in the bowl for eternity if you don’t pull your heads out of your asses and do something.”

The idea of Lilith going back into purgatory made my blood turn to ice in my veins. Shem hissed, and I clenched my hands into fists at my sides. Considering the immortal nature of angels and demons, matters between Heaven and Hell had always been solved as diplomatically as possible. However, now that Yahweh had developed a means of unmaking immortals and seemed to be trying to mass produce these weapons, that was no longer the case.

I didn’t trust Gabriel, but we couldn’t afford to continue to do nothing. Not if what he was telling us was true.

“So what exactly is it you propose we do?” I asked, being careful not to let the rage and fear that were coursing through me come through in my voice.

“You need to find a way to cut His legs out from under Him. A full-blown offensive attack isn’t going to work any better this time than it did last time. You need to be smart and hit Him where it hurts.”

“Get to the fucking point, Gabriel,” Shem snapped, and he just sneered at him.

“No. I’m not fucking helping you do this, not without something in return.”

I narrowed my eyes on him. “What exactly is it that you want?”

“I thought I made that obvious. If I help you overthrow Yahweh, then I want you to make Lilith change me into a demon. I want a place on the Watcher’s council. I’m done fucking around with this shit angel form. I want you to free me.”

“Oh, is that all?” Shem picked an invisible piece of lint off his black shirt. “You didn’t need to fucking blackmail us with information for that, Gabriel. All you had to do was ask.”

Gabriel straightened the cuffs on his white shirt and rolled his eyes. “You really think I’m stupid enough to take that gamble? I want your word that I will be changed as soon as your queen completes her coronation.”

I glanced at Shem and raised an eyebrow. Changing Gabriel and allowing him to live here in Hell was not a fate worse than death. If he hadn’t been an angel, I might have actually liked him. The issue was that I didn’t trust him. It was possible this was some sort of scheme planned by Yahweh to get us to trust one of his followers.

‘What do you think?’ I asked Shem into his mind. He bobbed his head back and forth as if mulling it over.

‘I think we don’t have much of a choice. If we want to protect Lilith and keep her out of purgatory once and for all, we need to assume some level of risk. He’s right. We can’t continue to do nothing.’

I nodded. As usual, he and I were in agreement.

“Alright, Gabriel. You have my word that we will relieve you of your angel form and reserve you a place on our council.” I tried not to scowl at the fact that sixty-seven Watchers didn’t have the same satanic ring to it. “In return, you will keep us apprised to the best of your abilities of Yahweh’s plans and help us from the inside in any way we deem necessary.”

“I also want your word that you’ll do what you can to lessen my… punishments when I’m forced to return to Heaven.”

I narrowed my eyes on him. “How the fuck do you expect us to do that?”

“Sending me back with something He wants would be a good start. If I come back with nothing, He will punish me, and you know it.”

“I’m not willing to part with either the scepter or Rafael. I can’t agree to that.”

“Rafael will never leave here if I can help it,” Shem added menacingly.

“I’ll bring you a new scepter. As I said, Yahweh has a ton of them and is making more every day. I can sneak one back without Him noticing, but for now, it needs to at least look like I’m doing my job here.”

“You will need to sign a deal then. I can’t just trust your word on that.” Signing a deal with the Devil was magically binding. If Gabriel failed to hold up his end, he would be condemned to an eternity of serving me until I felt his dues had been paid. If he thought serving Yahweh was bad, I had a feeling he would hate serving me even more.

“Fine,” Gabriel gritted through clenched teeth. “I’ll sign.”

“Great.” With a wave of my hand, I drew up the contract and manifested a black quill. Gabriel drew the sharp tip of the quill along his arm, slicing it open and filling the tip with his blood before signing his life away to me.

Shem’s eyes flashed, and a feline smile curled across his lips. He manifested the scepter and handed it to the archangel.

“Well, Gabriel. Welcome to Hell. We’re looking forward to working with you.”

Gabriel scoffed and rolled his eyes. “Don’t fuck this up, asshole. I’ll return as soon as I have something of use.” With that, he turned on his heel and strode out of the manor, leaving Shem and I stewing in a pit of despair and anxiety.

“We need to figure out how to weaken Yahweh enough that He will bend to our demands,” Shem muttered. Art pushed up from the wall, coming forward with a frown.

“What do you need from me?” he asked. Shem shot him a grateful look, but I could barely get a handle on myself.

“Go find Lilith and make sure she’s staying out of trouble,” I snapped at Art. “Right now, I need to fucking murder something. I’m going to the dungeons. I’ll see you back in the room later,” I growled at Shem.

Shem nodded, watching me warily as I stormed out of the office. I needed to take my fear and rage out on someone, and I couldn’t think of anyone better than the angel who had tried to rape my wife.
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“I am who I am. No one ever told me that I could be anything else.”


—BEV KEANE, MIDNIGHT MASS


The manor was insane. Like, absolutely bananas. I had known it was beautiful from the few times Shem and Ramel had taken me to dinner, but it was hard to take in the sights when you were constantly being fondled.

Walking through the ebony halls and taking in the incredible nighttime views without either of them to distract me was a completely life-changing experience.

The other version of me that seemed to be starting to wake up sighed happily as I floated through the hallways. My worn-out sneakers scuffed the shining black marble floors as I went.

It felt like home. There was this aching sense of familiarity budding within me, and even though I hadn’t been to the kitchens before, it was like my feet instinctively knew the way.

The kitchens were a floor below my bedroom, and my mouth nearly hit the floor when I entered. I assumed they had to be massive to be able to crank out the amount of food that always filled the dining hall, but what I found blew me away. The space was enormous and was filled with matte black state-of-the-art industrial appliances. Everything had its place, and every surface was spotless and clean.

Each station was busy and filled with demons in all-black chef coats. Everyone worked in perfect synchronization, and there was one chef who barked orders in some sort of code. The workers responded with ‘yes, chef,’ ‘no, chef,’ and ‘thank you, chef.’ No one looked up from their work when I entered, and I suddenly had the feeling that I had walked into a Michelin-starred restaurant.

“Impressive, isn’t it?” I jumped as Art approached with a smile on his face. He wasn’t in a chef’s coat like the rest of them, but no one seemed to question his presence.

I nodded. “This is amazing. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

Art grinned at me, his eyes shining at my clear enthusiasm. “Now’s not a great time for a tour. Chef’s running dinner service, but maybe if Ramel or Shem says it’s okay, you and I can whip something up in here for them to try when service is over.”

I deflated, remembering my six pm curfew. I doubted they would let me come back after service was over.

Art nudged my shoulder encouragingly. “Cheer up. If you ask them, I’m sure they’ll say yes. They both know how much you love to cook.”

I shrugged. “Sure. What should I do in the meantime?” I asked. “I have two more hours before I have to head back to the room.”

Art mulled it over, then took my hand. “I have an idea. Have you seen the cocktail bar?”

No. I had absolutely not seen the cocktail bar. I hadn’t even known we had one. Art laughed at my expression and tugged on my hand, indicating I should follow him.

“Let’s go, you’re going to love it. It puts Voodoo to shame.”

[image: ]


The cocktail bar here did put Voodoo’s to shame. The entire space looked like it was carved out of a crystalline cave made of obsidian. Wall sconces with emerald flames glistened and reflected out of each facet. There were cubbies and alcoves in every direction, filled with floor-to-ceiling rows of red wine.

Small, intimate circular tables filled the center of the cave-like space, each one adorned with a skull studded in black diamonds, the eyes and nose holes flickering with green light.

The black-lacquer bar at the far end of the room was empty, with the exception of a pretty female demon bartender with long red hair. She was stocking the massive liquor shelf that was built into the back wall of the bar. The shelves were made of black tempered glass, and the whole thing was backlit with a glowing violet light.

Art led me up to the bar just as the bartender turned around, and I gasped, realizing I recognized her.

“Jezebel?” I gaped, and her pretty heart-shaped face broke out into a giant grin.

“Lilith! Welcome!” she squealed, rushing out from behind the bar to hug me. I bit my lip and contemplated stepping away but decided it was okay. Ramel had said ‘no hugs,’ but I didn’t think he meant a friendly hug like this. Jezebel had been the primetime bartender who used to work every Friday and Saturday night with Sam. I had been her replacement when she quit. Obviously, I had no idea that she had been a demon the whole time. She had always been kind and friendly to me, but I kept my distance for obvious reasons. I felt another small twinge in my chest when I realized that this was another person I likely could have made friends with without realizing it. Swallowing back the regret, I decided there was no use obsessing over things I couldn’t change and resolved to make up for lost time now.

Jezebel pulled back and held me by the shoulders, still beaming at me. “Holy hell, Lil, I’m so glad you came to visit me! I’ve been dying to come see you, but Shem and Ramel had you pretty locked up. Come sit down, I’ll make you a drink.” She grinned at Art and gestured for him to join us as well. My heart was hammering in my chest with excitement.

I was about to sit and have a drink with people! I was so happy I could burst. Crawling into one of the black velvet upholstered bar stools, I patted the seat next to me, indicating to Art that I wanted him to join. If I was going to truly submit myself to this new life, I figured I might as well try to forgive him for the whole wedding fiasco.

Now that I knew the wedding had been a way for them to try to protect me, I decided that as fucked up as it had been, I really couldn’t be that mad about it. If they hadn’t forced me through that ceremony, who knew what Rafael would have done to me before Ram and Shem realized something was wrong.

Jezebel slipped back behind the bar, pulling her long wavy red hair up into a high pony as she critically examined the liquor display.

“What do you feel like, Lil?” she asked, and I shrugged, smiling shyly.

“I don’t know, surprise me,” I said, and Art chuckled.

“I’ll just have a pint, Jez,” he said softly as she pulled a few bottles off the shelves and began bustling around to make me a cocktail.

“Voila!” she beamed, putting a delicate, smoking martini glass in front of me. The cocktail was nearly black but smelled fruity.

“What is it?” I asked, taking a sip and shivering in delight at the fruity flavors she had expertly combined.

“I call it the Silent Cemetery. Super easy to make, really. Two ounces of blackberry juice, one ounce of pineapple juice, and a squeeze of lime with a splash of simple syrup. Of course, you need a few ounces of black vodka and a little squirt from the smoking gun, and there you have it.”

Art raised an eyebrow. “I’ll give you a squirt from my smoking gun later if you keep it up, lovely.”

Jezebel cut him a playful smirk. “In your dreams, Art. I don’t fuck Shem’s sloppy seconds.”

Art shrugged. “Your loss. I bet Shem would be down to play with us both if Lilith doesn’t mind sharing him for a night.” He winked, and I wrinkled my nose and rolled my eyes.

“Shem can do whatever he wants,” I muttered, taking another sip of my drink.

“Ain’t that the truth,” Art agreed, blowing on the foam of the fresh pint Jezebel had poured for him.

“So, Lilith, how are you liking Hell so far? I’ve seen you around a couple times but haven’t been able to come say hi. Both times, you were pretty… busy.” Her eyes shone, and my heart sank.

“Uhm… what times were those?” I asked, hoping she wasn’t referring to what I thought she was.

“Well, the first time I saw you was in the breakfast hall with Ramel and Shem, and then I saw you again later that day at the wedding. I was one of your original Watchers, so I attend most ceremonies to solidify bonds.”

My face flushed with shame, and I dropped my gaze, suddenly feeling absolutely humiliated that Jezebel had seen me be both publicly fingered and fucked. She frowned and made a soothing noise in the back of her throat.

“Hey, don’t be embarrassed. You and Ramel are hot as fuck together. Public shit like that is super common in Hell, and let me tell you, there are way less attractive couples boning each other on the regular in the dining hall. Don’t worry about it.”

I glanced up at her, expecting to see judgment in her eyes despite her kind words, but I only found concern and compassion. “Oh,” was all I said.

“Listen, we’re all just excited to have you here and see you and Ramel back together.” She leaned forward and rested her elbows on the bar, looking at me with something close to adoration on her face. “I was the first demon you gave the option to switch genders to; did you know that?” she asked, and my eyes widened. I hadn’t known that.

She nodded. “Yep. Yahweh doesn’t allow His angels to take the female form… We think it has something to do with his preference for males.”

Art’s eyes darkened at this, and I didn’t miss how his grip tightened on his pint glass. I frowned. That other version of me that was still floating under a thin veil of forgotten memories grew angry for a moment.

“I never felt right in that form. I always knew I was on the female end of the spectrum, but Yahweh would never condone a shift like that. He always said He made His creations perfect, and He knew best. You on the other hand…” She reached out and laid her hand over mine affectionately. “You always wanted us to be happy. You never pretended to know what we wanted better than we did. You always did your best to make Hell a place free of judgment, where demons could be demons, and we could explore every dark, depraved corner of ourselves without fear of punishment. You freed us, Lilith.”

Art nodded next to her, taking a grim sip of his beer. “She’s right, Lil. It’s why we’ve all remained loyal to you, even though you’ve been away for nearly five thousand years.”

“I’m glad,” I said softly, surprised at the tenderness in each of their faces. I glanced around the bar and noticed a few more female demons enter, dressed for a night out in short dresses and high heels. They grinned and waved at us before sitting at one of the tables and opening a drink menu.

“So everyone here started as a male angel?” I asked, and Jezebel nodded.

“Yep. Those girls over there weren’t part of the original sixty-six but left Heaven to join us after seeing what you had done for me.”

I smiled. Maybe Hell wasn’t all bad. These demons seemed happy and well taken care of. As twisted as Ramel and Shem seemed to be, I was beginning to understand their insistence that I would be happy here.

“Why were you working at Voodoo?” I asked.

Jezebel looked sheepish for a minute but shrugged. “I was sent by Ram to watch you with Shem. Even when he hated you, he had this obsessive need to always have eyes on you.”

I sighed. Figures.

“So what happened? Why did you quit?”

“It was almost your birthday, and Ramel was supposed to step in and get close to you and try to make your transition easier. He was meant to replace me, but that didn’t really go as planned.” She winced. “I heard he killed Sam. Sorry about that.”

Knowing that Sam had been reincarnated softened the bitterness I felt about Ramel killing him, but not entirely. Sam still had a family that I was sure mourned him. It was this constant dichotomy of kindness, love, and ruthless darkness that always left me feeling off balance in this new world.

None of this matters in the grand scheme of things. Mortals live brief lives. The world spins on.

I frowned. That thought hadn’t been entirely mine. It felt like it belonged to the other version of myself. The ancient version of me that saw a human life the way a mortal might regard the life of a mayfly. Short and insignificant.

I shook off the odd sensation of sharing my brain and took another sip of my drink to quell the thoughts.

Jezebel interrupted my internal battle with another bright smile and a question. “So, Lilith, tell me. Have you decided what you’re going to wear to the feast?”
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Alexa, play ‘older,’ by Isabel LaRosa

“The weak can never forgive. Forgiveness is the attribute of the strong.”


—JEANETTE WALLS, THE GLASS CASTLE (2017)


By my third cocktail, my cheeks hurt from laughing so much. I would have lost track of time if it hadn’t been for Art. He tugged my sleeve and pointed to the clock over the bar regretfully. I gasped.

It was quarter to six. I needed to go now, or I was going to be late for curfew.

“Shit, I have to run.”

Literally.

I realized I didn’t have any money. Did they even have currency in Hell? Jezebel seemed to read my mind and laughed.

“You don’t need to pay, Lilith. This all belongs to you. You have a running tab.”

Right. I kept forgetting I was the queen of this place. It was hard to remember when I had spent most of my time here feeling like a prisoner. Regardless, I nodded my thanks and patted Art on the shoulder.

“Thanks, guys, I had such a great time,” I said, ensuring they could hear how much I meant those words. They waved as I darted out of the bar as quickly as possible.

Shit, shit, shit. The bells from the Satanic church began their chime, signaling the changing of the hour as I sprinted up the stairs and peeled through the glistening midnight hallways.

The sixth chime sounded just as I was throwing the door to the room open. I whooped triumphantly as I skidded into the bedroom, only to stop in my tracks at the sight of a blood-soaked Ramel brooding by the fire. He was sitting in one of the leather armchairs, sipping on a crystal glass full of a dark amber liquid.

Ramel dragged his hazel eyes away from where they had been transfixed on the flames. His lips were pursed in a stern line, and I winced when I realized he was angry. Wet pieces of hair had fallen into his eyes, and his fingers were so covered in crimson that he had left bloody fingerprints all over his glass.

“Cutting it close, deathtrap,” he deadpanned, his tone dangerous. I frowned at him.

“I’m on time. Six o’clock on the dot.” I waited for his mouth to twitch or for his brow to raise, but he just stared at me, his expression growing increasingly dark.

“Ramel… whose blood is that?” I asked. I found myself scanning his body, searching for signs of injury.

He snorted and turned his gaze away from me, back to the fire. “It’s not mine if that’s what you’re worried about. Though I doubt you would be.”

I felt my frown deepen. That other version of me stirred in my chest, and I felt a twinge of concern for my demon. When I left him, he was satisfied and in a relatively good mood. What could have happened in the past two hours to have soured his mood so much? And why was he covered in so much fucking blood?

I glanced around the room, wondering if Shem had any idea what had happened, but he was nowhere to be found.

“Where’s Shem?” I asked softly. Ramel didn’t even look at me. He took a deep pull from his drink, and I watched as a muscle in his jaw pulsed.

“Out.”

Ah. Helpful.

I hovered for a moment, not sure what to do. He hadn’t iced me out like this since I had first met him. I didn’t know what to do with this cold, distant version of Ramel. I had grown used to him hovering around me like a satellite. Always touching me, always watching me whether I wanted him to or not.

I realized with a start that I hadn’t just come to accept it but expect it. If he wasn’t actively trying to touch me, or I wasn’t the center of his universe, something was wrong.

“Ramel—what happened?” I asked softly, drifting closer to him. He didn’t respond; he just took another sip from his drink. The green light from the fire flickered across his perfect face, and he looked devastatingly sad. Moving in front of him, I dropped to my knees and reached forward to touch his blood-spattered cheek. He jerked his head away from me, his eyes flashing in the viridian light. I yanked my hand back in shock. Okay, now I definitely knew something was wrong.

“I’m not in the mood, Lilith. Go to bed, I’ll join you shortly.”

“Ramel, it’s six pm. I haven’t even eaten dinner yet.”

He growled in annoyance. “Then go find Art or Shem and ask them to escort you to the dining hall.”

I hesitated, and he snarled. “Go. Before I do something I’ll regret,” he threatened, but something was off. He didn’t sound as menacing as normal.

He’s scared.

That voice in my head echoed through my mind again, and I frowned. What could have possibly scared Ramel fucking Endlyne?

The Reaper.

Death?

Well. Hopefully, this didn’t lose me my newly won semi-freedom. I steeled myself and willfully disobeyed his direct order, crawling up into his lap instead. He stiffened beneath me, and his hand clenched so tightly around the crystal glass that it groaned beneath his punishing grip.

Straddling him, I laid a hand on each shoulder and met his eyes defiantly.

“You’ve never regretted anything you’ve done to me before, so I don’t see why you would start now.” I meant it to be teasing, but my delivery was a little flatter than I would have liked.

The flicker of the green flames behind us made it seem like his eyes were smoldering with the endless burn of starfire. I waited for him to explode. To throw me off him and announce that I would need to be punished for my defiance. A part of me almost hoped for it. Dominant, overpowering, and angry Ramel was somehow better than whatever this cold, distant version of him was. Instead, the sharp line of his mouth softened, and I watched, fascinated, as his Adam’s apple bobbed.

“That’s not true, Lilith.” His voice was so low I felt it in my bones. “I regret a great deal of what I have done to you.”

I suddenly felt like my heart was in my throat. He dropped the crystal glass on the small end table next to us and ran his hands up and down my extended arms, looking at me like he wanted to beg me to forgive him but didn’t know where to find the words.

If I didn’t know any better, I would say his eyes were welling with tears. His Adam’s apple dipped again as if he were swallowing past a painful lump in his throat.

I reached up and rubbed my thumb over his bloodied cheek, and this time, he didn’t pull away. He closed his eyes and leaned into my touch, letting out a shuddering breath.

“Ramel. What happened?” I asked, and for a long moment, I didn’t think he was going to answer me. Finally, he opened his eyes and sighed.

When he spoke, he chose his words carefully, as if not sure how much he wanted me to know. “I received some bad news today. Yahweh has been busy, for lack of a better word. He’s managed to build a significant advantage against us. If Shem and I can’t find a way to get the upper hand, I’m worried I won’t be able to protect you from Him.”

I brushed a piece of hair that was now tacky with congealed blood out of his eyes. “So, what can we do? Surely, there must be some way to fight back against Him. He managed to put all those other gods and goddesses into a never-ending sleep; maybe there’s a way we can do the same to Him?”

Ramel frowned at me, rubbing a thumb along the side of my jaw. “I don’t want you to have to worry about things like this.”

“Well, why not? Maybe I can do some research in the library and help you guys find a weakness of some kind. I’m used to being busy, Ramel. Keeping me in here like some kind of spoiled pet is not exactly the life I imagined for myself.”

His eyes flashed, and his hand suddenly tightened on my jaw. “You are mine, Lilith. If I want to keep you in this room and spoil you until you fucking rot, I will.”

I smirked at him and rolled my eyes. “I’m well the fuck aware. All I’m saying is, I want to help if you’ll let me.”

He softened his grip on my chin before releasing me. Relaxing back into his seat, he eyed me thoughtfully. “You don’t have your memories. You will basically be starting from scratch. It’s very unlikely you’ll find anything.”

“Well, it can’t hurt to try. Besides, hopefully, I won’t be in there slinging books by myself. I assumed you or Shem would be there to help me as well.”

Suddenly, he broke out into a sly grin. “Are you telling me that after only two hours of freedom, you’re already itching to spend the day with me again?”

I felt my cheeks flush at the implication, and he chuckled, brushing a thumb across the warm blush of my skin.

“No. It would just be nice to have one of you around to carry some books for me. That’s all.”

His smirk widened, and he grabbed the back of my neck so abruptly it caused me to gasp. “Sure, deathtrap. Whatever helps you sleep at night.” He pulled me into him and kissed me softly on the lips, massaging his fingers up the back of my neck as he did. The metallic tang of blood flooded my mouth, and I unintentionally let out a tiny moan, causing him to smirk against me.

“I love it when you make that sound,” he whispered against me, giving me one more chaste kiss before releasing my neck. I could still taste blood on my lips as I pulled away and used the back of my wrist to wipe it off. I frowned down at the red stain.

“Whose blood do you have all over you?”

“That is something you definitely don’t need to worry about,” he said firmly, gesturing for me to get up. I got off his lap but scowled at him.

“I think I deserve to know whose blood you seemed to have bathed in, considering you’re technically my husband.”

He towered over me, tracing the pad of his middle finger over the ridge of my collarbone. He looked down at me, his eyes shining with mirth and the corner of his mouth twitching.

“I’m not technically your husband, Lilith. I am your husband.” He leaned forward and pressed his lips against my forehead briefly. “As much as I appreciate the concern, you don’t need to worry about whose blood this is. I don’t want you overthinking it and somehow finding a way to blame yourself like you always do.”

That made me even more curious, but I knew he wasn’t going to budge, so I let it go.

“Fine. Don’t tell me,” I muttered, and he chuckled softly.

“I won’t.” He looked down at me, and for a moment, I thought he was going to kiss me again, but instead, he said something that made my heart stop in my chest.

“Thank you,” he whispered, and I cocked my head to the side.

“For what?”

“For trying to cheer me up. I wasn’t expecting that.”

I shrugged. “Well, you just looked so sad and pathetic. I couldn’t just leave you like that,” I joked, and he snatched up my chin, forcing my head up to face him. The forcefulness of his grasp was betrayed by the playful smirk on his face as he leaned forward and pulled my lower lip into his warm mouth, sucking on it gently. He released me and used his thumbs to pull the swollen flesh down to expose my teeth to him.

“Get in the shower,” he ordered softly. “I’m going to wash this blood off, fuck you, then take you to dinner so you can tell me about your day.”

Despite the zip of excitement that seemed to always rush to my pussy every time Ramel informed me he was about to defile me, I felt myself laugh.

“You were with me all day. We were only apart for a couple of hours.”

He draped his arm around my shoulders and ushered me toward the bathroom. “And I want to hear about every second of those two hours… after we shower.”


[image: ]


“Knowledge is a weapon. I intend to be formidably armed.”


—MAEVE MILLAY, WESTWORLD


As discussed, I spent the next few days in the library. Ramel usually came with me. We would get breakfast together, and then he would lead me through the stacks, showing me where he thought would be a good place to start my research for the day. Shem rarely joined, claiming that books weren’t really his scene. Besides, Samhain was fast approaching, and someone had to make sure preparations stayed on course.

“Do we really think Samhain should be the focus right now? If Yahweh truly is planning to take over Hell, maybe we should put a pause on the preparations.” I said one morning as Ramel and I were getting ready to leave for the day.

“The show must go on, Lilith.” Shem smirked at me, dropping a kiss on my nose. “The veil will continue to thin whether we want it to or not; we need to keep up appearances. We’ve held this feast since Hell was founded. If we cancel the festivities, it will be pretty clear that we’re up to something.”

Both Shem and Ramel had informed me that it wasn’t uncommon for citizens of Heaven and Hell to mingle when the veil was at its thinnest. Angels often attended the dumb feast and the ball, and demons tended to branch out to prowl Earth to fuck with mankind.

“Alright. Try to stay out of trouble, at least.” I narrowed my eyes on Shem, and he barked out a laugh.

“Never.” He winked, sliding off to do whatever it was cat demons did all day.

Ramel and I grabbed a quick breakfast to-go, and I munched on my egg burrito as we made our way to the library for the fifth day that week.

“I won’t be able to stay with you all day today,” he informed me as I settled into my usual seat. I had chosen a large table that sat in an alcove on the second floor. It overlooked the heart of the library and was surrounded by texts that mostly covered the history of Hell, Heaven, and Earth. The table was still piled high with books from the day before, and I was anxious to get back to them. I glanced up at my demon husband, and genuine disappointment welled through my chest. Since I had earned free range of the manor, I resented him less, and I found I was even beginning to enjoy his company.

I tried not to wonder if my growing affection for my two captors was a product of Stockholm syndrome or if my feelings were being projected by the other version of myself that was becoming an increasingly prominent entity in my mind.

It was nice not to hate them. It was nice to enjoy the sex, and it was nice to not feel like a prisoner, so I resolved to do my best to just roll with it.

I let Ramel see the genuine disappointment in my expression. “Oh, that’s too bad. Why not?” I asked, and he leaned against the table, facing me. Reaching out to touch my chin, he smiled at me.

“I love it when you look at me like that.”

“Like what?” I asked, frowning.

“Like you might actually miss me when I’m gone.”

Feeling my cheeks flush, I tugged my chin out of his grip and turned my focus onto my books, chewing on my fingernail anxiously. “Well, it’s nice to have someone to help with all the research.”

He chuckled softly but didn’t push the topic. “I have a meeting with Shemhazai and one of our informants. If you need help, I can see if Art and Jezebel are available.”

Almost every day this week, I spent the afternoon at Jezebel’s bar, spending time with her and Art. I had never had a girlfriend before, and Jezebel seemed more than happy to fill the role.

I scrunched up my nose. “No, it’s okay. I love Jez, but I’ll never get any reading done with her here. I’ll just catch up with her at the bar later.”

Ramel nodded and planted a kiss on my head. “Alright, deathtrap.”

I returned to my book, ‘Divine Tapestry: The Eternal Odyssey of the Olympian Pantheon,’ expecting Ramel to leave for his meeting. However, after a few moments of him continuing to hover by my side, I looked up at him with curiosity.

He was staring at me like he wanted to say something but was… nervous? How could that be possible? Ramel was never nervous.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” I asked incredulously.

He cleared his throat. “I have a gift. For you.”

“A gift?”

Oooooh. What kind of gift?

I tried not to let my excitement show. Clearly, I hadn’t been successful because his lip twitched.

“Yeah. You’ve been so good these last few days. I wanted to reward you with something other than an orgasm.” He smirked.

I snorted and rolled my eyes. “How generous of you.”

“Fine. If you don’t want it…” He moved to leave, and I grabbed his hand and tugged him back with a grin.

“Wait! I want it! What is it?” I was so curious. What could he possibly have gotten me?

He chuckled and leaned back against the table, manifesting a long, black velvet box.

“Here.” He handed it to me, and I took it from him, marveling at how heavy it was. It was too heavy to be jewelry. What could it possibly be?

“Open it.” That hesitant edge was back in his voice, and I almost giggled at the idea of him being nervous that I wouldn’t like it. It felt so out of character for him. It was almost cute.

Carefully, I flipped open the lid to find a delicate, golden dagger lying in a bed of liquid silk. There were strange symbols carved down the blade, and the hilt was wrapped in soft brown leather. A massive raw chunk of citrine was fastened to the end, and it glittered in the amorphous light of the catalog.

At first, all I felt was awe for the beauty of the blade. I ran my fingers over it gently, jumping as a spark of energy ignited beneath my fingers. It took a moment for me to realize the magnitude of what this gift meant. He was giving me a weapon.

He was arming me.

I glanced up at him in surprise. “Ramel…”

“Do you like it?” he asked, his expression serious and intense.

I nodded, biting my lip. “Yes, it’s beautiful. But why?”

“I want you to be able to defend yourself if you need to. You’re protected by the marriage bond, but Yahweh has the power to annul such bonds. If anything happens to Shem or me, I need to know that you’re not defenseless against them. Against Him.”

I glanced back down at the blade, still shocked that he had given me a dagger, of all things.

“Aren’t you worried I’ll use this against you?” I asked before I could stop myself.

Fuck, Lilith. He’s going to chain you back up for sure…

Wincing, I glanced up at him but found he was just watching me carefully. He raised an elegant eyebrow in a way only the paranormal could.

“Should I be worried that you will use it against me?” he asked, his voice so low I felt it in my bones. I swallowed and gave him the only answer that wouldn’t lose me all my newfound privileges.

“No, of course not.”

He held my gaze for a long moment. There was no amusement in his eyes, no quirk to his mouth. He didn’t need to tell me what would happen if I tried to use the weapon against him. Remembering how disappointed he had been when I tried to run away with Art, I shuddered. Somehow, I didn’t think I would get off so easily if I tried to stab him.

Finally, he softened and manifested what looked like a thigh sheath. He took the dagger out of the box and slipped it into the brown leather sheath before handing it to me, hilt first.

“This blade is made of Aetherium. It has the power to cut both angelic and demonic flesh the same way steel cuts the flesh of mortals. Until Yahweh invented the scepters, Aetherium was the only known way to unmake immortals. Wounds inflicted by Aetherium take a long time to heal, and they scar. Very few weapons have ever been made with it for this reason. You’re holding one of only four blades ever crafted.”

My eyes widened at the magnitude of what had just been divulged. Only four? I glanced down at the weapon, my heart hammering in my chest. I couldn’t believe he was giving this to me.

“I don’t even know how to use something like this,” I whispered.

“I’ll teach you. We’ll get up an hour or two earlier each day, and I’ll show you a few things. We don’t have enough time to turn you into an assassin by any means, but I can show you a few quick and easy moves that might come in handy if you have the element of surprise.”

“Thank you,” I breathed. He reached out and curled a finger under my chin, tilting my head up to face him.

“I love you, Lilith. I would rather be unmade than live in a world without you in it. If anyone tries to hurt you, promise me you won’t hesitate to use that on them.”

“I promise,” I whispered, and he leaned forward to press his lips against mine softly.

His lips were soft and warm, and the scent of frankincense flooded my nose. After a moment, he pulled away and brushed my hair over my shoulder before straightening.

“I need to go to this meeting. If you need anything while Shem and I are busy, ask Art,” he said by way of parting, and he left me there, holding the Aetherium dagger.
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I strapped the blade to my thigh and forced myself to focus on my research. I wanted more than anything to find a way to take Yahweh out. The other version of me, who I was becoming more and more acquainted with as the days passed, fed me glimmers of memories and forgotten pieces of knowledge. These little hints and clues were extremely helpful and gave me a surprisingly strong background to a history not recorded by mankind.

I was currently digging into the different types of gods that had reigned before Yahweh had somehow managed to take over. I learned that there had once been a god or a goddess for everything. In Norse mythology, there was a Goddess of Night named Nótt. In Egypt, there was the god Ra, the Sun God… I remembered seeing his tomb in the cemetery.

There were so many Greek gods and goddesses that my mind whirled as I read. There was Asclepius, the God of Healing and Medicine. Hecate, the Goddess of Crossroads and The Moon; apparently, she was also often associated with witchcraft. I remembered Shem pausing by her grave when we had visited the cemetery. He seemed so sad when we passed her tomb. What sort of relationship did the two of them have?

I found myself daydreaming about what types of mischief Shem and Hecate might have gotten into when I came across a paragraph on Hypnos, the Greek God of Sleep. I paused, frowning. I didn’t remember seeing a grave for Hypnos in the cemetery.

To be fair, I hadn’t really been looking for anyone specific while we had been there. I would need to ask Shem or Ramel if they knew where Hypnos was buried.

I spent the rest of the day learning how Heaven and Hell worked. I figured if I was going to dismantle Yahweh’s reign, the best place to start would be at the beginning.

I quickly learned why Shem, Ramel, Raf, and Jezebel all worked at Voodoo. Confessions powered Yahweh’s Sorter of Souls. He used to be able to run the machine off of confessions from loyal churchgoers. However, over the years, Christianity and Catholicism had fallen out of favor, and He had needed to find a new way to power the Soul Sorter.

It was clever, really. Stealing drunken confessions from mortals who didn’t understand the power of their own words. I had to hand it to the creator; it was an eloquent solution to a complex problem.

What I was having trouble understanding was why it was a problem for Him. Outside of the fact that without the Sorter of Souls, mankind would no longer reincarnate, why was it important to Yahweh that it continued to run?

He didn’t strike me as the type of being who particularly cared about the well-being of His creations. The Bible is riddled with examples of Him completely wiping out or punishing mankind when they strayed from what He considered to be the path of ‘righteousness.’ He was not a benevolent god, so why did it matter to Him if mankind regenerated?

Perhaps He just enjoyed controlling them, but that didn’t seem like it was worth the hassle when He also had an entire race of angels at His disposal.

No. I had a feeling it was something more than His clear need for absolute control.

‘Power.’ The other Lilith whispered into my mind.

Power? Like, in the literal sense?

Feeling as if I were on the cusp of a discovery, I stood and wandered through the stacks. I needed to know more about how Yahweh had risen to power. Clearly there had been many gods and goddesses who managed the world before Him. Where had He come from? How had He managed to wipe out the rest of these divine beings and take control?

My fingers brushed against a thick dusty volume and that voice in my head whispered for me to read the spine.

I frowned at the title. ‘The Divine Usurpation: Unveiling the Tyranny of Heaven’

This seemed promising. I pulled the book from the shelf and settled back down at my table to read. I was starting to feel like I had all the pieces to the puzzle; now, it was just a matter of figuring out how they all fit together.

‘You’re close.’ That little voice chimed in my mind, and I frowned, recognizing it as that mean little voice that had followed me my whole life. Thinking back, maybe the voice hadn’t been mean at all. Maybe the voice had just been honest, and I hadn’t been ready to face the truth.

“We’re close,” I whispered to the other Lilith, and I felt her smile in my mind.

‘We are,’ she agreed, and together, we dug into the tomb that documented Yahweh’s rise to power.


[image: ]


“God is a kid with an ant farm, lady. He’s not planning anything.”


—JULES WINNFIELD, PULP FICTION (1994)


“He’s fucking late,” I growled at Shem as I claimed one of his pawns. We had been waiting in the office for Gabriel for nearly three hours.

Three hours. I could have been in the library with Lilith. Shem had told me to go back to her several times, but her comment about how Jezebel would have been a distraction rang in my ears. I would likely be an even worse distraction, and I wanted her to have space if she needed it.

At first, I hadn’t really put much thought into what it would mean for her to have a purpose. However, after the first day in the library with her, it was like I was spending time with the old Lilith.

The determined little look in her eye when she suddenly had an idea, or the excited crinkle of her nose when she was onto something. She had been right. She was too smart to be kept locked up in a room all day. Even as a little helpless mortal, she was clever and a fast study.

I found that the more agency and leniency I gave her, the more she looked at me like she didn’t hate every fiber of my being. When I had given her the dagger and she realized I was attempting to give her the ability to defend herself… The way she had looked at me… I wanted her to always look at me like that.

So, I stayed and played chess with Shemhazai instead of returning to the library and fucking Lilith on top of all those old dusty books like I wanted to.

“I know,” Shem said. “It’s hard to forget when you mention it every five seconds.” He chuckled, using a pawn to claim my knight.

Prick.

“What the fuck could be taking so long.”

Shem glanced up at me, his green eyes flashing in the firelight. “Well, he could have been discovered stealing the scepter, for one. Maybe Yahweh unmade him.” He grinned, and I bit back a laugh.

“Touché.”

Suddenly, the sound of footsteps echoed down the hall. I glanced over my shoulder to find Gabriel entering the study. He was holding a severed head in his left hand, his fist curled in the thick gray hair of what appeared to be a very dead angel. I frowned and stood at the same time Shem did.

“You’re late,” I observed dryly.

“Astute of you to notice,” he snapped. His all-white outfit was stained crimson from the blood of the head clutched in his hand.

“Who is that?” Shem asked, his tone cold.

Gabriel’s mask slipped, and for a moment, he looked devastated. I made sure to keep my expression blank but glanced down at the head.

The face was bloated and swollen as if it had been beaten over the head several times before being severed. Which would explain the black sludge staining the dead angel’s lips. He had clearly been unmade and then decapitated.

“The fuck is this, Gabriel?” I snapped, and he snarled back, tossing the head toward me. It smacked the black marble floor grotesquely and rolled several feet before landing on its side. I looked down at the face and realized with a start that I knew who it was.

“Holy fucking shit, is that Mike?” Shemhazai hissed.

“Oh, so you know his name? I’m shocked you would bother to learn it, considering the way you look down your nose at us,” Gabriel hissed. He was clearly upset about Mike’s death. I had never seen him angry before; he normally came off as sarcastic and aloof.

I glanced away from Mike’s bloated head and met Gabriel’s citrine gaze.

“I’m sorry for your loss. He didn’t deserve this.” The words surprised me as they left my mouth, but they rang true. Mike tried to warn us about Rafael. He had helped Lilith through a panic attack at Voodoo. I had been too blinded by jealousy at the time, but he cared about Lilith. Anyone who wanted to keep Lilith safe was not someone I would have wished to be unmade, especially not in such a brutal fashion.

Gabriel’s eyes searched mine as if trying to detect whether or not I was being sincere.

“What happened?” Shem asked, stepping forward to examine the bloody head.

A pained look flashed across Gabriel’s face. He manifested the scepter he had promised us and handed it to me. He ran his hand through his auburn hair in frustration.

“It was my fault. He wanted to help steal the scepter. I tried to tell him to stay out of it, but he had a soft spot for Lilith and wanted to do what he could to help her. I agreed, and he got caught, obviously,” he said, gesturing to the mess on the floor. “It was like Yahweh knew he would be in there.”

Shem frowned, clearly unnerved. “Why did Yahweh unmake him? Why not just punish him? He wasn’t exceptionally powerful. I would have never guessed he would be important enough to find himself on Yahweh’s shit list.”

Gabriel’s eyes were swimming with rage. “His lack of power is why Yahweh unmade him. He’s been hesitant to truly wield the magic of the scepter as He says it’s a waste of resources.” His expression turned from rage to disgust. “I guess He didn’t consider Mike’s life a waste.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose and took a deep breath. Lilith couldn’t find out about this. I knew she would blame herself, and I had just given her a fucking knife. I didn’t need her turning the blade onto her own flesh over this.

Abruptly, Art walked in. He took in the bloody head on the ground and stopped in his tracks.

“Who is that?” he asked, looking disturbed. I didn’t blame him. It wasn’t every day you saw one of our kind unmade.

“Mike,” Shem said solemnly.

“Poor bastard,” Art said, coming closer and crouching down to examine the head more closely. “I guess the scepter really does have the power to kill us.”

I nodded. “Yeah. We need to get this shit under control, and fast.” Art glanced up at me, his face serious.

“That’s why I came to find you. Lilith sent me; she says she has an idea.”

I let out a sigh of relief, grateful she was still being good and following orders. I was glad she had listened and asked Art to come find us instead of doing so herself. If she had walked in here and seen Mike’s severed head, I would have probably needed to spend the rest of the day consoling her.

“I don’t want Lilith finding out about this. She’ll be devastated.” Art and Shem nodded in agreement, both of them looking shaken up themselves.

“Get this cleaned up,” I ordered, speaking directly to Art. He didn’t hesitate. With a wave of his hand, Mike’s head disappeared, and he left to find what I hoped was a bucket and a mop for the inky sludge that still stained the floor.

Turning my attention to Gabriel, I spun the scepter deftly in my hand before misting it away for future inspection. “As grateful as I am for the scepter, you were fucking reckless involving a lesser angel like this.”

Gabriel narrowed his eyes on me, looking annoyed. “Yeah, well, I’m not thrilled he fucking had to die over this either. I was already feeling like shit about it, thanks for rubbing it in.”

I shrugged. “Nothing we can do about it now. Go back to Heaven and try not to get yourself unmade before the feast. Hazai and I will send for you if we need anything.” I dismissed the archangel. Shem shot Gabriel a considering look and pursed his lips.

“Be careful,” he warned darkly. “If He was willing to unmake Mike, it’s very possible He now has a taste for it. Don’t give Him a reason to turn a scepter on you until we can get you out of there.”

Gabriel’s eyes widened slightly, the only indication that Shem’s concern had affected him. “I didn’t know you cared, Shemhazai,” he murmured softly.

Shem shrugged. “We were all angels once, Gabriel,” he said. The truth of his words hung in the air as we left to find Lilith. He was right. We had all been angels once. We knew better than anyone what that meant.

Yahweh had always claimed we were the monsters, but never in the history of Hell had a demon been unmade. The fact that Yahweh had just made it clear He was willing to execute His own citizens for something as innocuous as petty theft left my chest feeling tight and my blood running cold.

If He was willing to do this to His own angels, there was no telling what He might do to Lilith if He ever got His hands on her.

Shem and I exchanged a glance that told me his thoughts had followed a similar path.

“We’ll protect her,” he assured, me and I nodded, though I couldn’t help but wonder if our protection would be enough.


[image: ]


“If you want to stop me, you’re going to have to fucking kill me.”


—RUTH LANGMORE, OZARK


Iwas anxious. My stomach roiled as I paced back and forth in our bedroom, waiting for Art to return with Ramel and Shem.

Wringing my hands before me, I found myself weighing our options with the other version of myself. We had a theory of how Yahweh had managed to manifest enough power to start picking off the other gods, and if we were right, we would be able to overthrow Him.

The only issue was it would put mankind at risk. Neither myself nor the ancient version of me was thrilled with the thought, but if it was our only chance, we couldn’t take it off the table.

Ramel and Shem blew into the room; both of them looked upset, and I frowned, stopping my pacing at the looks on their faces.

“What? What happened?” I asked, momentarily forgetting my internal debate. Shem’s face was white with worry, and Ramel’s jaw was so tight that it looked like he might crack a molar.

“Nothing,” Ramel replied. I narrowed my eyes on him, looking back and forth between him and Shem. Shem slipped into his usual mask of amusement, hiding away the worry I had seen. He slid his hands into his pockets and gave me a cavalier grin.

“Everything’s just peachy, sweetheart. No need to worry your pretty little head.”

“Something happened,” I argued, and Ramel pinched the bridge of his nose, sighing.

“It’s nothing you need to worry about, deathtrap. Art told us you made a discovery. Why don’t you tell us what it is?”

I knew he was trying to distract me from asking more questions about whatever had happened in their secret little meeting, but I also knew there was no use pushing him if he had decided he wasn’t going to tell me.

Besides, I needed them to help me prove my theory, and the faster I could confirm my suspicions, the sooner we could take action.

“I need you to take me back to the graveyard,” I said, and both of their eyes widened in surprise.

“I wasn’t expecting you to say that.” Ramel cocked his head to the side. “Why? What’s at the graveyard?”

I snorted. “Why should I tell you? You don’t seem to want to share your secrets with me.”

Shem raised an amused eyebrow and exchanged a look with Ramel. “Hmm. Give her an inch, and she wants to take a mile.”

Ramel gave him a sly smile before turning his wolfish grin on me. “Are you looking for me to force the information out of you, Lilith?” he asked, his tone dangerous. Suddenly, he was in front of me, his hand wrapped around my throat. My breath caught in my chest as his scent flooded my nose. I felt my thighs reflexively clench together at his proximity.

“I could fuck this tight little throat until you’re begging to spill your secrets all over my cock,” he purred into my ear, and my skin erupted into gooseflesh. I closed my eyes and licked my lips, the other Lilith turning to butter in my mind at the threat. I was beginning to learn that she loved to be punished even more than she loved to be rewarded. As our two consciousnesses grew closer and closer to melding into one, I found myself becoming more open to pain for the sake of pleasure, and no one knew how to turn the sharp sting of pain into the sweet pull of pleasure better than Ramel.

I looked up into his crystalline hazel eyes and considered pushing him until he followed through on his threat, but I forced myself to stay focused. We didn’t have time for this. Samhain was only a few days away, and if I was right, we would need all the time we could get to execute the plan.

“I’m looking for Hypnos, the God of Sleep,” I said, and the lust in Ramel’s eyes immediately gave way to surprised interest.

“Why?”

“Because if Hypnos is not there, I think I know how Yahweh rose to power, and I think I know how we can stop Him.”
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The graveyard was as quiet and still as I remembered. This time, I was prepared for the powerful wave of energy that rolled through my body as I stepped over the threshold. The power called to something deep in my chest, as if the gods that slept beneath my feet were strumming some sort of chord that played the song of death deep within me.

“Let’s split up; it’ll be faster,” I suggested, already scanning the nearest tombstones and looking for Hypnos’ grave. Both Ramel and Shem laughed as if what I had suggested was hilarious.

“Absolutely not, deathtrap,” Ramel chuckled, threading his fingers through mine.

I scowled at him. “It will take way longer if we stick together, and we don’t have that much time,” I complained. Shem slid his hand over the small of my back, coming up to flank my other side.

“So be it. We’re not allowing you to wander a cemetery full of half-dead gods alone.”

“So overprotective,” I grumbled but powered forward, not wanting to waste any more time arguing about it.

It took several hours to check every grave and mausoleum, but once I was satisfied we had combed the entire cemetery to the best of our ability, I felt like I might explode with a potent mix of excitement and anxiety.

“He’s not here,” I breathed.

“Nope,” Shem agreed, sitting back against a tombstone and crossing his legs out in front of him. Ramel leaned against one of the mausoleums, arching an elegant brow at me.

“So, what does that mean?” he asked, pulling out a cigarette and putting it to his lips. I wrinkled my nose at him. I hadn’t seen him smoke since he was pretending to be Reaver.

“Why are you smoking again? Those things will kill you, you know.” The words rolled off my tongue before I could really think about them. Ramel choked on a laugh, and smoke spilled out of his nose.

“Helps with my nerves,” he explained wryly. He looked me up and down, his mouth curling into a grin. “As flattered as I am that you seem to be concerned for my health, maybe you should explain why we just spent the last three hours combing this cemetery for some sleeping asshole before I fuck the information out of you.”

I rolled my eyes but conceded. “Fine. I was digging into Yahweh’s past today, trying to figure out how exactly He was able to rise to power and put all these other gods to sleep like this.”

Shem frowned. “He was always more powerful than the other gods. He’s the creator.”

I shook my head, feeling myself getting excited about my discovery. “That’s not true. That’s a lie Yahweh would happily have you believe. The truth is, when time began, He was not any more powerful than any of the other gods trapped here in an eternal sleep.”

Ramel took a drag from his smoke and glanced at Shem, who gave him a ‘who knew?’ look.

“He started his campaign against the other gods before He flooded the planet. He claims to have created mankind, but the truth is that they evolved organically. He has the power of creation, yes, but He did not create mankind. He convinced them He created them so that they would entrust Him with their confessions.

“It wasn’t until He managed to capture the three of us in purgatory that He had free reign to really amp up His hold on mankind. After the fall of Rome, He was able to establish the chokehold necessary to essentially ‘kill off’ all the other gods with the rise of Christianity in the Middle Ages.”

“That makes sense,” Ramel mused, taking another drag of his smoke.

“Yeah, the dark ages were shit,” Shem agreed, looking pensive. It still felt odd to me that he would have been around to see everything I had just read about in old dusty textbooks. “The church had a fucking iron grip on mankind; it was nearly impossible to plant any seeds from the Infernal Woods. Nothing would hold. They were too afraid of not going to Heaven or whatever else bullshit reward Yahweh promised them after death,” Shem said, confirming my thoughts.

I nodded. “Exactly. Not only was there an influx of confessions during those times, but the world was strife with war, poverty, and disease. Death rates were through the roof.”

Shem nodded, a frown creasing his brow. “Yes, I remember that. It was brutal trying to keep up with the influx of souls without you and Ramel here to help.”

I gave him an apologetic look. “Sorry, Shem,” I whispered.

He shrugged and grinned. “I would say it’s not your fault, but it was.” He and Ramel exchanged an amused look. I rolled my eyes and cleared my throat.

“Anyway. As we know, Yahweh uses the confessions from mankind to power the Sorter of Souls. The more confessions He has, the faster He can reincarnate souls. Have either of you ever wondered why it’s important to Yahweh to regenerate souls?”

They exchanged a look again and shrugged.

“I don’t know. He’s the creator. I just always assumed He wanted to keep His creations alive.”

I shook my head, smiling. “No. Think about it. He just doesn’t want them to thrive. He wants them to multiply and then die. His church preaches procreation to the point of obscenity despite the fact that Earth is overpopulated. He condemns contraception and safe abortion. We don’t want souls in limbo because they fester. Do you think Yahweh really gives a shit if the souls lose their residual knowledge or not?”

“No, He made that pretty clear when He flooded the entire fucking planet,” Ramel said, giving me a pained look as if he was remembering that time and it left a bad taste in his mouth.

“Exactly.” I held up a finger, beaming at them both. “The reason Yahweh wants more humans created is because every time He feeds a soul through his Soul Sorter, a small, temporary amount of celestial energy is generated. Energy that He has been collecting since the dawn of time to use against the other gods so He could secure His position as King Dickhead.”

Both Ramel and Shem snorted, and I grinned at them before continuing. “Once He was strong enough to take on another god, I think he targeted Hypnos first.”

Both Ramel and Shem’s eyes flashed, and I knew they were catching on to what I was starting to get at.

“You think He has Hypnos trapped somewhere and is using his magic to keep the other gods asleep,” Ramel breathed, looking amazed. I nodded.

“Yes. More than that, I think if we can slow down the Sorter of Souls, His stolen magic will dwindle, and He’ll fall back to His normal power levels. We may be able to overtake Him.”

“Lilith…” Shem said, standing up from where he had been lounging against the tombstone. “You’re fucking incredible.”

“I’m not even finished yet,” I beamed. “I think the old me was suspicious about all this. That’s why she created the Fountain of Death, in case Yahweh ever managed to put her to sleep. But I also think she created the catalog to harvest celestial energy in a similar way. That was why she was always an even match for Him and why she was the last god to fall. She had been beating Him at His own game for centuries before He finally caught on and trapped her in purgatory. It’s why He was so lenient and didn’t unmake the two of you when you first defied Him. He knew He couldn’t overpower her because she was playing Him at His own game.”

Ramel flicked his butt away and strode up to me, cupping my face in his hands. He was looking at me like he was really seeing me for the first time, his eyes shining in the starlight.

“Lilith,” he breathed, kissing my lips softly. I could taste the tobacco mixed with spearmint on his breath. “You’re fucking amazing.”

I grinned against his lips before pulling away. “See? It’s amazing the things I can do when you let me out of my cage.” I smirked, and I felt Shem press against me from behind, laying his own kisses up the side of my throat gently.

“We’re going to make you come so many fucking times tonight, sweetheart,” he murmured against the sensitive skin of my neck, making me shudder.

I spun in the arms of my demons and looked up at them, knowing I had just impressed the shit out of the two of them.

“We don’t have time for that. We still need to figure out what we’re going to do.”

Ramel frowned. “Destroy the Sorter of Souls, obviously.” He said it without hesitation, as if completely destroying the natural way of life and death was of no consequence to him.

I frowned. “We can’t destroy it. Mankind would perish. I was thinking we could slow it down or stop it from working long enough for us to get the upper hand. We can’t risk mankind being affected.”

Ramel snarled. “I don’t give a fuck about mankind. I would let them all rot if it meant keeping you safe, Lilith.” He touched my chin, and I could see the panic and desperation burning in his eyes.

I scowled at him. “Well, I wouldn’t. We will need to find a way to replace Yahweh once we’ve taken Him out and fix whatever it is we need to break to overthrow Him. I will not allow mankind to suffer for this. If we do that, we’re no better than He is.”

Both Shem and Ramel looked like they didn’t give two shits whether or not they stooped to Yahweh’s level, but I did, and if I was ever going to fight them on something, it was going to be this.

“Don’t worry. I have a plan for that too.” I smirked, casting my gaze to the Infernal Woodlands. The ominous tree line loomed in the mist-shrouded distance, and I could feel the magic of the woods pressing down around us like it was a physical thing.

“Do idea seeds work on angels the same way they work on humans?” I asked.

Shem raised an eyebrow. “They might. We would need to test it.”

I gave them a conspiratorial grin.

“I wonder… If all the angels that run the Voodoo stores suddenly had the idea to shut down for renovations at the same time, how much would that affect Yahweh’s power supply?”
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“Three may keep a secret if two of them are dead.”


—BENJAMIN FRANKLIN


“We need to test the idea seeds on an angel,” Shem said, and Ramel nodded.

“Good thing we have one chained up in the dungeons,” he responded, giving Shem an evil smile. I pursed my lips.

“You haven’t unmade him yet?” I was surprised but also concerned. I didn’t like the idea of the angel who had tried to rape me being kept so close.

Ramel brought my hand to his lips and left a gentle kiss on my knuckles. “He tried to hurt you. Now we’re going to hurt him,” he told me, his expression serious as the grave.

“I just don’t think⁠—”

“I’m going to take her back to the manor. I’ll meet you in the woods, and we’ll test the seeds on Rafael,” Ramel said to Shem abruptly, interrupting me. Shem nodded, already heading for the ominous tree line in the distance.

Lacing his fingers through mine, Ramel tugged me into his chest, sliding his free hand up the side of my face and into my hair.

“Incredible,” he breathed, looking down at me like I was something rare and precious. “You’re incredible, Lilith.”

Then he kissed me, sweeping his tongue over my lower lip. His kiss was tender and careful, a far cry from his usual possessive strokes. I found myself kissing him back, and I buried my own hands into his dark hair, opening for him beneath the burning night of Hell, surrounded by the graves of a thousand sleeping gods.
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“I’ll come pick you up for dinner as soon as I’m done with Shem,” Ramel said as he dropped me off at the manor’s cocktail bar. He brushed my hair over my shoulder and dropped a soft kiss on my forehead.

“Okay. See you in a bit.” I smiled at him shyly, and he grinned back at me, running a tattooed hand through his dark hair.

“Be good.” He gave me one last tap on the nose before turning on his heel and heading out to find Shem.

I sighed, staring after him like some stupid girl with a crush until I felt someone’s gaze boring into me. Turning toward the bar, I found Jezebel staring at me with a look on her face that I couldn’t figure out. Her brow was creased, but the second my eyes met hers, she cracked the big, friendly smile I had grown accustomed to. Art was sitting at the bar with his back to me. He was nursing a pint of beer, and I watched him and Jezebel exchange a few hushed words as I approached.

“Hey guys, what’s up?”

“Nothing much, just had a bit of a rough day,” Art said, taking a sip from his drink as Jezebel left to shake up a Silent Cemetery for me. It had become my go-to drink. I frowned at Art and plopped down on the stool next to him.

“Why, what happened?” I asked, and he pursed his lips, spinning his pint glass between his fingers.

“Don’t worry about it.” He glanced up at me, his somber expression softening. “How was your day? You seem to be in a good mood.”

I beamed at him. “Yeah, I think we officially have a plan on how we can get the upper hand against Yahweh,” I told him as Jezebel returned, setting my drink down in front of me. I smiled at her gratefully.

“You have a plan for Yahweh!?” she asked excitedly, leaning against the bar on her elbows. “Do share.”

I grinned at them and launched into story mode. I told them about the sleeping gods, my theory about Hypnos, and how Ramel and Shem were currently harvesting some idea seeds from the Infernal Woodlands to test on Rafael.

“That’s actually genius, Lil,” Art said in awe while Jezebel nodded enthusiastically.

“Seriously. Yahweh would never expect you to target Voodoo stores.”

“Well, at least one of us had a good day,” Art chuckled as Jezebel reached for his now-empty glass.

“Oh, so you told her that Yahweh unmade Mike?” she asked, pulling back the tap to fill a fresh pint.

The blood drained from Art’s face, and I glanced back and forth between them.

Wait… what?

Jezebel’s words seemed to echo around us, and it took me a moment to process and digest what she had said. Art slammed his hand on the bar in frustration.

“Ramel explicitly said he didn’t want Lilith to know. Fuck, Jezebel!” he snarled, and she looked shocked for a moment before her features flooded with anger.

“Well, you didn’t fucking tell me that!” she snapped back, no longer paying attention to what she was doing. Beer was now pouring out of the glass freely into the grate below, but she didn’t seem to notice.

“Mike… as in… pantry cook Mike?” I asked. Even to me, my voice sounded small.

Both of them stared at me. Art looked horrified, and Jezebel’s face was full of pity.

“Yeah. Art was just telling me. Something about getting caught stealing one of Yahweh’s scepters.”

My whole body went cold as the reality of what I had just learned sank in. Mike was dead?

The kind man who had given a lonely girl a brownie to celebrate all her hard work finally paying off?

The gruff chef who wouldn’t let me steal a fry from the fry bowl but helped me through a panic attack when Ramel had finally pushed me to my breaking point?

The small spark of kindness in the world of a girl who had floated for so long, alone in the dark, was… dead?

“Why?” My voice was now a whisper, and my body began to shake. Art reached out and placed his hand over mine, looking at me with eyes full of regret.

“The angel who brought in his head said it was because he wanted to help make a stand against Yahweh.”

My eyes shot up to meet Art’s icy blue gaze. “Why?” I repeated. Why would quiet, unassuming, hardworking Mike want to join a rebellion?

Jezebel and Art were both staring at me with eyes full of pity. Neither of them spoke, but they didn’t have to. The answer was plain as fucking day.

Mike had wanted to help make a stand against Yahweh because he had wanted to help me.
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“Ideas are bulletproof.”


—V, V FOR VENDETTA


“Please, Ramel… Just let me go… No more…” Rafael sobbed from where I had him strapped naked to a gurney.

“Stop begging, Raf. You’re making me hard,” Shemhazai muttered absently as he snapped on a pair of latex gloves.

It had taken both of us to get Raf out of his cell and into our torture chamber. He was a powerful angel, and we didn’t have access to the golden noose Yahweh used to bind powers. Not yet, anyway. That was another thing we were hoping Gabriel would help us get our hands on. Until then, good old-fashioned wood and steel would have to do.

Between the two of us, we could overpower Raf’s magic enough that he wasn’t a flight risk once we had him strapped down.

“We just need to test something, then you can go back to your cell,” I promised, though Raf didn’t seem comforted. I reached under the table and flipped up a pair of stirrups that were fastened to the bottom for such an occasion. “I’m going to unchain your legs. You can either put your legs in the stirrups on your own, or I will do it for you. If you make me do it, they’ll go in broken. You decide.”

Tears streamed down Raf’s cheeks. I gave him a small smile and tilted my head to the side.

“What’s it going to be?” I asked, and Raf choked but nodded.

“I’ll put my legs in the stirrups,” he said, his voice cracking. Hazai slapped him on his naked thigh jovially.

“Good choice, Raf.” He grinned and winked, undoing the cuff on his right ankle while I undid the one on his left. Raf’s face was so white that it was nearly green as he moved his shaking legs up into the stirrups, where Shem and I strapped him in with the thick leather straps.

Hazai hummed to himself as he moved to a small surgical table we had set up next to the gurney. Instead of surgical instruments, it hosted a nursery filled with the idea seeds we had harvested from the Infernal Woodlands. They were unassuming little plants. Just by looking at them, you would never guess the power they held. The tiny brown seed cases had already cracked and begun to grow little green idea shoots, each one standing erect like an army of soldiers readying themselves for battle.

“Eeny, Meeny, Miny, Moe…” Shem sang, pointing his finger to each of the seedlings in an attempt to determine which one we would be planting.

“What… what are you doing?” Raf asked.

“We’re picking an idea to shove up your hairy, angel ass. What the fuck does it look like?” I sneered. Lighting a cigarette, I leaned back against the gurney while I waited for Hazai to make a selection.

We had made sure to choose the most degrading ideas possible when we had combed the woods for our harvest. My personal favorite was the seed that would make him think he had an unquenchable desire to suck his own cock. The thought of him struggling to wrap his lips around his tiny dick was so amusing I nearly choked on my cigarette just thinking about it.

“Aha!” Shem exclaimed. I twisted to glance over my shoulder to find Shem holding up a seed triumphantly.

“What did you pick?” I asked, exhaling a plume of smoke through my nose.

Shem’s green eyes sparkled in the dim light of the underground torture chamber. “Self-castration,” he purred, and Rafael’s eyes bulged in horror just as my grin widened.

He started thrashing against the restraints, and my lip curled in disgust as his exposed cock flapped between his legs while he struggled. I pushed up off the gurney and moved to stand next to Shem, who had positioned himself between his legs.

“Please, no!” Raf was screaming, but I just took another lazy drag of my cigarette. Shem used a gloved hand to spread him open wider, positioning the seed against his asshole.

“Is that what Lilith said when you tried to rape her?” I asked, my bored tone doing nothing to portray the cold rage I felt at the thought of him touching my wife.

You would think that watching Raf struggle and fight his fate would make me feel better about what had happened, but it didn’t. Beating the shit out of him the other night hadn’t helped either. Maybe after a century or so of torture, I would feel like I had earned my pound of flesh, but for now, his pathetic little cries did little more than annoy me.

I watched with satisfaction as Shem pushed the seed all the way into his ass. Rafael screamed bloody murder through the entire procedure, and Shem rolled his eyes before stepping back and pulling off the surgical gloves with a snap.

“So dramatic. You’re lucky I didn’t fuck you with a dildo first. You can thank Ram for that. He was worried you would like it too much.”

I shrugged, putting my cigarette out on the back of Raf’s thigh, causing him to scream louder. “I figured after taking Yahweh’s cock up the ass for centuries, a little idea seed would have essentially been foreplay,” I drawled.

Shem smirked, just as the door to the torture chamber slammed open. We both turned to find Art standing in the doorway, his chest heaving as if he had run here.

“What is it?” I barked, suddenly concerned. Art looked like he was nearly in pain.

“It’s Lilith. I told Jezebel about Mike, and she let it slip.”

My concern quickly turned to rage. I didn’t remember moving or how my hand ended up wrapped around Art’s throat, but I already had him lifted in the air before me.

“I told you not to fucking tell her!” I snarled. Art wrapped both hands around my wrist, unable to respond as I cut off his air supply.

“Ram. Put him down,” Shem snapped as Rafael continued screaming and thrashing on the gurney behind us.

I snarled, annoyed that Shem was coming to Art’s defense. Shem had always had a soft spot for him. I assumed it was because they sometimes hooked up. Out of sheer respect for Hazai, I dropped Art, and he collapsed to the ground, rolling onto all fours and coughing.

“I know, I know. I’m sorry. I should have told Jez to keep her mouth shut. It’s my fault.”

I wanted to fucking rip his head off, but I forced myself to hold back. Beating the shit out of Art wasn’t going to undo the damage that had been done, and right now, I needed to find Lilith and make sure she didn’t do anything fucking stupid.

“Where is she now?” Even to me, my voice sounded like the cracking of a whip. Art flinched at my tone and didn’t move to get up. He kept his head bowed as he responded.

“She said she was going back to the room, but she was really upset. I thought you would want to know right away.”

He thought fucking right about that. I glanced back at Shem, who was watching our interaction with pursed lips. Raf was still thrashing behind him, and I glanced back at our test subject.

“Stay here,” I barked at Hazai. “Give him a knife and untie one of his hands. See what he does. I’ll go make sure Lilith is okay.”

Shem nodded. He looked just as concerned as I felt. “Keep me updated,” he murmured quietly. He knew as well as I did how Lilith dealt with grief and death.

I blew out of the room, resisting the urge to kick Art in the ribs on my way by.

Fucking idiot.

However, my desire to punish Art was vastly outweighed by my need to make sure my wife didn’t try to hurt herself.

My brisk walk turned into a clipped jog as I made my way back to our bedroom. The thought of her dragging that dagger I had given her across her perfect skin was making my chest tight. My anxiety mounted as I imagined her crimson blood spilling from a self-inflicted wound and sliding down her perfect, porcelain thighs. I ripped into my Reaper form, shooting through the shadows to get to her faster.

I just fucking hoped I wouldn’t be too late.
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Alexa, play ‘We Go Down Together (with Khalid),’ by Dove Cameron, Khalid

“Now you’re in the sunken place.”


—MISSY ARMITAGE, GET OUT


Ifelt like I was underwater. I drifted into the bedroom, closing the door softly behind me.

Mike was dead.

I hadn’t even known he was an angel. Tears welled as I found myself slipping back in time to that night in my apartment, celebrating alone with the brownie he had given me. I remembered how his kind gray eyes crinkled in pride when he handed me the little to-go box.

It had made me wonder for a minute if that was what it felt like to have parents. Was that what it was like to have someone in your corner? Someone who was rooting for you?

Now, I would never know because Mike was dead. All because he had been trying to help me.

A hot tear slid down my cheek, and I took a deep breath. My fingers brushed against the hilt of the blade Ramel had gifted me. The familiar impulse to cut myself pulsed through my veins.

It was like a steady build of pressure. A painful, anxious swell of emotion that I knew could only be released in the form of blood through a slit in my skin.

I took a deep breath, working as hard as I could to force the impulse down.

Cutting myself was against the rules.

I eyed the chains that remained fastened to the large four-poster bed and shuddered. I didn’t want to be a prisoner again. If I gave in to the impulse, Ramel and Shem would definitely put the collar back on me and tie me up.

I shook my head, trying to ignore the building pressure, and made my way to the wardrobe I knew Ramel kept my belongings in. I resolved to take a shower, change into something comfortable, and crawl into bed.

With shaking fingers, I pulled open the door to the wardrobe and found that all the clothes I had packed the night I had tried to run were hung up neatly in a row. My gaze flitted to the top shelf, and my attention snagged on a small cardboard box.

My heart sank.

Holding my breath, I reached up and pulled the tiny package down. I choked on a sob when I realized what it was. Pulling back the packing tape, I opened the box and pulled out a tiny silver spoon that said ‘Best Chef’ on it.

All thoughts of fighting off the urge to cut myself flew from my mind. I collapsed, dropping the tiny spoon with a harrowing wail.

My heart felt like it was literally breaking in my chest. I lost minutes as my mind disassociated. The trauma from living through so much death and suffering so much loss hammered through me, and I suddenly found myself on the ground, leaning against the wardrobe in nothing but my sweater and my thong.

Ramel’s dagger was clutched in my right hand. I couldn’t remember unsheathing it, but that didn’t matter. The bare blade glinted green in the firelight, and I felt my body move as if it were stuck on autopilot.

Pressing the edge of the knife against my thigh, I slid it across my flesh, shivering as my skin parted and crimson blood exploded from the split seam.

Normally, the pain helped, but I couldn’t even feel the cuts as I continued to drag the blade across my thigh. I frowned at the wounds. Typically, I didn’t bleed this much; Maybe I was cutting too deep.

It was hard to tell. I was so numb. Too numb… Why couldn’t I feel anything?

“Lilith!” A voice roared as if from miles away. I blinked slowly and looked up just as Ramel exploded into the room in his Reaper form.

The door slammed against the wall, the thick black wood cracking with the force of the impact. I met Ramel’s panic-filled eyes and was barely able to process what was happening. He vanished from where he stood at the door, only to reappear on his knees before me. With an ink-black hand, he tore the blade away from me. Blood sprayed off the edge of the knife, splattering us both with scarlet rain. I blinked again, looking down at the alarming amount of blood that was still streaming from my thighs.

I had cut too deep… way too deep.

“What the fuck are you doing!?” he shouted, though he didn’t sound angry, he sounded terrified.

I looked up at him, my lower lip trembling. Swallowing past the painful lump in my throat, I tried to answer him, but my voice came out as a whisper.

“Mike… he’s dead… because of me…” I choked on a sob and curled my bloody legs up into my chest, burying my face in my hands as my grief consumed me. “Everyone who tries to help me dies. It’s my fault,” I sobbed. “It’s all my fault.”

Gentle hands wrapped around my wrists, pulling my hands away from my face. Ramel was looking at me with such a tortured expression that I wondered for a moment if he was in physical pain.

I stared at his inky hands on my wrists and sighed, moving to stand up. He tightened his hold on me and growled.

“Where are you going?”

I glanced at him in surprise. “To the bed. I broke the rules. You’re going to punish me.” The words came out slowly and it felt like someone else was speaking them. There was still an echoing numbness ringing through my head. He could do anything he wanted to me. I didn’t care anymore.

I deserved to be punished.

“I’m not going to punish you, Lilith,” he said, his voice cracking. “And it’s not your fault Mike was unmade. It’s not your fault anyone died.”

I frowned at him, watching in confusion as he pulled my hands to his mouth, kissing my knuckles softly. His hazel eyes were swimming with emotion.

“Stop blaming yourself for things you didn’t do. Stop blaming yourself for things outside of your control.”

“If they hadn’t tried to care for me, they would still be alive,” I whispered. I wasn’t just talking about Mike anymore. It was everyone I had ever known. So many deaths. All because of me. If I hadn’t existed, they all would still be alive. The guilt of it all had finally reached a breaking point, and I was drowning in it.

Ramel let out a frustrated growl, snatching up my chin.

“They died because I killed them, Lilith. Place the blame where it belongs. Blame me.” He sounded like he was begging me, and I couldn’t reconcile this version of Ramel with the monster I had always known.

“If you want to punish someone, punish me,” he demanded softly. I watched as he shifted out of his Reaper form. He tore open his black shirt. The buttons bounced off the floor around us. Grabbing my hand, he pressed the hilt of the knife back into my palm, guiding it up to rest against his tattooed chest.

He maintained eye contact the whole time, and I felt a surge of panic as he used my hand to increase the pressure of the blade on his skin.

“If you want to hate someone, hate me.” The intensity of his gaze was making it impossible for me to look away. “Who was the first person I killed, Lilith?” His voice was so soft it brushed against my ears like the soft down of angel feathers.

“My mother,” I answered, my voice just as quiet.

He nodded and increased the pressure on my hand, cutting a deep line down his right pec. I watched as a thick line of blood spilled out from the wound we had carved into his chest together. “That’s right. I killed her,” He affirmed.

He reached out with the hand that wasn’t forcing me to press the blade against him, and he wiped a tear away with his thumb.

“Who did I kill next?”

“My father. You killed my father next,” I whispered, and he nodded, moving my hand up to carve another slice above the mark that symbolized the death of my mother. I watched the wound bleed, but he just watched me.

“Who was next, Lilith?”

We carried on like this until his chest was covered in as many cuts as my thighs. He even left cuts for the foster parents who didn’t deserve them, just to ensure the point was driven home.

It wasn’t my fault he had killed them. I wasn’t to blame.

When we were done, he tossed the knife away. He knelt in a pool of our combined blood and pulled me into him, kissing the side of my head and rocking me softly back and forth.

“I’m sorry, Lilith. I’m so, so sorry,” he whispered, and I shook in his arms. I had no more tears to give him, but my body quivered beneath the weight of my grief.

He hooked an arm under the bend of my knees and cradled me against his bleeding chest. Standing effortlessly, he took me to the bathroom, setting me down carefully on the outcropping in the frameless shower.

“Arms up, deathtrap,” he ordered, and I obeyed. He tugged my sweater up and over my head, then tossed it to the side. I shivered in my bra and thong as he turned on the shower, making sure the water was warm before turning any of the nozzles to face me. Using a handheld faucet, he gently wet a washcloth and got to his knees before me, not seeming to care that his black slacks were getting soaked.

So carefully that I barely felt it, he began to clean the wounds I had carved into myself. The warm water blended with the blood, turning it pink as he gently washed it from my skin. He was staring at the fresh cuts like the sight of them made him feel ill. He didn’t bother cleaning his own wounds.

He left the forty-three cuts we had made across his chest open and bleeding, crimson rivulets streaming over the black ink tattooed into his skin. A part of me was happy to see him bleed for his sins. The other part of me hated it.

We sat in silence for several minutes. Ramel was so focused on his task I could feel his gaze burning a trail across my lacerated thighs.

Once the wounds were clean, he manifested a first-aid kit and went to work applying an antiseptic. He then wrapped each of my thighs in soft white bandages, his fingers featherlight against my skin.

“I would get a healer in here, but you used the Aetherium blade. We have no choice but to let these heal naturally,” he said, his voice solemn. He didn’t seem angry, he seemed… devastated. He tore his eyes away from my bandaged thighs and met my gaze, that strange muscle in his jaw flexing in agitation.

“You could have really hurt yourself, Lilith. That blade is powerful enough to carve up immortals.” He gestured to his still-bleeding chest. “You’re still human. I’m glad I got here when I did. You could have bled out.” His expression was tight with worry and concern. Suddenly, I understood why I had bled so much more than usual. It was the magic of the blade.

“I will never understand why you feel the need to cut yourself, Lilith,” he said softly. He reached up to tuck my now wet hair behind my ear. Sliding his hand lightly down my shoulder, he traced down my arm and wrapped his hand around my wrist. He took my hand and pressed my palm flat against his bleeding chest. I could feel the edges of his wounds beneath my fingers, but he didn’t so much as wince at the contact.

“From now on, if you bleed, I bleed,” he promised, pressing my fingers more firmly into one of the gashes. I moved to jerk my hand away, not wanting to hurt him any more than I already had.

“Ramel.”

“No, Lilith. Listen to me,” he said firmly, leaning into my touch as if he wanted to make it hurt as much as possible.

I hesitated.

He needed me to hear him, and I didn’t have the strength to fight. When he was sure I wasn’t going to try to pull away again, he continued. “I can’t take back what I did to you, but I can promise that I will never hurt someone you love again.”

I could feel his pulse through the wound he had pressed my fingers against, and a tear slid down my cheek at his words.

“I promise that unless they hurt you first, I will never kill another person you have not asked me to kill.” He searched my eyes, and I could see that he meant it. I believed him. “I don’t want to hurt you any more than I already have.”

“You told me you would always hurt me,” I whispered. My gaze was tethered to his, and the air around us nearly crackled with electric tension.

“Not like this,” he responded, gently rubbing a thumb over my bandaged thigh. “Never like this. Not anymore. I love you, Lilith.”

I frowned, still feeling like I was having trouble breathing past the massive pit of despair that had infected my heart. I shook my head.

“You don’t love me, Ramel. You loved whoever I was before I was reborn as a human.” I knew this because the other Lilith lived in my mind. While we were the same person, we were also different. We were close but not identical. He loved a person who didn’t exist anymore. He didn’t love me.

No one loved me.

The aching loneliness I had felt my whole life roared in my ears, and I felt another rush of anxiety pool in my arteries. I closed my eyes against the sting of emotion, feeling more tears slide down my cheeks through my lashes.

“You don’t even know me,” I whispered. I felt him touch my chin gently.

“Look at me, Lilith,” he ordered, though his voice was soft. I looked down at him nestled between my knees, and bit back another sob. How could I feel so alone when he was right here in front of me?

“I do know you, deathtrap.” He rubbed his thumb gently over my bottom lip, pulling it out from between my teeth. I hadn’t even realized I had been biting it. “Do you need me to tell you all the things I love about you? Because I will.”

I stared at him, unable to respond. The corner of his lip lifted, though his eyes remained sad.

“Well, for one, I love how much you like to cook. Especially from scratch. You like to set up little stations and make perfect little pasta because it gives you something to do with your hands and allows you to escape the thoughts in your mind.” He reached up and stroked the side of my face tenderly, brushing a thumb over the gentle swell of my tear-stained cheek.

“I love how hard you work. When you put your mind to something, you don’t quit until you’ve accomplished it. I saw it at Voodoo. You had nothing when you started there. I watched from the shadows as you ruthlessly overcame every obstacle you found in your way. You got yourself an apartment at eighteen with no one to help you.”

Another hot tear slid down my cheek, and he wiped that one away too.

“I love how easy it is to tell when you’re nervous because you always chew on your thumb.” He ran a finger over the thumbnail on my left hand, which was quite a bit shorter than the one on my right. I frowned; he was right. I hadn’t even noticed that I did that.

“I love how when we worked together, you never let me work the service bar.”

I surprised myself by letting out a tear-soaked laugh, and his smile widened. “What? You thought I didn’t notice you always stuck me with the bar?” He grinned at me. “You loved working service, which makes sense. You’re a natural problem solver, so working out which drinks to make at which time makes you feel like you’re solving a puzzle. You always used to get a little satisfied look on your face when you crushed a rush of orders in record time.”

I sniffed, unable to fight off the small smile that was beginning to tug at my own lips. “You were too slow. It just made sense for me to work service.”

He let out a low chuckle and rolled his eyes. “Sure, deathtrap. I’m a wizard on service, and you know it.”

I stuck my tongue out at him, and he laughed softly. “Put that tongue away. You’ll distract me, and I’m not done.” He stood up and hosed the blood off his chest, then turned off the shower. Scooping me up into his arms again, he continued with his list of reasons he loved me as he carried me to the bed.

“I love that you like scary movies and TV shows. You like the classics, but your favorite director is Mike Flanagan. You’ve seen all of his Halloween specials multiple times, and you love working out the underlying messages hidden beneath all the horror. You do this because you believe there’s a lesson to be learned, no matter how bad things get. You fiercely believe that if you look hard enough for a positive, you’ll find it there staring you straight in the face.” He placed me gently on the edge of the bed and reached behind me to undo the clasp of my bra. He pulled the wet fabric off and gestured for me to lift my hips so he could slide off my now blood-stained panties.

He didn’t so much as touch my naked body. I watched him make his way to the wardrobe and pull out one of my old cotton band T-shirts and a pair of cozy sweats. Returning to the bed, he helped me into the sweats and tugged the T-shirt over my head.

When I was dressed in the dry, soft clothes, he gestured for me to lie down. He quickly changed into a pair of black sweats and lay down next to me, tucking me into the crook of his arm.

He dropped a kiss on my head and tilted my chin up so he could meet my eyes once more.

“I love how fucking smart you are. You found a way to gain an advantage against Yahweh without any background knowledge in a matter of days. Your mind is incredible,” he murmured, placing a tender kiss on my lips.

“Mmm,” I hummed against him, and I felt his mouth curl into a smile.

“I love it when you make that sound,” he whispered against me. “And I love the sounds you make when you’re about to come.”

I felt my cheeks flush at his words, which was ridiculous because he had seen every single nook and cranny that existed on my body in full technicolor. The fact that he could still make me blush like a schoolgirl was comical.

“You make these beautiful breathy moans. It’s why I love edging you so much. I wish I could keep you balanced on that knife’s edge for eternity just to hear you make those sounds.” He smirked down at me and ran his knuckles over my blushing cheek before his smile slipped away, and his expression turned serious again.

“But the thing that I love about you most, Lilith, is that no matter the bullshit I put you through, you always find a way to bounce back. You always find a way to keep pressing forward and hope for a better future. Your resilience is fucking inspiring.”

I frowned at him. “I didn’t bounce back though. I gave up so many times. I tried to kill myself more than once,” I whispered, and a pained look flashed across his face.

“You just spent the day leading me through a cemetery filled with gods, Lilith. Even the strongest fall if they don’t have anyone waiting to catch them.”

My already shattered heart cracked as he pulled me in tighter to him. “You’ve never had anyone to catch you,” he whispered against the shell of my ear. “That ends now.”

He kissed me on my temple and rested his head against me, tracing little circles beneath the sleeve of my T-shirt.

“From now on, if you fall, we fall together. If you bleed, I bleed.” He took my hand and pressed it against his shredded skin. The wounds had already started to scab, and his blood felt tacky beneath my fingers.

“Say it, Lilith. Say it so I know you heard me,” he whispered, his lips inches from mine. I swallowed the peppermint on his breath and gave him a tiny nod.

“If I bleed, you bleed,” I repeated, my voice barely a whisper. Despite everything he had done to me, I believed him. No one had ever looked at me the way he was looking at me now. Like he would move planets and reduce entire galaxies to stardust if I asked him to. I used to fear him more than life itself, but now, the burn of his skin against mine felt like a promise.

It felt like forever.

He closed the distance between us and wrapped his arms tightly around me, pressing me so close I felt we might fuse into one. He ran his tongue across the seam of my lips, and I opened for him, allowing him to kiss away my pain and my grief.

He clung to me like I was an anchor, and he was a ship battling the swells of an angry storm.

Don’t leave me, don’t leave me.

I couldn’t tell if he had said the words out loud or in my mind, but I could nearly taste the fear on his breath. I had frightened him. He had been worried I finally found a way to escape not just him but all the pain and suffering that came with the burden of living. He kissed me, and I knew it was a plea.

A plea to stay here with him.

It no longer mattered who was responsible for the wounds I bore. I knew he would bear the weight of the blame for me. I just needed to forgive myself enough to let him do it.
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“The world needs bad men. We keep the other bad men from the door.”
—RUST COHLE, TRUE DETECTIVE



Lilith fell asleep curled against my chest. Even after her lashes fluttered closed and her breathing settled, I found I couldn’t stop tracing slow, gentle circles over the soft cotton of her T-shirt.

I inhaled her scent... death and carnations. Nothing had ever smelled so sweet. As I lay next to her, counting the freckles dusted across her perfect nose, I couldn’t understand how I had ever hated her.

When I found her sitting in a pool of her own blood, I had been so afraid that I wondered if it were possible for a demon to die from terror.

I was Death. I couldn’t fucking die—but still—for a split second, so much pain and anguish had coursed through my veins that I truly wondered if I would recover.

The way she had looked at me, her moss green gaze blank, as if I were already looking into the eyes of her corpse.

When I rushed to her side, the first thing she assumed was that I was going to punish her. She might as well have stabbed me with the bloody blade she was clutching so desperately.

I knew, logically, that her assumption made sense. I hadn’t ever given her a reason to believe I would do otherwise. But she was so broken, and there was so much fucking blood.

She had punished herself enough. I could barely string my thoughts together, let alone think about hurting her further.

She blamed herself. She blamed herself for my actions, and I felt the chilling weight of regret settle deep in my bones. If I was being honest, the blame really lay with Yahweh, but I knew that would have sounded like an excuse. So, I had done the only thing I could think to alleviate the crippling guilt that she was manifesting in the form of self-harm.

I took responsibility. I took the blame and had her turn that blade on me instead. I didn’t regret it. The wounds on my chest had stopped bleeding, but they were still raw, and they would scar.

Good. I wanted them to scar. I should be punished for what I had done to the one person I should have been protecting. It didn’t seem fair for me to make it through this chapter of our story unmarked. So, each time she hesitated or tried to be gentle, I forced her hand to cut me deeper.

It seemed to have worked. I had pulled her back from the edge, and by the time I tucked her soft little body into bed, the light had returned to her eyes. I didn’t know how to go about earning her forgiveness, but tonight seemed like it might have at least been a start.

I stroked Lilith’s hair away from her sleeping face and pressed my lips against her forehead. I knew I needed to seek out Hazai and see if the idea seed worked. But despite my increasingly urgent need to destroy Yahweh, I couldn’t seem to leave her side. I couldn’t even look away. I wanted to stare at her forever, memorize every line of her face, count every freckle, and leave a wish on every fucking eyelash.

I had almost lost her. She could have fucking died just days away from reclaiming her immortality. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, forcing down the crippling wave of anxiety that rolled through me at the thought.

“Don’t you fucking leave me, deathtrap,” I whispered into her sleeping ear, “I just finally found you again.”

Someone cleared their throat in the doorway. My entire body tensed in irritation. Who was stupid enough to come to our fucking bedroom?

Slowly, so as not to disturb Lilith, I turned to face the door. I found Jezebel standing there, wringing her hands together anxiously.

“How is she?” she asked, biting her crimson lip.

The anger that had been simmering in my chest rolled to a boil at the sight of her. She was to blame for the fresh cuts on Lilith’s skin. She was the reason I had nearly lost my fucking wife just days before she ascended into her power.

Before I knew what I was doing, I was out of bed and had thrown Jezebel out of the bedroom by the throat.

I shut the now-cracked door behind me, doing my best to control myself enough to close it quietly.

Jezebel was attempting to recover from her fall as I stalked toward her. Rot bloomed beneath my feet with each step.

“How fucking dare you disturb us here?” I snarled at her, seeing red. She glared at me and tried to get to her feet, but I cuffed her around the throat again and slammed her against the wall. “Do you know what your actions nearly cost us!? She could have died!”

My rage was bleeding out of me in veins of decay. Putrid webs of rot crept across the black marble floor and infected the perfect ivory of Jezebel’s throat. However, she didn’t cower. Instead, she met my gaze head-on and barely flinched; her brown eyes burned with something close to indignation.

“I didn’t know I wasn’t supposed to tell her about Mike!” she protested, though her voice was strained due to the press of my hand.

“I don’t want to hear your fucking excuses,” I snapped. “Your idiocy is not a valid justification for your actions. Use your head. You knew she worked with him at Voodoo. How did you think that news was going to make her feel?”

“Sorry, Ramel, I’m not used to tiptoeing around fucking human feelings, unlike you,” she hissed back, and her insolence only caused me to tighten my grip around her neck.

“Do you have something to say, Jez?” I snarled. I knew what she was implying. I just wanted to hear her say it so I would have an excuse to rip her fucking head off.

During the thousand years I had spent without my memories, Jezebel had sought a place in my bed more than once. Shemhazai always encouraged me to deny her, telling me there was no point in getting involved with a demon. I hadn’t really questioned it at the time, but now I understood why. Becoming entangled with another immortal would have made things complicated if and when Lilith was returned to us.

It was better to keep things casual and temporary. With the exception of Shem’s odd fling with Art, the two of us had kept our sexual escapades to humans for the most part.

Hazai had always told me to treat sex like a need.

‘It’s no different than how humans need to eat to survive,’ he had explained to me after Yahweh had fished me out of purgatory. ‘Treat the human world like a grocery store. Pluck whatever little snack you need to appease your appetite, and clean up your mess when you’re done. Getting involved with immortals just complicates things.’ He had rolled his eyes and gestured to Art, who had been smirking at him from across the dining room. ‘See? Look how clingy that asshole is. Now that he’s had a taste of my cock, I can’t seem to get rid of him.’ Though the tilt on his lips betrayed the callousness of his words. It was clear he liked Art lusting after him in some capacity.

Regardless, I didn’t have any desire to get romantically entangled with one of our kind. Ripping souls away from mortals and fucking the odd human when I felt the need arise had been more than enough to keep me satisfied. As a result, Jezebel’s advances had always been rejected, and I had never been more grateful to Hazai. Explaining to Lilith that I had fucked the demon she was building a budding friendship with would have been a fucking nightmare.

Jezebel closed her eyes and took a deep breath as if trying to calm her own anger. Finally, she looked at me, her entire demeanor softening, and she genuinely appeared to be filled with remorse.

“I’m sorry, okay? I feel terrible. You’re right, I wasn’t thinking. Lilith is my friend. Or I think we’re becoming friends, at least. I came here to see if she was okay or if there was anything I could do to help.”

Her apology did nothing to assuage my rage. She had put Lilith’s life at risk, and that was enough for me to want to take a scepter to her skull.

“Of course she’s not fucking okay,” I snarled, moving in so close our noses were nearly touching. “You are friends because I have allowed it. Give me one reason why I should allow you to continue to see her after this.”

Jezebel narrowed her eyes at me. “You really want to forbid her from seeing me? That girl is desperate for company, Ramel. You’ve robbed her of friends her entire life. Are you really going to take this away from her over a stupid mistake?”

Her words stung. She was right. I knew she was, but it didn’t make me want to kill her any less. I wanted to belt her down on a gurney next to Rafael in the dungeons for what she had done, but I had just promised Lilith I wouldn’t hurt anyone she cared about without her permission.

Remembering the hollow emptiness that haunted her eyes when I found her curled up in a hot pool of crimson, I couldn’t bring myself to break that promise.

I snarled and released Jezebel. She stumbled but managed to remain upright. She rubbed her neck, wincing slightly as she straightened.

“You’re fucking lucky,” I spat at her. She scowled but didn’t say anything.

“What’s going on here?” Hazai’s voice floated down the hall. Both Jezebel and I turned to find him approaching us with a concerned look on his face. His green eyes took in the rot beneath my feet and the wounds on my chest as he approached. Glancing at Jezebel, he raised an eyebrow.

“If you were smart, you would get back to work, Jezebel,” he purred. His tone was light, but if you knew him, the threat was clear. I had seen him cut through bone with that same smirk on his face. He wasn’t happy with her either.

She glared at us both but turned on her heel and obeyed. Hazai slid his hands into his pockets, and we watched her stalk away, both of us waiting until she was out of earshot to speak.

When I was sure she was gone, I turned to find Hazai eyeing me warily.

“I’m surprised you didn’t hurt her more than that,” he commented, his voice bland. I shrugged, rolling my head on my shoulders and cracking my neck in irritation.

“I promised Lilith I wouldn’t hurt any more people she cares about.”

Hazai raised an eyebrow in surprise. “Really? That bad?” he asked, concern flickering across his face. I nodded darkly, jerking my head toward the door to our room.

“Come see for yourself,” I muttered and led him into the bedroom.

Thankfully, Lilith was still sleeping soundly. The pool of blood by the dresser was where I had left it, congealing into a dark brown stain. I knelt down and picked up a small cardboard box that Lilith must have dropped and pulled out a tiny silver spoon with the words ‘Best Chef’ engraved on it. I frowned, twirling the spoon between my fingers, wondering what its significance was.

“Shit,” Hazai breathed, looking at the puddle of blood. “Is this all hers?” There was a strain in his voice as if he was trying to keep himself from showing too much emotion.

I shook my head. “No. Some of it is mine.” I gestured to my cut-up chest and explained what had happened.

“Fuck’s sake. Aetherium is no joke, Ram. What were you thinking, giving her that blade?” I felt my lip curl in anger.

“I was trying to give her the means to protect herself. If something happens to us before Samhain, she’s fucking defenseless,” I snapped quietly, glancing back at my sleeping wife. She looked so innocent and vulnerable. She had pulled one of the many pillows close to her chest and curled herself around it in her sleep. My heart cracked at the sight, and suddenly, I wanted to be that pillow. If she needed to hold onto something, I wanted that something to be me.

“What do you think this is? It was on the ground next to her when I came in and found her carving up her legs.” I handed the silver spoon to Hazai, and he examined it carefully.

“Well, this is depressing as fuck. No wonder she went off the deep end,” he muttered, holding the spoon up to the firelight to read the engraving. “She ordered this the night she came home with that brownie Mike had given her. You know, the night before you fucking killed Sam and ripped the small shred of happiness she had finally managed to find away from her… I think it was supposed to be a thank you to Mike for his little gesture.”

A growl rumbled in my chest. It wasn’t like Hazai to make me feel like shit for the choices I made, even if they were justified. I glanced down at the alarmingly large pool of congealing blood on the floor and decided to let it go. He was clearly upset that Lilith had harmed herself and was looking for someone to blame.

I supposed I deserved it on some level. However, it wasn’t uncommon for us to torment humans. I couldn’t count the number of times I had returned to Hell from some mission to find that Hazai had chained several humans up for us to play with. We were fucking demons. It was what we did. I hadn’t known who she was. If I had, I never would have hurt her like that.

“I feel like shit enough as it is without you fucking rubbing it in, Shemhazai,” I growled, and he gave me a hard look. We glared at each other for a long moment before his shoulders relaxed, and he finally softened.

“I know, I’m sorry. I’m just… this could have been really bad.”

“I know,” I said, running my hand angrily through my hair. “I don’t even know if I would have been able to stop her soul from leaving her body if she had nicked an artery with that blade. I’ve never been so fucking terrified.”

I hadn’t even been that afraid when she had stepped into Yahweh’s bowl of purgatory. At least there had been the hope of getting her out. I didn’t know what would have happened if she had managed to kill herself with that blade. Would I have been able to reincarnate her? I shook my head in an attempt to dislodge the uncomfortable thoughts.

“What happened with Rafael?” I asked, hoping the change in topic would distract me.

A small smile curled on Hazai’s lips, though it didn’t reach his eyes. I couldn’t help but notice he kept glancing back and forth from the pool of blood on the ground to Lilith’s sleeping form.

“The seed worked. I have to say, watching Rafael saw off his own cock is one of my top five highlights for the year. It was fucking epic.”

I smirked. His cock would grow back, of course, but going dickless for any amount of time wasn’t exactly something any male wished to endure.

Shem chuckled. “Art nearly puked when I tossed it in the bucket. It was gnarly.”

“I wish I could have been there to see it.” I laughed softly. “Is Raf back in his cell?”

“Yeah, he passed out from the pain once he severed it. It was easy to get him back in there.” Hazai glanced at me, a familiar glint of mischief in his eyes. “I’m going to round up a small group of demons to plant seeds in the general managers of all the Voodoo locations.” He glanced over at Lilith, the amusement draining from his eyes. “Once I have our little army set up, I need to check on some things for the feast. Hopefully, Lilith is feeling well enough to attend.”

Her birthday was technically the day after tomorrow. She had been born at midnight, so she would be coming into her power after the Samhain feast. I wasn’t experienced with situations like this, so I had no idea how long it would take for her to mentally recover from what she had just gone through.

“I hope so,” I murmured, frowning at her sleeping form.

“Keep an eye on her. I’ll take care of everything else,” Shem said, and I nodded at him gratefully. He snapped his fingers, and the pool of blood disappeared.

“I’m going to mount her little spoon on the wall in the kitchen. Tell her she can visit it whenever she’s missing him,” Shem said, slipping it into his pocket and heading for the door. He paused on his way out and looked back at me, his green eyes flashing with something that looked suspiciously like remorse.

“I’m sorry for making you feel guilty earlier, Ram. You know I didn’t mean that. It’s not your fault, it’s Yahweh’s, and we’re going to make Him fucking pay for everything He’s done to her. Done to us,” Shem promised, and I nodded at him.

He was my best fucking friend. I didn’t know what I ever did to deserve a friend like him, but I was grateful every day that we had found each other.

“Thanks, Hazai. I’ll take care of her. Keep me updated on how things go with Voodoo.”

He grinned at me. “Obviously, asshole,” he quipped before disappearing out the door and down the hall.
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“I’m the thing that monsters have nightmares about.”


—BUFFY SUMMERS, BUFFY THE VAMPIRE SLAYER


Ilooked up into the face of God, and He smiled at me, His ever-changing mouth filled with teeth nearly as white as the blinding abyss He called ‘Heaven.’

‘Lilith. It has been a long time.’ His tone was gentle and kind. He spoke to me as if I were a friend or a favored cousin.

I couldn’t answer. Panic coursed through me as I realized that I seemed to be frozen in place. I attempted to move but found my hands were bound by a curious golden noose.

‘Apologies for the extra precautions; you have proven to be more… difficult than I had originally anticipated.’ Yahweh’s voice sounded full of remorse as if tying me up were a regrettable but necessary endeavor.

I blinked against the brightness. After weeks in Hell, the blinding white of Heaven was too much, and I was having trouble making out my surroundings.

As my eyes adjusted, I realized we seemed to be surrounded by an endless army of angels. Their messy bodies, composed of eyes and wings, hovered silently above the misty clouds that made up Yahweh’s kingdom. I was kneeling before a pit filled with shining golden gears.

Clink, grind, whrrrlll.

Clink, grind, whrrrlll.

Clink, grind, whrrrlll.

The machine chugged away in the echoing silence. I wanted to ask why I was here. I wanted to ask what His plan for me was, but I couldn’t speak or move. All I could do was wait with the burn of a million angel eyes raking over my flesh, leaving little fiery trails of shame in their wake.

‘I brought you here to show you what happens when you defy me, Lilith,’ Yahweh whispered. He snapped His fingers, and Mike appeared, bound like I was, with his hands behind his back.

He met my gaze, and I felt my mouth drop open in shock.

“Lil,” he grunted, his gray eyes filled with worry. “I’m sorry I let yah down.”

I struggled against my restraints, suddenly desperate to get to him. He was only a few short feet away. I wanted to tell him how grateful I was that he had tried to help me, but I wished that he hadn’t. I wanted to tell him about the spoon I had gotten him but never had the chance to give him. I wanted to tell him how sorry I was that he had gotten tangled up in my mess.

My mouth opened, but my words were bound, and no sound left my lips as I tried to scream Mike’s name.

Without warning, Yahweh manifested a golden scepter and slammed it across Mike’s skull. Blood exploded from his temple, and black ink splattered across my face.

I screamed silently as Yahweh brought the scepter down again and again. He continued to bludgeon the angel long after it was clear he had been unmade.

I quivered helplessly as Mike’s lifeless eyes stared up at me from where he had fallen into the clouds.

A deafening silence echoed so loudly in the aftermath of his unmaking that even the soft rustle of angel wings was enough to make me cringe.

‘Mike was only the beginning, Lilith,’ Yahweh assured me, His voice filled with calm promise. He waved one of His ever-changing hands, and suddenly, it was Shem’s bloody face staring lifelessly back at me. Then Jezebel’s, then Art’s, then finally, Ramel’s.

My heart stopped as my gaze fell upon Ramel’s empty hazel eyes. They were filled with inky tears from the magic of the scepter. Grief raged through me, and I couldn’t bear the sight of his beautiful corpse. I felt as if a part of me had died with him, and I knew I would never be whole again.

I screamed and screamed, enraged that my vocal cords seemed incapable of producing sound.

Yahweh smiled and knelt down before me, running His thumb gently over my forehead in the sign of the cross.

‘There will be no saving them now, Lilith. I just wanted you to know that before I take them from you. Peace be with you.’

He snapped His fingers, and I woke up.
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Alexa, play, ‘Skin and Bones’ by David Kushner

Someone was screaming.

Strong hands wrapped around my arms and held me still. I thrashed against the pressure of a body as it rolled on top of mine, my spine bowing as I fought through the overwhelming panic that gripped me to the marrow of my bones. My eyes flew open, and my gaze slammed into the hazel eyes that I had feared would stare into nothingness for eternity.

These eyes weren’t dead; they were alive and filled with a burning terror.

“Lilith, shhh, shhh. You’re alright. I’ve got you. It was a dream; you were dreaming.” Ramel soothed me, holding me firmly beneath him on what I quickly realized was our bed.

I choked on a sob, which interrupted the incessant screaming. It took me a moment to realize that I had been the one yelling.

“Ramel…” Hot tears slid down my cheeks, and his gaze bore into mine, concern etched into every line on his face. I choked on another breath and shuddered beneath the firm, comforting grip of his hands. “You’re alive,” I whispered, and he frowned.

“Of course I am,” he replied, kissing my tear-stained cheek. “I’m right here.”

“I thought he… Yahweh—I thought he killed you.”

His eyebrows flew up in surprise at my words. “You had a dream that Yahweh unmade me?” He kept his voice low and gentle. I nodded, closing my eyes, only to open them again when I was immediately plagued by visions of Ramel’s lifeless body sprawled out before me.

Ramel was staring at me with an expression I didn’t understand. “I’m going to let your arms go,” he said softly. “Try to stay calm, I don’t want you to hurt yourself.”

I nodded, understanding now why he was holding me down. I must have been thrashing in my sleep.

He released me and slid to lie by my side. I immediately missed the pressure of his body against me. I needed to feel his skin on mine. I needed to feel like he was really here. His presence was already erasing the terror I felt when I woke up believing Yahweh had just unmade him in front of me.

“Don’t leave me,” I whimpered, reaching for him. He froze as I slid my hands up his chest, my fingers hesitating briefly over the fresh wounds we had carved into his flesh. Being careful so as not to reopen the newly formed scabs, I wrapped my arms around his neck. Burying my face into his shoulder, I breathed in his scent and shuddered through another sob.

Gently, as if I were made of glass, he wrapped his arms around my waist and tugged me in close to him. He placed a firm kiss on the top of my head and rubbed delicate circles across my back.

“I could never leave you, Lilith,” he promised, “not even if you wanted me to.”

My next sob morphed into a choked laugh at his words.

Wasn’t that the truth.

“Stalker,” I joked, and I felt him smile against my forehead.

“You like it.”

“You wish.”

“I do,” he agreed, the humor fading from his tone. If I didn’t know any better, I would say he almost sounded sad.

I pulled back enough to look at him, and he brushed his thumb across my cheek, collecting one of my tears. He licked the tear off his thumb and then dropped a tiny kiss on my nose.

“I’m scared,” I admitted to him, and for a moment, he looked angry, though I knew the anger wasn’t for me. It was for the god that had frightened me.

“I won’t let anything happen to you, Lilith. I would die before I allowed Him to hurt you.”

“I know,” I whispered. “That’s what I’m afraid of.”

He wrapped a large hand around my jaw, looking at me as if he were worried I would suddenly disappear from his arms.

“The world would spin on without me, Lilith,” he said softly. “But without you, there would be nothing. You must promise me that no matter what, you will stay in Hell where it is safe. Even if Shem or I are taken. Without you, we are doomed.”

“I can’t promise that.” Visions of Shem’s and Ramel’s faces splattered with blood and ink swam through my mind.

I couldn’t lose them… they were all I had.

They say there is a fine line between love and hate. I realized now, looking up into Ramel’s perfect face, that somewhere along the way, he had managed to cross that line. I no longer hated him, though I knew I should.

It had taken Yahweh’s threat to open my eyes. I could no longer imagine what sort of a life I could live without him or Shem, and I would do whatever I could to make sure they didn’t meet the same fate as Mike.

“I refuse to lose anyone else,” I murmured. “Especially you.” I reached up and ran my fingers gently down the side of his stubbled cheek. His eyes filled with a pained longing for a moment, but when he blinked, it was gone.

“I love you, Lilith,” he breathed, staring at me so intently I could feel his gaze burn a path along my skin. “You don’t need to say it back. I just need you to know that I do, and I will do whatever it takes to keep you safe.”

He kissed me, and I closed my eyes, allowing the warmth of his kiss to chase away the image of his lifeless face.

I couldn’t tell him that I loved him, but I could give him this. So I opened for him and gave myself to him in a way I never had before. I didn’t just submit to him but invited him in.

Sliding my hands down, I traced each slice across his bare chest, marveling how my touch pebbled his tattooed skin. I allowed my hands to travel lower, fully giving myself over to him as his tongue traced the seam of my lips. I moaned into his mouth as my hand wrapped around his hard length, squeezing him softly in my fist.

Suddenly, he broke the kiss and cuffed his fingers around my wrist, pulling my hand back up and away from his waistband.

“You don’t have to do this,” he said, though his voice was rough, and the hard swell of his cock told me he very much wanted me to.

I felt my eyes widen at his words.

I didn’t have to? Since when?

He clearly understood the confusion in my gaze, and his brow creased in concern. His eyes flit down my body to rest on my thighs where the bandages he had wrapped around my legs lay beneath the soft cotton of my pants.

“I don’t want to hurt you,” his voice cracked. “Not anymore.”

I could see the internal war that was raging within him painted plainly on his face. He was fighting his true nature with every ounce of self-control he had. For the first time since I had met him, he was trying to put my needs first. But I needed this. I needed him.

“I need you to distract me,” I whispered. The memories of his hollow eyes and broken skull swimming just beneath the surface of my mind. I was worried that if I didn’t find a way to forget, the memories of that dream would be tattooed on my psyche so permanently I would somehow manifest them into reality. He searched my eyes as if trying to convince himself that I meant what I had said.

“Please,” I begged, and he nodded, leaning forward to kiss me again. His lips were gentle, and I pressed into him, wrapping my hand around his neck and pulling him closer.

He kissed me back, but he was hesitant. He barely allowed his tongue to enter my mouth, and when he did, his strokes were soft and careful. As if he were afraid to be too rough.

It wasn’t enough.

I wanted more.

I tugged my wrist out of his grasp, and he let me. I frowned, annoyed that he had let me go.

Breaking the kiss, I pulled back, staring at him in frustration. “I need more than this,” I breathed. He pursed his lips, but his chest was heaving as if he were doing everything he could to hold himself back.

“Lilith,” he growled, looking like he was in physical pain at my request.

“This isn’t you,” I whispered, nudging my wrist back into his hand and closing his fingers around it, showing him that I wanted him to restrain me.

The war inside his head was so loud I could nearly hear his thoughts. I knew this wasn’t enough for him either. He wanted to rip off my clothes and tie me down. He wanted to bite me so hard I screamed and force me to come until I begged him to stop. He wanted to fuck me until I forgot my own name, but I had scared him, and now he was worried I might break.

“I’m trying to be what you need,” he said softly, and I placed a gentle kiss on his cheek.

“Right now, I need you to be you. Stop treating me like I’m going to disintegrate if you touch me. I need you to chase the nightmares away.”

Something possessive and angry flashed across his face at my words, and I knew I had successfully broken down his resolve. His fist tightened around my wrist, and before I knew what was happening, he had violently flipped me onto my front. Wrapping a hand around the back of my neck, he forced my head down into the pillows. Straddling my ass, he leaned forward, putting his mouth next to my ear.

“I am the only fucking nightmare in your life, Lilith,” he snarled. I heard the clink of metal as he snatched up the ever-present manacles attached to the bed. My core throbbed in anticipation as he snapped the restraints around each one of my wrists. I gasped as he tore off my sweatpants, exposing me to the cool air of the room.

He let out a deep rumbling groan as he ran his hands over the backs of my legs, his calluses catching slightly on the bandages that still wrapped around my upper thighs.

“Arch your back,” he ordered. When I didn’t move fast enough, he growled and curled his hands around my hips. He tugged my ass into the air and spread me open before him.

I yelped in shock as I felt him run his scorching hot tongue from my clit to my ass. He circled it between my cheeks, and I jerked away from him, uncomfortable with the fact that he had his tongue in such an intimate place.

He growled and tightened his hold on my hips, forcing me to stay still as he continued to lick and tease the tight rim of muscle before pulling back and massaging it with his finger.

“You asked for this, deathtrap,” he reminded me, and I cried out as he pressed his index finger in, penetrating me. The dark mix of pleasure and pain sent a rush of wetness to my cunt, and I found myself spreading my knees wider and pressing back into him.

He chuckled, the sound of his voice sending shivers down my spine.

“Does my little deathtrap like that?” His voice was rough with arousal, and I gasped as I felt him slowly insert another finger. A keening mewl escaped my throat at the new sensation, and Ramel made a calming sound in the back of his throat.

“Shh. You’re fine. Just relax,” he soothed, slowly pulling his fingers out before pressing them gently back in. “We’re going to get you all stretched out so I can fit my cock in this tight little hole.”

A hot wetness joined his fingers, and I knew he had spit on me to help lubricate the area in preparation for what was to come.

“Ramel, you’re too big, you’re not going to fit,” I whimpered, pulling on the restraints. He chuckled softly as he continued to slide his fingers in and out of me.

“We’ll make it fit, Lilith. I’m going to fill you up so much, there won’t be room for anything else.” He slid the hand that wasn’t buried deep in my ass between my legs to cup my pussy. I moaned and pressed further back into him.

“Fuck,” he bit out. “Always so wet for me.”

With flat fingers, he began to rub tight circles over my clit while he continued to slide his fingers in and out of my ass. I whimpered as a fire started to build between my thighs; the sweet pain from the anal was somehow making the pleasure he was drawing from my cunt all the more powerful.

“Come for me, deathtrap. It’ll help you relax,” he murmured as he increased the pace of the circles he was drawing on my clit. I was panting. There were too many sensations all at once. My mind couldn’t separate what was pain and what was pleasure. An electrifying thrill of euphoria began in the marrow of my bones and slowly spread through me, igniting the very cells that made up my flesh and blood. I let out a few short, breathy gasps, and Ramel growled at the sound.

“That’s it, Lilith. Come on my fingers,” he murmured, and I instantly fell over the edge. I screamed my release just as he removed his fingers from both my cunt and my ass. I whimpered in protest, but he immediately slammed his cock into my pussy, pumping in and out several times to get it wet with my cum before positioning the tip of himself against my asshole.

“Tilt your hips up for me, deathtrap,” he ordered, pressing himself against me. Without waiting for me to comply, he pushed past the tight seal he had already loosened with his fingers. I screamed at the heady mixture of ecstasy and pain as he slid in deeper, making soothing sounds again as he slowly fed me his cock, inch by inch.

“It hurts,” I sobbed, but I pressed back into it.

Ramel fed me another inch. “I know. You’re taking it so well though. We’re almost there; just relax,” he soothed, and I forced myself not to tense up. He groaned as he slid in the last few inches, his own breathing now labored.

“I love the feeling of your tight little ass gripping my cock, Lilith,” he groaned, and I whimpered, wiggling my ass back into his hips to show him that I loved it too.

Once he was sheathed inside me to the hilt, he wrapped his hand back around my hips to strum my now overly sensitive clit. I gasped, feeling my ass clench around his cock at the contact. He let out a deep groan, threading his other hand through my hair and jerking my head back.

“I’m going to fuck this little asshole until I come. Are you going to be a good girl and take it for me?”

I nodded furiously, and he growled in approval.

“Who do you belong to, Lilith?” he asked, and I let out a choked sob, rocking my hips against his fingers, desperate for him to rub them against me again.

“You. I belong to you.”

“That’s right. You belong to me, and I won’t tolerate any other nightmares haunting what’s mine,” he whispered in my ear.

Then, he began to move. I shuddered as he slid out of me, the sensation driving me wild. With each stroke of his cock, he matched it with a tight circle around my clit. Soon, another orgasm was beginning to build. He held me on the edge of release, praising me every time I accepted another thrust.

“I can’t, please… I need to come.”

He rammed into me again, pressing more firmly down on my clit as he did so.

“You’ll come when I tell you to,” he grunted, increasing his pace. As he slammed deeper, I felt him tense as he fought off his own release.

“Please…” I tried to plead with him. I was so close, and I could feel him so deep, but he knew just how to dangle me off the edge without letting me fall.

“Beg all you want Lilith but you will wait for my command.”

I bit down on the pillow and let out a muffled scream, and he slightly adjusted his position, thrusting in and out of me at a steady, punishing pace. The burn was agonizing and sweet all at the same time. It spread through my body like wildfire, and it took everything in me to keep myself from falling apart.

“Good girl, Lilith. You’re doing so well. Do you think you’ve earned it?” he asked roughly, swirling his fingers over my slick clit as he ground deeper into my ass.

“Yes,” I sobbed. “Please, I’ve been good.”

I knew he was smirking, even though I couldn’t see his face. He gave me two more quick thrusts before finally giving me permission to do what I so desperately craved.

“Okay, Lilith. You may come now.”

I felt as his cock began to pulse inside me. My own climax followed, and my whole body throbbed with the orgasm. My clit, my cunt, my ass, all of me rolled with the seemingly endless wave of pleasure he was coaxing out of me.

For one shining moment of pure ecstasy, my mind went blank and still. Everything fell away, and I was at peace. Ramel had successfully chased away the nightmares.

Finally, he collapsed on top of me, leaving wet kisses across my shoulders and up my neck. He lay there for several breaths until our breathing slowed, and our heart rates returned to normal. After a long moment, he pulled out of me and unchained my wrists, curling me tenderly into his chest.

‘I love you.’

His words hung in the air around us. It wasn’t clear if he had whispered them or sent them to my mind, but his body burned against me, and I whimpered, allowing myself to melt deeper into his embrace. He rocked me gently as he held me, and although he had successfully chased away the darkness from my nightmare, his words unnerved me.

His declaration felt more like an omen than a promise. It might have been comforting if it weren’t for the solemn fact that everyone who had ever bothered to love me was dead.
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“If you don’t fight, you die.”


—RICK GRIMES, THE WALKING DEAD


Iwoke up to find Ramel curled protectively around me. His breath gently stirred the tiny hairs on my skin, making me shiver. I cuddled closer into him and tilted my head up, kissing him on the underside of his jaw, enjoying the way his stubble scraped against my lips.

The dark cloud that had descended upon me the day before when I had learned the news about Mike was still there, but there was a sharper edge to it now. The vision Yahweh sent me in my dreams had been meant to terrorize me. I knew it was a vision and not a nightmare. He’d been trying to scare me, and it had worked.

However, lying in the warm, safe cocoon of my demon lover’s arms, the cold sting of fear sharpened into something a little more deadly.

Anger.

I was angry, I realized with a start. Who the fuck was Yahweh to enter my subconscious like that? Who the fuck was He to threaten me? I glanced over at a sleeping Ramel; the gashes across his chest had scabbed over, but they were still red and irritated. They had disturbed the beauty of his tattoos, severing skulls and snakes with ugly, jagged lines. I gently traced one of the wounds with my finger, regret blooming in my core.

Ramel had asked me to put the blame on him, but with the shadow of Yahweh’s threat still haunting me, I couldn’t help but feel Ramel had been just as much of a victim as I had been.

I certainly had suffered more, but the way Ramel looked at me last night told me that what he said was true. He loved me, and Yahweh had intentionally pitted him against me with the sick goal of forcing him to be the one to hurt me.

I could tell Ramel regretted it. Despite the fact that he was a demon and tormenting humans was in his nature, I believed that there was a difference between tormenting me for pleasure and torturing me to the point of breaking.

Ramel would have never tried to break me if he had access to his memories. I think even without his memories, on some level, he had always just toed the line of completely destroying me. Sometimes, he crossed it, but whenever that happened, he always seemed to pull back. I remember how every time I tried to kill myself, he would stalk me openly and relentlessly for weeks after as if he wanted to make sure I didn’t try to do it again.

The amount of guilt he must be harboring right now; another hot lick of anger flickered in my chest.

Yahweh would pay for this.

Ramel’s arms tightened around my waist, and a sleepy “Morning, deathtrap” escaped his lips.

“Morning.” I looked up at him, and he caught my mouth in his, giving me a deep, slow kiss. I let out a soft moan and melted into him, reveling in the way my skin buzzed with electricity at each point of contact.

“How did you sleep for the rest of the night?” he asked, finally pulling away. He studied my face carefully as if looking for signs of distress.

“Good.” I gave him a reassuring smile.

“I don’t need to fuck any more nightmares out of you?” he asked, raising an eyebrow. I laughed, shaking my head.

“No. You’re the only nightmare for me,” I promised, kissing him on the tip of his nose. He looked so happy for a moment, my heart broke. The second he realized I had noticed it, he quickly wiped it away, resuming his usual aloof, yet slightly amused expression.

“How are you feeling?” he asked, glancing down at my bandages. They needed to be changed as some blood had managed to leak through in the night.

“Good.” I bit my lip, sitting up. His gaze roamed hungrily down my naked body, but he let me pull away. I felt my lip twitch.

Progress.

“I want you to teach me how to use the blade today,” I demanded, and his face immediately darkened. He got out of bed, pulling on his discarded sweatpants as he stood.

“Sorry, deathtrap, but you’ve officially lost all knife privileges for the foreseeable future.” He snatched up his pack of cigarettes from the nightstand and put a butt to his lips. I wrinkled my nose at him.

“Don’t you dare smoke that in here,” I snapped, and he looked over at me, raising an amused eyebrow. The cigarette dangled from his lips, and a strand of dark hair had fallen into his hazel eyes. I couldn’t help but appreciate how cut he was. His lean torso was corded with muscle, and I had the urge to run my tongue down the lines of his abs. He swept the unlit butt out of his mouth and tucked it behind his ear. Suddenly, he was prowling across the bed toward me. I jumped as he wrapped his tattooed hand around my jaw, that saccharine smirk playing across his lips.

“Just because I love you doesn’t mean you have free reign to run this perfect little mouth, deathtrap.” He licked a hot line over my lips to punctuate his words. “Don’t make the mistake of thinking I’ve gone soft. I won’t hesitate to chain you the fuck up and remind you who’s in charge.”

I snorted and rolled my eyes. “Believe me. I’m well the fuck aware.” I grinned at him, and his eyes flashed with amusement.

“I see,” he purred, and I shivered. “It would seem my little deathtrap has become fond of her chains.”

“So what if I am?” I asked, and he chuckled.

“It just means things are about to get a hell of a lot more interesting,” he hummed, leaning in closer. A shot of adrenaline shot to my core just as the door opened, and Shem blew into the room. We both tensed, and Ramel growled in frustration, turning to face the cat demon. He pulled the cigarette from his ear and put it back between his lips, though I noticed with satisfaction that he didn’t light it.

“I need to talk to you,” Shem said abruptly, and I frowned. Ramel glanced back at me, his own brow furrowing in concern.

“What’s going on?” I asked, but Shem just grinned at me.

“Nothing, sweetheart. I just need to update Ramel on some things for the feast. Super top-secret birthday stuff.” He winked at me, and I narrowed my eyes at him.

“It seems a hell of a lot more urgent than just birthday stuff,” I grumbled. Shem just laughed and brushed me off.

“Nothing you need to worry about. Ram? Outside.”

Ramel glanced back at me, all the amusement gone from his face.

“Stay here,” he ordered, getting up to follow Shem into the hallway.

I sighed, annoyed that they were keeping me in the dark about whatever was going on. I knew them well enough now to know when they were lying. Shem definitely wasn’t talking to Ramel about birthday shit. It had something to do with our plan to take out Yahweh, which was bullshit. The whole thing had been my idea. I should be involved in the conversation.

Scowling, I hopped out of bed and made my way to the wardrobe, pulling on a pair of leather pants and a black, long-sleeved crop top. I was too angry to sit back and let them fight against Yahweh without me. I deserved my revenge just as much as they did. I took a deep breath and built my resolve before following them into the hall; consequences be damned.
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“I would die for her. I would kill for her. Either way, what bliss.”


—GOMEZ ADDAMS, THE ADDAMS FAMILY


“We have a mole,” Hazai said as soon as I shut the door behind us. My eyebrows shot into my hairline.

“We have a what?”

“You heard me,” he said. It took a lot to rattle Shemhazai, but I could tell he was pissed. He ran a hand through his dark mop of hair in frustration. “All of the general managers of Voodoo seem to have spontaneously gone to a conference. The team I sent last night returned saying they were unable to meet with any of them. It’s like they knew we would be coming.”

An intoxicating mix of terror and rage coursed through me.

“Who do you think it is?” I asked, running through the list of people in my head who were aware of our plans. “Do you think Gabriel turned on us?” I asked, and Shem pursed his lips.

“It’s possible… I like that theory better than the alternative, which is that one of our own turned on us.”

“What do you mean, turned on us?” Both Hazai and I looked up to find Lilith had followed us into the hallway, disobeying a direct fucking order. Fuck, she was getting ballsy.

I opened my mouth to reprimand her when I took in the outfit she had chosen for the day. Holy fucking shit, she was just begging to get fucked. Her leather pants were painted over her supple hips, and a soft line of her waist peeked out from a skin-tight black crop top. I felt my cock harden at the sight of her and found myself unable to speak. All I could think was how satisfying it would be to peel those leather pants down her thick thighs.

“I thought Ramel told you to stay put, sweetheart,” Shem warned, but he too seemed to be enthralled by how fucking good she looked.

She cocked her head to the side, her long butterscotch and honey waves swishing gently around her shoulders with the movement.

She glanced at Hazai, her eyes suddenly turning glassy. Without warning, she threw her arms around his neck and buried her face in his chest. He stiffened, his eyes widening in surprise before his arms found their way around her exposed waist. He pulled her in close and kissed the side of her head fondly, giving me a questioning look over her shoulder.

‘She had a nightmare last night that Yahweh unmade me. Maybe you were there too?’ I explained into his mind, shrugging. His expression softened, and he gave her head another gentle kiss before pulling back and looking down at her, wiping a tear off her cheek.

“What’s wrong, Lil?” he asked softly. She shook her head.

“Nothing. I’m just glad you’re safe,” she whispered, and he frowned.

“Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Yahweh sent me a threat through my dreams last night. He said He’s going to unmake you both.”

Hazai frowned, his green eyes filling with rage. “I would like to see him try,” he muttered, tilting her chin up and kissing her softly on the lips. “We’re not going anywhere, Lil. You don’t need to worry about us.”

“I can’t help it,” she replied, her voice quiet and vulnerable. “I want to help fight him. Please, let me help.”

We exchanged a look, and Hazai sighed, tucking her hair behind her ear.

“It’s too dangerous, Lilith.”

“I won’t leave Hell,” she promised. “Just let me help with the planning. You know I’m good at it.”

I pursed my lips. “She has a point. She’s smart as fuck,” I agreed, somewhat half-heartedly. Hazai looked unsure, but she gave him her best ‘pretty please’ face and even the cat demon didn’t have enough resolve to say no to those big mossy greens.

“Ugh, fine. But if you step one foot out of Hell, I’m locking you in the dungeons for the next century,” he warned, and she nodded eagerly.

“Cross my heart!” She made an ‘X’ over her chest earnestly, and I chuckled.

“Alright, deathtrap. Let’s get you something to eat; we’ll update you over breakfast,” I said, taking her hand and gently pulling her out of Shem’s arms. He took her other hand, and together, we led her to the dining hall.

If we were going to let her participate, I was going to make damn sure she was well-fed and had her strength up first.
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Shemhazai relayed what he had told me to Lilith. She frowned pensively and mulled over this new information while I scanned the room full of demons blissfully eating breakfast around us, unaware that another war was brewing.

Could one of them have betrayed us? It felt unfathomable. Every single demon here had left Heaven of their own free will. I could remember the pain of my angel form clearly now that I had my memories back, and I couldn’t imagine anyone wanting to willingly return to Yahweh once they had experienced the glory of being a demon.

“We need to talk to Art and Jezebel to see if they told anyone else our plans,” Lilith said as she stabbed a strawberry with her fork, a little more ruthlessly than necessary if I was being honest. She was feisty today, and it was fucking adorable. I had been expecting her to mope and wallow in her depression, but instead, she seemed to have decided to tackle Yahweh’s threat head-on. I didn’t know why I was surprised. Her resilience was one of the things I loved about her so much.

“If they haven’t told anyone else, it narrows down our list of suspects quite a bit,” she said, her tone dark.

Shem and I nodded just as Jezebel approached our table. My lip curled in anger. I yanked Lilith out of her seat and pulled her into my lap, curling around her protectively. She squeaked in surprise, dropping her fork with a clatter. The strawberry she had stabbed flew off and rolled across the floor, stopping at Jezebel’s booted feet.

“Uhm… hey? I was just coming to see how you were doing,” Jezebel said, bending down to pick up the rogue strawberry. She looked hesitant and apologetic, but I didn’t trust her. We had a mole, and she was one of the three people outside of Lilith, Hazai, and myself who knew of our plans to overpower Yahweh.

My fingers dug into Lilith’s hips, and a low growl rolled through my chest; every instinct I had was telling me to protect her from any potential threat. Until Jezebel could prove to me she wasn’t the one who had warned all the GMs of Voodoo that we were coming for them, I wouldn’t allow her anywhere near Lilith.

Lilith dropped her hands to mine, stroking them gently. She leaned back and whispered quietly in my ear.

“Act normal. If it’s her, we need to pretend nothing is wrong.”

‘I can’t do that,’ I growled back into her mind.

“If you want to find out who the mole is, you’re going to have to.”

‘You will not be alone with her again until we figure out who it is.’

“Ramel,”

‘That was not a fucking request, Lilith. Don’t push me on this. If you want to play Nancy fucking Drew with her, be my guest, but you will do it supervised.’

“Fine,” she agreed, before turning to face Jezebel, giving her a big, genuine smile.

“You’ll have to excuse Ramel today, Jez. He clearly woke up on the wrong side of the bed.”

Jezebel eyed me warily but said nothing as Lilith continued.

“I’m doing much better, thanks for asking. I just needed some time to process and grieve… Mike was… Mike was a friend,” she said, and I didn’t miss the way her voice cracked as she sat forward in my lap.

Jezebel’s eyes softened. “I know. I’m really sorry for your loss,” she said, and she sounded like she meant it. “Anyway, I’m hoping I can make it up to you? Maybe I can help you get ready for the feast later?”

Lilith twisted in my lap to look at me, raising an eyebrow. I glared at Jezebel over Lilith’s shoulder, remembering what she had said about my wife being desperate for friends. Getting ready for a party together seemed harmless enough.

“I’ll allow it,” I said finally, though even to me, I sounded angry about it. I met Jezebel’s gaze head-on. “You may come to the room later. Lilith will not be going to you. And I will be there as well to make sure you don’t get any more fucking ideas,” I snarled, but Jezebel rolled her eyes.

“Well that takes all the fun out of her grand outfit reveal,” she muttered, and Lilith turned her pleading eyes back to me.

“Yeah, come on Ramel, how am I supposed to surprise you with my outfit if you’re looming in the corner the whole time like a big creepy stalker?”

Despite my foul mood, I barked out a surprised laugh at that. I had essentially spent her whole life looming in corners and stalking her. I didn’t see why tonight should be any different.

“I’ll chaperone.” Shem offered, and Lilith’s eyes lit up at that. Jezebel also looked relieved. I glanced at Hazai, and he shrugged.

“It’s cute that she wants to surprise you. Plus, I have excellent taste. I can make sure Jez doesn’t turn her into a hooker.”

“Hey! I’m all class, baby, and you fucking know it!” Jezebel protested, and Shem rolled his eyes.

“Tell that to the fishnets you wore to the Yule ball last year,” he drawled, and her face flushed red with rage. Lilith giggled into her hand, and I couldn’t help but relax. For a minute, I had a small glimpse of what life could be like without Yahweh constantly threatening our happiness at every turn.

I really needed to wipe that fucker off the face of the universe once and for all.

“Fine. Be at the room for six, and don’t be fucking late,” I snapped at Jezebel, though my tone wasn’t as harsh as I had intended it to be. I waved her off, and she smirked at me before winking at Lilith.

“Sounds good; see you later, Lil,” she chirped before prancing back to her seat in the dining hall.

“Hmm. Well, she seemed innocent,” Lilith observed, and I growled, tugging her in closer to me.

“I’m not convinced.”

She shrugged and climbed out of my lap and back into her seat. Hazai manifested a clean fork for her, and she went back to her breakfast.

“Didn’t you guys say angels come to the Samhain feast every year? Do you think the GMs might come too?” she wondered.

Shemhazai and I exchanged a look.

“It’s possible. The managers my team spoke to just said they were at a conference. Who knows if that’s actually true.”

“Well, even if just a few of them come, we should be prepared with some idea seeds to spike their food; getting even a few stores to shut down would be better than none.”

Shemhazai chuckled. “Why would we put the seeds in their food?” he asked slyly, and I felt my own lip curl in amusement.

“Isn’t that how you plant the seeds?” she asked, cocking her head to the side.

“If they were human, sure. Angels need the seeds to be planted in a more… immediate orifice,” I mused, and Lilith’s brow furrowed as she tried to make sense of what I was implying. I saw it the moment she realized what I was getting at and could barely keep myself from laughing out loud at her expression.

“Ew!” she cried, and both Shemhazai and I cracked up laughing. “So you stuck it up Rafael’s butt?!” she asked in disbelief, her nose wrinkling in disgust.

“Sure did, sweetheart,” Shem purred, winking at her.

“That’s disgusting.”

“Hey, at least I wore gloves.” Shem shrugged, still smirking. She just shook her head in disbelief.

“You two are something else.”
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We went back to the room after breakfast, and Lilith announced that she was going to take a shower. I offered to accompany her to help her redress her bandages but she brushed me off, saying she was fine with doing it herself.

Since I was trying this new thing where I didn’t smother the shit out of her, I forced myself to sit down with Hazai and play a game of chess while we waited.

“While you’re supervising girl time, I’m going to meet with Gabriel and Art,” I said. “I need to know who else Art told.”

Hazai gave me a hard look. “Don’t be too rough with him if he happened to have told a few more people. There’s no way he could have known someone might turn on us; no one ever has since the founding of Hell.”

I knew Shem was right. Before now, there had never been any reason for us not to trust our own people. We liked to torment each other, sure, but when it came down to the real shit, we were typically loyal to a fault. It didn’t stop me from wanting to fucking rot Art’s brains out of his ears for putting Lilith at risk, despite the fact that it wasn’t his fault.

“I can’t make any promises, but I’ll try,” I muttered, moving a black pawn onto the board.

“See if you can figure out which angels are planning on attending the feast from Gabe without giving our plans away.

“What if none of them show? I’m sure they’re all skittish now if they really were informed of our plans to impregnate them with idea seeds,” I muttered dryly.

Shem’s eyes flashed. “Then I’ll blow each and every store to kingdom fucking come. It’s nice that Lilith wanted to do this the gentle way, but I fucking refuse to take this shit lying down. If I have to, I’ll do whatever it takes to get the upper hand,” Hazai replied darkly.

I sighed. “I promised Lilith I wouldn’t hurt people she cared about anymore,” I muttered, already feeling annoyed with myself for making that promise. It really limited my options when it came to protecting her. “Somehow, I feel like putting the entire human race at risk counts.” I thought of her reincarnated mother and how much it seemed to have meant to her that the soul of the woman who had birthed her was thriving in its new life.

Shem shrugged and moved a white pawn into play. “I made no such promises. We’ll try to do it her way first, but if none of the GMs show up tonight, the gloves are coming the fuck off.”

I gave him an evil smile across the chessboard, feeling a swell of affection rise in my chest for my friend.

“I fucking love you, man.”

He smirked back at me. “Love you too, asshole,” he chirped back, claiming my pawn. “Let’s get Yahweh off our asses once and for all.”
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“I’m not okay because you’re not okay.”


–SAM WINCHESTER, SUPERNATURAL


After I showered, Shem slinked off to ensure everything was being prepared correctly for the festivities later that night, and Ramel followed me like a shadow to the bedroom.

“What do you want to do today?” he asked, and I couldn’t help but raise a surprised eyebrow. It wasn’t like him to let me take control and make my own decisions. But there he was, standing quietly with his hands in his pockets, looking genuinely interested in what it was I wanted to do.

“Uhm. Well, maybe we should take it easy if it’s going to be a late night?” I wondered, and he nodded, giving me a soft smile.

“We can do that.” He slid closer to me, curling a finger under my chin, tilting my face up gently. “Will you let me spoil you today?”

I felt the corner of my lip twitch up at the way he phrased the question. It was a far cry from when I had found him brooding by the fireplace, and he had threatened to chain me up and spoil me until I rot.

“What has gotten into you?” I asked, my voice coming out quieter than I intended. There was a pregnant pause and a heaviness that built between us when, finally, he shrugged.

“I’m trying to find some semblance of balance with you,” he said, and for what felt like the thousandth time that morning, he glanced at my thighs, his gaze burning into the slowly healing cuts beneath the leather of my pants. “I’m never going to be… easy on you,” he murmured, “but I don’t want to be so hard on you that you feel the need to escape. I want you here with me.” His Adam’s apple bobbed, and his voice became rough with an emotion I couldn’t place. “I want you to want to be here with me.”

His admission shocked me. It was the first time he had given me any indication that he cared about what I wanted at all. He absorbed the surprise that I was sure had splashed across my face, and he sighed. “I’m fucking in love with you, Lilith. I want you to remember that you love me too. I don’t know how to do that, but I’m hoping you’ll let me try.”

I felt my mouth open and close as I struggled to find the words to respond. He gave me a sad smile and ran his thumb delicately over my bottom lip.

“Don’t look so shocked, deathtrap. I can be nice if I want to be.”

“Can you?” I finally whispered, and he gave me one slow nod.

“If you’ll let me.”

“Okay. Show me,” I challenged, and he rewarded me with a dazzling smile, lacing his fingers through mine.

“First, let’s get you something to read that’s not a dusty old history book.” He smirked and led me away to the library.
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Ramel took me to a section of a library filled with romance novels and slid his hands over my hips as we perused the shelves.

“Make sure you pick the smuttiest one.” He smirked against my ear from behind, and my cheeks flushed as he pulled one off the shelf in front of us. “This one looks good; the back says it’s about a mercenary who hunts and stalks a man who runs a funeral home. Instead of killing him, they fall in love, and they have a bunch of kinky sex.”

“I’m not reading that!” I exclaimed nervously, and he turned me around to face him, grinning like an imp.

“And why not? Can’t be any more depraved than our story.” He smirked, and I rolled my eyes, still blushing.

“You’re right about that.”

After he misted some of the most taboo romance novels I had ever laid my eyes on back to our room, he took me to the kitchens. They were bustling with activity. Demons were working in perfect, albeit urgent, harmony. They responded in sync to the orders of the head chef, getting things ready for the night’s festivities.

“I feel like we’re intruding,” I whispered to Ramel, looking around anxiously. The chefs reminded me of soldiers, receiving their orders and responding in perfect choreography. Everything was spotless and pristine; no one was smiling, and each face was schooled into an expression of intense focus.

I felt like a fish out of water, like I didn’t belong.

“Don’t be ridiculous. This is your kitchen, your house. They are here because of you,” Ramel assured me, planting a gentle kiss on my temple from behind.

“Besides, we won’t be in their way. There’s a small prep kitchen back here we can use.” He led me through the lines and pushed past a pair of industrial swinging doors to reveal a small space that had a prep area, a stove and oven combo, as well as a sink and a full walk-in fridge and freezer.

On the stainless-steel prep counter, I noticed a neat pile of raw ingredients. There was a selection of different proteins, grains, spices, and condiments. I felt like I was a contestant on a cooking show for a minute, and my entire body lit up with excitement.

“I don’t know shit about cooking,” Ramel said, rubbing the back of his neck awkwardly. “So I didn’t know what you would need. I just told the chef to set you up with enough options so that you could make whatever you wanted. If there’s something you need that’s not here, I can get it for you.”

“You want me to cook?” I asked, turning to stare at him skeptically. He gave me a hesitant smile, looking slightly unsure of himself for a minute.

“I thought you might like to. You haven’t had a chance since you… since I…” He cleared his throat, clearly unsure how to refer to the fact that he had abducted me and held me captive against my will for the past several weeks. He gestured to my thighs, and that pained look swam across his face again. “Maybe it’ll help, I don’t know. Clear your head.”

I stared at him, absolutely dumbfounded. This was actually sweet and thoughtful.

“Did you have a brain transplant?” I asked in disbelief, and his expression soured. I immediately regretted my words as the vulnerable look melted off his face, and he scoffed.

“Forget it. It was stupid,” he grumbled, turning to leave. I quickly grabbed his arm and tugged him back toward me. To my surprise, he let me. I looked up at him and saw a small, hesitant flicker of hope flash in his eyes before he seemed to brace himself for whatever it was I was going to say.

“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that.”

He searched my face, and I gave him a gentle smile, letting him see how much this small gesture meant to me. “This is amazing. Thank you.”

He stayed silent for a long beat before allowing himself to smile back at me.

“So you like it?”

I nodded. “Very much.” I let go of his arm and grabbed one of the aprons hanging on the wall by the prep table. “What should we make?”

He barked out a strangled laugh. “Who is this we you speak of? I can’t cook for shit.”

I smirked at him and tossed him an apron. “No, but I can. Looks like you’ll be taking orders from me for once, Mister.” I teased, and he gave me a dark look before cracking a playful grin.

“Mmm, yes ma’am,” he purred, hooking the loop of the apron over his head and wrapping his arms around my waist. He tugged me in close and pressed a slow, intimate kiss on my lips. I moaned and melted into him, inhaling his familiar frankincense scent and enjoying the peppermint on his breath.

Finally, he pulled away, his eyelids heavy and hooded. “What is it you would like me to do, deathtrap?” he murmured, his voice husky. “I’m at your disposal.”

I leaned in close, just grazing my lips against his, my own eyes hooded from the intimacy of the kiss. “I want you to…”

“Yes…?”

“Get to work carving up that pork shoulder. We need it cut into two-inch cubes. After that, mince up some garlic and onion. I’ll get started on the lemon grass curry.”

He barked out a surprised laugh and shook his head, but to my delight, did exactly what I asked.
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Together, we finished preparing a Thai pork curry that even Gordan Ramsay would have been proud of. Once it was simmering merrily on the stove, I stepped back with a satisfied smile, inhaling the sweet scents of lemongrass and coconut milk. My gaze caught on a small frame mounted on the wall above the industrial stovetop, and I gasped.

Pinned against the black velvet interior of the frame was the spoon I had engraved for Mike. Ramel immediately noticed my change in mood, and before I knew it, he was curled around me from behind, his chin resting on the top of my head. We looked up at the little framed spoon together, and I held back tears as he traced featherlight circles across my abdomen over my apron.

“It was Shem’s idea. We wanted to give you this space so you have somewhere to go when you’re missing him.”

My whole body felt like it was buzzing with electricity. Somehow, my blood still felt cold in my veins, and my breath seemed permanently caught in my chest. I turned slowly in the circle of Ramel’s arms and looked up at the demon who had brought me so much pain but was now clearly trying to do everything in his power to fix what he had broken.

“I know I can’t bring him back, Lilith.” His words settled over me, and I shuddered against the weight of them. There was no reincarnating immortals who were unmade. Once they were gone, it was over. It was forever. The tears that filled my eyes shivered but didn’t fall. He ran his thumb over my cheek anyway, as if he could brush the phantom tears away. “I know nothing can make it better. But I hope this at least helps you feel like you’ve honored his sacrifice.”

I swallowed and once again, found myself at a loss for words. With shaky fingers, I reached up and touched his stubbled cheek, sure that he could hear each beat of my pounding heart.

“Thank you,” I whispered, and he gave me a dark, sad look.

“Don’t thank me, deathtrap.”

I frowned at him, and his hazel eyes darkened further. He pressed me tight into his chest and kissed the top of my head firmly.

“I haven’t even come close to earning it, but I will,” he promised, and for the first time since I had learned who he truly was, I believed him.
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Alexa, play ‘Let it go (With Lø Spirit)’ by Chandler Leighton, Lø Spirit

“I’m not a smart man, but I know what love is.”


—FORREST GUMP


Lilith informed me that her pork curry took a few hours, so I instructed one of the chefs to watch it for us. She hadn’t wanted me to bother one of the busy demons with the task, but I brushed her off.

I had a few more to-do’s on my list that I wanted to check off before I needed to leave her to meet with Gabriel and Art. She would get used to the fact that all these demons were literally here to serve her eventually.

“So, what are we going to do now?” she asked, turning to me with an easy smile. My heart squeezed in my chest. I still wasn’t used to her looking at me like that. As if she liked me and actually wanted me around.

“You’re going to have a bath and read your book, then we’re going to eat your curry and watch The Fall of the House of Usher until Jezebel and Shem get here.”

I watched her face carefully, not wanting to miss one single second of her reaction. The slight widening of her eyes and the rise of her brows as she processed what I had said. The subtle twitch of her mouth as she realized she was going to get to chat my ear off about another one of her favorite shows while eating something she had made with her own two hands. Especially the excited flush to her cheeks and the slight softening in her posture as I reached out and tucked a strand of caramel hair behind her ear.

I waited for her to flinch away, but instead, she tilted her head into my hand. It was subtle, but it was there, and it made my stomach flip.

“That sounds amazing.” She beamed at me.

“Go get in the bath. I’ll bring you your book and some champagne.”

Her eyes sparkled, and she nodded, heading into the bathroom to do just that.

I waited a beat and grinned when her excited little squeal met my ears. Manifesting a flute of bubbly and grabbing one of the dark romances we had picked up from the library, I followed her into the bathroom.

I had arranged to have the large obsidian tub filled with steaming water and rose petals while we had been in the kitchen. There was a bath tray with a box of chocolates and some hand towels for her to choose from. I set the book and the champagne down on the tray and smirked.

“I thought people just had baths like this in the movies.” Lilith grinned at me, shaking her head. “Well, and maybe on Instagram,” she joked, cocking her head to the side.

I slid my hands over her hips and buried my nose in her soft hair, breathing in her scent.

“Do you like it?” I asked, and she leaned back, smiling up at me.

“Yeah. It looks so relaxing.”

“Get in,” I ordered softly, running my fingers over the edge of her crop top, tugging gently.

She glanced up at me, her little cheeks flushing again, and I frowned.

“What’s that look for?” I asked, somewhat amused.

She shrugged and turned in the circle of my arms, her face turning even more red.

“I don’t know. This feels… different than all the other times you’ve seen me…”

“Without any clothes on?” I asked dryly, raising an eyebrow.

She was shy? I literally had my dick in her ass less than twelve hours earlier.

She nodded at me, somehow unable to meet my eyes. I touched her chin, smiling down at her adorable little pink face, unable to stop myself from chuckling.

“You have no idea what you look like, do you?” I asked gently. “You’re the most beautiful creature I’ve ever laid my fucking eyes on. Every time I look at you, I feel like I’m seeing you for the first time again.”

It was true. Even now, with her standing before me so hesitant and shy, my blood felt hot, and my entire being was urging me to claim her, to consume her. It was an impulsive need that I could barely control.

“Take off your clothes, Lilith,” I demanded, adding a soft edge to my tone. Slowly, almost bashfully, she stripped. Her adorable little blush staining her chest. My amusement faded, however, the moment my eyes caught the stark white bandages wrapped around her thighs.

I crouched before her, gently unwrapping her dressings and inspecting the wounds. They still hadn’t fully scabbed over. She would benefit from some time in the open air so they could dry out a little bit. I resolved to make sure we cleaned them, and she could wear shorts until the party to give the wounds time to breathe.

I placed a gentle kiss on each thigh, pausing only briefly between her legs, teasing her with my breath but resisting the urge to go any further. I wanted her to relax and unwind. Doing all the fucked up shit I never seemed to tire of doing to her was not going to accomplish that goal. With the evidence of what could happen if I pushed her too far staring me straight in the face, I forced myself to stand.

Her eyes were full of heated surprise when they met mine, but she didn’t comment on my obvious restraint. I gestured to the tub behind her, nodding my head once.

“Get in.”

She obeyed, sliding into the hot water. I watched as her skin pebbled and her breath hitched. I bit back a groan, resisting the urge to tear off all my clothes and follow her in. Fuck. I felt like I would never get enough of her. I cleared my throat.

“Is it too hot?” I asked, trying to keep my voice from giving away how fucking hard she was making me.

She shook her head and sank in, the water coming up to her shoulders. Her hair floated around her, mixing with the crimson of the rose petals. “No, it’s perfect.”

I sat on the edge of the tub, giving her a smile as I watched her get comfortable. She reached a hand out for her flute of champagne, and I grabbed it off the bath tray, handing it to her, unable to stop myself from glancing at the deep pink scar on her wrist from the last time I had watched her take a bath. That time, the water had been filled with blood instead of roses.

She caught me staring, and her face flushed again. She dropped her gaze and curled into herself. I hated that she pulled away from me.

“Hey,” I said, slipping my hand in the water and grazing my fingers against her sternum to get her attention. “Don’t hide from me.”

“I’m not hiding,” she said, though she kept her gaze cast down.

“Look at me,” I ordered, and she reluctantly dragged her mossy green eyes up to meet mine. She was filled with such sadness that my heart broke.

“There’s nothing to be ashamed of, Lilith. You can talk to me about it.”

Suddenly, her sadness turned to anger. “You’re the last person I want to talk to about it with, Ramel.”

I tried not to physically wince.

I deserved that.

Pinching the bridge of my nose, I sighed. I didn’t know how to do this. I wasn’t a good man. In fact, I was the reason she fucking slit her wrists in the first place. I didn’t know how to tell her that the sight of her hurting made my stomach ache so much I thought I might die. What right did I have to ask her to stay here with me? I wracked my brain for something real I could tell her. Something that might make her see that despite the fact I was the villain in her story, she had always been the star of mine, even when I had been too lost to recognize it.

“The first time you tried to kill yourself, I didn’t sleep for two weeks,” I said finally, dropping my hand down to my lap.

She was staring at me, her body so still that for a moment, I was worried she wasn’t breathing.

“I couldn’t leave your side. Every time I thought of returning to Hell, all I could think was, what if you tried to do it again and I wasn’t there? What if you managed to do it before I could get there to prevent your soul from detaching?”

Yahweh did not allow souls guilty of suicide to reincarnate. If I hadn’t stopped her, she would have been doomed to float in the oceans of Hell for eternity. I could remember the panic like it was yesterday. The feelings had been so confusing. I had told myself I worried because I would be bored without her around to entertain me, but I had been a fool. It had been more than that. It had always been more than that. No one feared boredom the way I feared Lilith’s death.

“I thought you were stalking me like that to scare me,” she whispered.

“I was… I was trying to scare you into living.”

“That doesn’t make any sense,” she snapped. “I was trying to escape everything you had done to me! Stalking me like that only made it worse.”

I growled. “I wanted you to be afraid of dying. Afraid of spending an eternity stuck with the demon who tormented you your whole fucking life.” A dark chuckle escaped my lips without my permission. “Ironically, I’m now trying to do the fucking opposite.”

She tried to look away again, but I snatched up her chin, forcing her to meet my gaze. “I need you to live, Lilith. I need you here, with me. And not just because Hell needs its queen, but because I need you. I have always needed you. I can’t do this without you.”

“Why should I care what you need when you have never cared about what I need?” she asked. She was still angry, and I couldn’t blame her. A few days of kindness did not make up for a lifetime of abuse and suffering.

“I’m trying to do better in that respect,” I said, gesturing to the bath she was currently sitting in. “But if you don’t want to do it for me, do it for yourself. You deserve better, Lilith. You deserve better than what I’ve given you, but you also deserve better than a lonely, premature death.”

I let go of her chin, and she gave me a long, considering look, as if she was thinking over what I had said.

“I want to be better for you,” I said softly, forcing past the painful lump that suddenly seemed to have made a home in my throat. “But you have to stick around long enough for me to try.”

Finally, she spoke. “I don’t know what to think or feel, Ramel,” she admitted softly. “On days like today, it’s easy to like you. It’s easy to forget, but then I remember everything you’ve done, and I can’t help but wonder if I’m an idiot for trying to look past all of it. For trying to forgive you.”

“I don’t need you to forgive me, Lilith. I need you to forgive yourself.”

“I don’t blame myself,” she snapped. “I blame you!”

She said it like she wanted to hurt me, but she didn’t believe it enough for it to hurt, and we both knew it.

“No, you don’t.”

Her eyes welled with tears, and I took the champagne from her as her hand began to shake. “If you did, you wouldn’t have fresh scars on your legs, and we wouldn’t be having this conversation.”

The truth settled over her, and I watched as my words snapped something inside her. Abruptly, she stood up, her face and chest now flushed with anger instead of timidness. Water streamed down her naked body as she got out of the tub, aggressively sloshing water over the floor. She bolted for the door, but I was too fast. I grabbed her by the shoulders, and she shrieked in rage, spinning in my arms and pounding her tiny fists on my chest.

“I hate you!” she screamed, pounding her hands into me over and over as I gently maneuvered her backward until she was pressed against the wall. “I hate you, I hate you, I hate you!” Tears were streaming down her cheeks, and my heart was shattering as I watched her battle with herself.

“That’s not true either, deathtrap,” I said gently, holding her firmly against the wall, more to make sure she didn’t slip and hurt herself.

“It is true! I hate you! I’ve always hated you!”

She didn’t though, and that was the problem. She didn’t hate me, and she felt like she was betraying everyone she had ever loved by not being able to hate the demon that had killed them.

“You don’t hate me, Lilith,” I whispered, hoping she could see how sorry I was. “You love me, and you hate yourself for it.”

Suddenly, she stopped hitting me, and she let out a keening wail, her body going limp in my arms. I caught her as she collapsed, and I guided her with me to the ground, folding her into my chest as her anger shifted to anguish.

“No, no, no,” she sobbed, burying her face into my chest. “I hate you.”

I shook my head against her as I held her, my own eyes pricking with the unfamiliar hot sting of tears. I swallowed hard enough it was audible.

“You don’t. You love me, and it’s okay. It’s okay, Lilith.”

She couldn’t answer. She just cried while I held her. I wasn’t even sure anymore if getting her memories back would be enough to erase the damage I had caused.

There was no handbook for what she was going through, and I had no idea how she would reconcile her current self with her past self. My heart squeezed in my chest as I realized she would need to suffer through the added trauma of the time she had spent in purgatory.

A shot of fear coursed through me at the thought. I was out of time. She was either going to fight or break, and there was nothing I could do to save her. This wasn’t something I could force her to do. She needed to want this on her own, and I had never felt more helpless.

She shook in my arms as she cried, and I tightened my grip around her as if just holding her would keep her from falling apart.

“I’m sorry, I’m so, so sorry,” I whispered as I held her, knowing that it didn’t matter but wanting her to hear it anyway.
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After what felt like an eternity, her tears finally stopped, and she looked up at me with red-rimmed eyes.

“I’m tired,” she said, and I nodded, scooping her up and carrying her to the bed. I got her a pair of soft cotton shorts and one of her favorite T-shirts to change into just as there was a soft knock on the door.

One of the line cooks from the kitchen had come by to drop off the dish Lilith had made. Thanking the line cook, I wheeled the tray of food next to the bed and lifted the sterling silver domed plate cover to reveal her expertly plated curry.

Her puffy eyes widened at how the team had plated her meal. The rice had been molded into a perfect little cup, and the curry and mango salsa were skillfully positioned around the edge of the plate. Tiny pieces of cilantro had been added with precision as a garnish, adding little bursts of color to the dish.

“It’s beautiful,” she breathed, crawling forward to examine the plate. The anxiety that had consumed me eased slightly. The fact that she could still get excited about cooking was a good thing, or at least I assumed. I was excellent at breaking people; trying to fix them was new to me.

I handed her the plate and a roll-up of cutlery and settled in next to her, turning on the TV and lining up her show.

She eyed me warily, and I glanced over at her, unsure what to say. I had said what I said, and there was nothing else I could add that would make our immediate reality any better.

“Eat, Lilith. Let’s watch your show.”

“You’re not having any?”

I shrugged, feeling exhausted and anxious. The last thing I wanted to do was eat. I would much rather be in the dungeons taking my rage at Yahweh out on Rafael, but I didn’t trust Lilith enough to leave her alone. “I don’t have much of an appetite. You enjoy.”

I was about to hit play when she rolled onto her knees and sidled up closer to where I was propped on the pillows next to her. She was extra careful not to spill and scooped up some curry with rice, holding it up to me.

“Try some. It’s really good,” she said softly.

“I’m alright, deathtrap,” I said, brushing her off. My stomach was unsettled from how upset she had been at the very thought that she might love me. I may have been a heartless fucking demon, but even I felt sick at the fact that the person I loved more than anything in the world hated that she cared about me… and I had no one to blame but my fucking self.

And Yahweh. I could definitely blame Yahweh.

Lilith sighed, reaching over me to put the plate down carefully on the tray beside the bed.

“What’s wrong?” she asked me, and I failed to repress a dark, joyless laugh.

“You’re asking me what’s wrong?” I croaked, and she looked at me with her tear-stained cheeks and nodded. She was so innocent and fragile, and I had fucking broken her.

“What isn’t wrong, Lilith? My fucking wife would rather kill herself than be with me. The idea that you could be in love with me disgusts you so much that you just spent the last twenty minutes sobbing in my arms over it. I can’t even get angry or upset about it because I don’t even blame you.

“I’m out of time to convince you to want this. You’re going to ascend into your power tonight and be reunited with your past self, suffer through the trauma of those memories, and probably hate me even fucking more for not realizing who you were when Yahweh turned me against you.” I closed my eyes and clenched my fists at my sides, taking a deep breath in through my nose.

“If all that wasn’t enough, the crippling guilt I feel for having been the one to break you, to make you like this, it’s unbearable. Knowing that Yahweh set me up isn’t enough to make it feel okay. I should have known. I should have known, with or without my memories, who you were. There were signs. There were deep-seated feelings and instincts, but I ignored them, and it fucking destroyed you. It destroyed us.”

Featherlight fingers brushed against my cheek, and I opened my eyes to find Lilith staring at me, a pained look on her beautiful face.

“I’m sorry,” she said, and I snatched up her wrist, growling.

“Stop, fucking, apologizing! None of this is your fault,” I snarled.

She sidled up closer to me and placed her free hand over my heart, staring at my chest like she could see the wounds beneath my shirt.

“I’m still sorry that I hurt you,” she said softly, glancing up to meet my gaze. “You were right. I don’t hate you. I’m sorry I reacted like that. I just… everything feels like it’s too much sometimes, and twenty-three years of history is a lot for me to try to move past. There are scars on my psyche that may never go away, Ramel, no matter how much you try to fix what’s been broken. There’s no going back, the damage has been done.”

If she had stabbed me in the chest with an Aetherium blade, it would have fucking hurt less. I increased my grip on her wrist but forced myself to breathe.

“But…”

I froze. But?

“But… I believe you when you say you love me and that you’re sorry,” She was staring at me so intensely I was afraid to breathe. “I believe that you wish you could take it all back. Well, maybe not all of it, but I believe that you wish you could take back killing everybody I ever knew and forcing me to grow up alone.”

I gave her one slow nod, still afraid to speak.

“I can see you trying to be better, but it’s going to take more than a few days, Ramel, for me to heal. It’s not enough for you to tell me that you love me; you have to show me every single day.” Her expression was serious, and there was a strength to it, a fire in her eyes that gave me hope. Someone who looked as determined as she did wasn’t beyond saving.

“You have a lifetime of hurt to heal, Ramel. You need to be patient and wait for me to get there.”

I sat up and cupped her face in my hands. “I will wait for you until the end of fucking time, Lilith. I’m just terrified I’m going to lose you to yourself along the way.”

She bit her lip, her mossy eyes filling with remorse. I was so tired of seeing her beat herself up like this. “I really scared you, didn’t I?” Her voice was so small it made my chest hurt.

I nodded. “Yes. I’ve never been so afraid in my life.”

Her eyes darted back and forth between mine, and I watched her little brow furrow as she mulled over my words.

“I didn’t think you were afraid of anything,” she whispered.

“The only thing I’m afraid of, Lilith, is losing you.”

Tears welled in her eyes again, and her lower lip trembled. Before I knew what was happening, she threw her arms around my neck, and we fell back into the pillows together. I wrapped my arms around her waist and buried my face in her hair, memorizing the feel of her body against me and mapping the scent of her skin.

“I know I don’t have the right to ask anything of you, but please stay. Please stay here with me,” I begged, and my voice cracked. She made a soothing sound, similar to the ones I always made for her, and pressed her lips against the side of my neck.

“Okay, Ramel. I’ll stay.”

I knew she wasn’t telling me she would stay in Hell. She was telling me she would stay with me wherever I was. I wanted to rain a thousand thank you’s down upon her perfect little ears, but I couldn’t speak. I was worried that if I did, I would completely shatter. So, instead, I just held onto her, praying that she was telling me the truth and I would never have to worry about surviving a day without her in my arms again.
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“The cat does not offer services. The cat offers itself.”


—WILLIAM S. BURROUGHS


There was a rat in my house. I could smell it.

I hated rats.

Happily, I was designed to hunt down and eviscerate vermin. Lilith had made sure of that.

I prowled out of the manor and across the bridge to the mortal realm. Ramel was spending the day caring for Lilith, so I had some time to kill. She had scared us both after her little episode, and the familiar, cold twinges of rage were beginning to lick across the base of my stomach. Once again, Yahweh had threatened her safety, and He hadn’t even needed to touch her to do it.

We had just finally gotten her back—not just physically, but emotionally. I had seen it in her eyes this morning when she wrapped her arms around my neck and hugged me willingly. I hadn’t needed to force her to tell me she liked me, and I hadn’t needed a cattle prodder. She had just… hugged me.

My heart pinched at the thought. Her little round face had been so full of worry and concern. I had just wanted to squeeze the ever-loving shit out of those cheeks.

Fuck. She had no idea how fucking cute she was. And smart.

Ever since she had told us her theory about Yahweh and how He had been artificially siphoning celestial energy to give Himself an edge, I could barely think of anything else. If what she said was true and He had been using Hypnos to keep all the other gods and goddesses asleep, to keep Hecate asleep…

Just the thought of the dark goddess’ name sent a pang of longing and guilt through my chest. Sometimes, I still woke up with her name on my lips, reaching for her as I had the night she had been ripped away from me.

Just like Lilith, I hadn’t been able to save her.

I bit back a hiss at the old, painful memories and grit my teeth. I may not have been able to save her then, but I would fucking save her now.

I didn’t have much time before I needed to get back to the room, but I always had a knack for efficiency. This little mission I had assigned myself would be quick.

As I crossed the border between Hell and Earth, I smiled. I fucking loved the mortal realm. So many delicacies just ripe for the picking. I queued the magic that separated our worlds to bring me back to Gravestone, the city where it had all begun. It was noon, so the streets were packed with businessmen and women out for corporate lunches. I slid easily into the crowd with my hands in my pockets and made my way toward Voodoo.

It wasn’t that I didn’t trust that my team had done everything they could to get their idea seeds into the angels who ran each store. I believed them. What I wanted to do was see how difficult it would be for me to execute plan B. Considering we had a rat, I didn’t want to entrust this to anyone else. This was something I was going to need to figure out on my own.

I arrived at Voodoo, slipping around to the back and ringing the bell that would sound off in the kitchens. They didn’t open until four pm, so entering through the front wasn’t an option, considering I no longer had a key.

I waited patiently with my hands still in my pockets for one of the prep cooks to let me in. Finally, the door swung open, and I fought to keep the surprise off my face when I found myself staring directly at Gabriel.

He was in human clothes, his white choir uniform nowhere to be seen. I allowed my gaze to leisurely peruse his lean body, taking in the way his crisp black shirt stretched across his chest. I liked that he had chosen to wear black. The corner of my mouth twitched up.

“Shemhazai. I wasn’t expecting to find you here,” he said, his tone bored and dry, though I had known him long enough to recognize the mask for what it was. He was playing his cards close to his chest. This was going to be a dance, one that we had both been perfecting for centuries.

I brushed past him, giving him a casual smile and a cocky tilt of my head, indicating that I wanted him to follow me despite the fact that I no longer worked here, and it looked like he now did.

“The feeling is mutual. Since when do you sling drinks?” I chuckled, making my way to the office, not bothering to check and see if he was following me. I knew he would be, he didn’t have much of a choice.

“Since you fucking kidnapped Raf. The store needed a new bar manager, and apparently, I’m ‘just the angel for the job.’” His tone was bitter and mocking. Shooting him a dark look over my shoulder, I narrowed my eyes. We were going to need to work on that tone. He just glared back at me, and a flicker of a challenge burned in his eyes.

Yahweh clearly hadn’t been able to keep this one in line.

Smirking, I turned away.

Gabriel needed someone who could handle him. Someone who could teach him discipline. My blood turned hot at the thought of putting him on his knees and teaching him what worship meant. Though, if I ever got the chance to put him on his knees, Gabriel wouldn’t be worshiping God.

He would be worshiping chaos.

With this delicious thought in mind, I jogged down the stairs to the basement and stood by the office door, waiting for Gabriel to unlock it.

He looked annoyed and disgruntled. His auburn hair was styled with some sort of soft molding wax, so it floated in gentle waves over his head. I found myself wondering how it would feel to bury my hands in those waves while I forced my cock down his throat. I wondered if he would gag… My brow creased as I realized he probably wouldn’t, considering how long he had been serving Yahweh. I shook off a scowl. The thought of Yahweh touching him made me feel something unpleasant. Something that felt a lot like jealousy.

Hmm. That was strange. I never got jealous. I had never understood why Ramel was so possessive over Lilith. Though, if this was how he felt whenever someone else lusted after her, maybe I could understand it.

I resisted the urge to shake my head again. I couldn’t be entertaining thoughts like this, not when Gabriel was literally the first person on my list of suspects. The thought of one of our own betraying us was almost impossible to wrap my head around. It would be foolish to rule it out entirely, but it was much more likely that Gabriel was playing us than one of our own.

I stood in the doorway as Gabe helped himself to one of the rundown office chairs in the dingy, cramped space. His lip curled as he looked around the messy room, shaking his head in disgust.

“Raf was a fucking pig. This place is a sty,” he grumbled, leaning back and crossing his ankle over his knee before turning his citrine gaze up to meet mine. He looked fucking delicious sitting like that, wearing all black. It would be so easy to wrap my hands around the back of his neck and just…

“Why are you here, Shemhazai?” he asked, his brow furrowing. I wondered if I had let my face show some of what I had been thinking because there was a flicker of heat in his eyes as well. He looked me up and down, a whisper of a smirk flickering across his mouth.

“We have a rat or a mole. Whatever you want to call it, we have a fucking rodent running around squealing our secrets to Yahweh,” I said, watching him carefully.

His expression didn’t change, but he nodded his head once. “You do,” he agreed.

I raised an eyebrow. “Care to share who it is?”

He sighed. “If I knew, Shemhazai, I would have already told you.” He swiped up one of the pens that lay scattered across the messy desk and placed the cap in his mouth, marking the plastic with his perfect, white teeth. Something about the way he did it made my blood rush to my cock. “I’m not exactly in Yahweh’s good graces if my new placement is any indication,” he continued, looking around the office again with disgust. “Whoever the rat is has clearly betrayed my involvement to him. Yahweh hasn’t trusted me with new information since he unmade Mike. I suspect he put me here to keep me at arm’s length.”

His story sounded plausible. It also sounded convenient.

“Mhmm. I see,” I said, snatching up a clipboard that was hanging from a nail on the wall. It had the schedule for the entire staff for the next two weeks marked down. There were still quite a few familiar names from when I had worked here, including Sara, the little human who had almost gotten Lilith into trouble with her ex-boyfriend.

I remember that night fondly. I had stalked John to his next destination while Ramel took Lilith home, and then the two of us had taken our time ripping him to pieces in that alleyway. He had been much more submissive after I tore off the arm he hit Lilith with out of its socket.

Ah. Good times.

I took a mental note of when Sara would be in. Unlike Lilith’s plan, I didn’t need an angel to take down Voodoo. I just needed to give a human a homicidal idea. The thought of little innocent Sara planting a bomb in this shithole of an office was entertaining enough that my mask almost slipped. Keeping my thoughts to myself, I placed the clipboard back on the wall where I found it and returned my attention to Gabe.

“I want you at the feast tonight.”

“I have to work.”

I raised an eyebrow. If I had been in my cat form, my ears would have flattened.

“Excuse me?” I asked, stepping forward. I wrapped my hand around his jaw, jerking his head up to look at me. His citrine eyes burned with annoyance, but he didn’t try to pull away. “Are you telling me that you’re prioritizing Yahweh’s orders over mine?” I increased the pressure of my fingers until I was rewarded with a small, but clear, wince.

“He’ll unmake me if I push Him any further,” Gabriel said. He kept his voice calm and level, but I felt his Adam’s apple brush against my knuckles as he swallowed, causing me to grin. Leaning in, I placed my lips directly next to his ear, lingering long enough to map his scent. He smelled like bergamot and fresh air.

“And what do you think I’ll do to you, Gabriel, if you push me?” I pulled back and made sure he saw the threat in my eyes as I tenderly brushed my thumb across his jaw. I held his gaze for a long, tense moment before he finally conceded.

“Fine. I’ll find a way to be there.” He sounded bored and annoyed. It made me want to fuck the contempt right out of his mouth but now wasn’t the time. I had too much to do before tonight. Putting Gabriel in his place would need to wait.

“Good boy,” I said, firmly smacking him in the side of the face twice with an open palm. “Don’t be late. And if you show up wearing white, I’ll personally make you regret it.” I winked over my shoulder before sauntering out of the office, leaving him staring after me with a potent mix of hatred and arousal simmering in his eyes.

There were forty-one Voodoo locations in operation across the country. I had six hours to plant seeds in the human employees at as many locations as I could manage before I needed to get back to Hell to keep an eye on Lilith and Jezebel.

Whistling to myself, I strolled out the back door and into the hustle and bustle of the city streets. There were four locations right here in Gravestone. I would start with those. A smirk spread across my face. If everything went according to plan, tonight’s festivities would be… explosive, to say the least. I had made sure to make a point of inviting Gabriel to the feast because the look on his face when the bombs detonated would tell me all I needed to know about whose side he was truly on. It didn’t have anything to do with not wanting him to get caught up in the explosion.

Nope. Not at all.

I almost laughed out loud at myself. Ah, who was I kidding? I definitely didn’t want to blow him up. I wanted him to suck my fucking dick. Hard for him to do that if he was trying to regenerate from being blown into a fine pink mist.

I grinned as I came to the decision that it didn’t matter whose side he ended up being on. I would be burying myself in him either way. The only difference would be whether or not he was a prisoner or a free angel while I fucked him. The evil in me almost hoped things didn’t turn out in my favor. A little bit of hate always made the sex so much better.
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“I’ll stop wearing black when they make a darker color.”


—WEDNESDAY ADDAMS, THE ADDAMS FAMILY


After I promised Ramel I would stay, he managed to work up enough of an appetite to try my cooking. I watched him carefully as he took the first bite I offered him, wanting to see his genuine reaction.

I’d never had anyone to share my cooking with, and outside of the pumpkin gnocchi we had shared in my apartment that night, I hadn’t had many opportunities to really cook for him.

My heart squeezed as he wrapped his lips around the spoon I held up for him, his gaze never leaving mine as he let me feed him the curry. His lip twitched as I watched him swallow.

“That’s fucking delicious, deathtrap.” He praised me, and my stomach flipped.

“Really? You’re not just saying that?” I asked, suddenly feeling shy.

He shook his head. “Have I ever been one to sugarcoat shit? If I say it’s good, you know I mean it.” He was right about that. I had never looked at his ruthlessly blunt nature through that lens before. I may not always like what he was telling me, but I could at least trust him to give it to me straight.

After we ate, I snuggled into the nook under his arm, and we watched The Fall of the House of Usher.

“I can’t wait until we get to the cat episode,” I told him. “We should watch that one with Shem; he’ll love it.”

Ramel chuckled, tucking me in closer and dropping a kiss on my head.

At some point between episodes one and two, I must have dozed off because the next thing I knew, Ramel was gently shaking me awake.

“Come on, deathtrap. Time to get up. Hazai and Jezebel will be here soon.” His words were a warm caress in my ear, gently pulling me from the nap I had succumbed to.

“Mmm? I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to fall asleep,” I mumbled, sitting up and rubbing my eyes. He looked up at me from where he still lounged against our pillows, smiling.

“I’m not surprised you did. You needed to rest; you’ve had a bit of an emotionally taxing day.” He sat up and kissed my forehead before getting to his feet.

“Do you want a coffee or anything? I can have one sent to the room on my way to meet with Art.”

“That would be amazing.” I gave him a sleepy smile. I was still feeling groggy from the nap but also a little bit excited for the night ahead. I was especially pumped for the pumpkin carving contest.

Just then, the door burst open and Jezebel and Shem strolled in. Shem was looking amused, and Jezebel was looking furious.

“You’re the fucking worst,” she snapped at him, and he shrugged.

“Depends who you ask.” He winked at her, and Ramel laughed.

“What are you two arguing about?” I asked, and Jezebel glared at Shem, then pointed to her neck where a thick, pink leather collar was fastened.

“Your asshole General slapped this shit on me while I had my head in the beer fridge.”

Shem flopped down in one of the chairs by the chess table, giving her a bored look.

“Maybe don’t run your fucking mouth, and you won’t get collared. Keep it up, Jez, and I’ll lock you in the dungeons for the rest of the fucking night, and you won’t get to participate in the festivities at all.”

“You could have at least picked a color that matches my damn outfit.”

“Don’t act like you’re not going to wear black. Black goes with everything.”

“I’m a redhead, you fucking tool! Pink looks shit on me.” She whirled around and examined the collar in the wall-length mirror next to the door, prodding it angrily.

I frowned. Was she really more annoyed with the color of the collar than the fact that he had locked it around her throat? I could see the gold heart-shaped lock glinting in the green light from the fire. I didn’t say anything, but it was weirdly comforting to see someone else wearing one. It made me feel less humiliated about the fact that I had been forced to wear one for the first few weeks I had been here.

Ramel and Shem were staring at each other and I got the impression they were having a silent conversation. I would have bet my last dollar that it was about Jezebel and whether or not they really should lock her in her room in case she was the mole and was planning on trying something tonight.

“You can’t tell me there wasn’t a cute green one lying around…” she was still muttering to herself, and Shem seemed to finally lose his patience.

“Enough, Jez. Accept your punishment. You’re lucky this is all you’re getting after what you did. Lilith could have fucking died.”

She sighed and turned around to face us. “Yeah, yeah, alright,” she said, sounding a little put out. She glanced at me, her eyes softening. “I really am sorry, Lil.”

Both Ramel and Shem narrowed their eyes at her, but I couldn’t help but feel like she was being genuine.

“Don’t worry about it, I’m glad you told me,” I whispered back.

Ramel gave her a deadly smile. “If I were you, I would stay worried about it, Jezebel.”

I slapped his arm. “Okay, relax. Don’t you have a meeting to go to? Get out of here so I can get ready.”

He turned to look at me, a dangerous smile tilting his lips. He curled a ringed finger under my chin and kissed me softly. “Alright, my little deathtrap, I’ll go. I’m excited to see what you put on for me. Just make sure it’s easy to take off.” He smirked, and I rolled my eyes, pointing at the door.

“Out!” I snapped, and he chuckled. He glared at Jezebel on the way out but didn’t say anything else to antagonize her.

“Thank Satan, I thought he would never leave.” She winked at me, but Shem shot her a warning glance.

“Do what you came here to do, Jez, then get out of my sight unless you really do want me to snap a leash on that ugly pink collar.”

“So you admit it! You admit it’s ugly!” She stuck her tongue out at him, completely unphased. She gestured for me to sit down at the vanity on the other end of the room, pulling out a hairbrush and getting to work on brushing my bed hair out.

“You’re not bothered by the fact that they collared you like a dog?” I asked, wincing. It had bothered me, at least at first, though by the end, I had gotten pretty used to it.

She just shrugged and laughed. “It’s a pretty common punishment around here, and Shem’s right. I really did expect them to do much worse than this.” She started brushing my hair. “Though, somehow, I don’t think I get the added perk of fucking Ramel.” She winked. Her words shocked me.

Wait, she wanted to fuck Ramel? A strange feeling twisted in my stomach, and it wasn’t a good one. I didn’t like the idea of her touching Ramel.

Shem snorted, interrupting my thoughts. “You fucking wish, Jez. You’ll be lucky if I let you fuck anyone ever again.”

She glared at him, and I glanced back and forth between the two of them, feeling uneasy.

“Could you two maybe try to get along? It’s awkward sitting here while you bicker at each other,” I grumbled, and Shem laughed.

“Relax, Lilith, as long as Jezebel remembers her fucking place, we won’t have a problem.”

“I know my place,” she snapped.

He raised an eyebrow. “I know my place, Sir,” he corrected her. I could see the rage burning in her eyes, but she glanced at me and visibly swallowed her pride.

“I know my place, Sir,” she grumbled, and I tried not to flinch. At least neither of them had ever made me call them Sir.

‘Don’t kid yourself. You would like it.’ Mean, annoyingly honest ‘other’ Lilith was back. I shoved her back into my subconscious but couldn’t stop myself from smiling. As usual, she was right. I probably would.

“See? Was that so hard?” he asked, his tone condescendingly sweet. “Now we can focus on getting Lil ready.” His green eyes flashed with mischief. “I call picking out the dress. You handle the hair and makeup,” he ordered, sliding out of his seat and over to the wardrobe.

“What do you think, Lil? Feeling elegant and regal, or hot and flirty?” He tapped his index finger on his lips as he perused the options in the wardrobe.

“Are those the only options? What about cute and casual?”

He glanced at me, looking appalled. “You’re not going to Hell’s Annual Samhain Dumb Feast on the night of your coronation looking cute.” He turned back to the wardrobe, his green eyes igniting with excitement.

“You’ve got to look so hot Ramel fucking busts a nut in his pants as soon as he lays eyes on you.”

I groaned and dropped my head into my hands. These demons were going to be the death of me.
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“Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand.”


—WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, TITUS ANDRONICUS


My jaw was aching from clenching it so hard. I hated having Jezebel in the same room as Lilith. I just didn’t trust her anymore. I knew Hazai wouldn’t let anything happen to Lilith while I was away, but there was an aching pit of dread in my gut that I just couldn’t shake. At least he put the collar on her. There was a magical tracker in the heart-shaped lock, so if she tried anything and whisked Lilith away, we would at least know where she was.

Yahweh or an angel couldn’t take Lilith out of Hell, but a demon could. It was something we had never had to worry about before, but until we knew for sure who the mole was, Lilith was in danger.

My insides were twisted with guilt and anxiety. In a way, the thousand years I had spent without my memories had been peaceful. I hadn’t known the pain of watching someone I loved suffer. I’d just been happy to indulge my sadistic tendencies without remorse. I had always enjoyed causing pain, but it was different when you loved the person you were hurting. It was difficult for me to reconcile Lilith now with the Lilith from before. The old Lilith enjoyed pain and would often beg me to hurt her. I knew this present version of her was a masochist as well—I could tell by the way her pussy wept for me whenever I bit her or held her down. However, this Lilith didn’t have a healthy relationship with her love of pain, and it was my fucking fault.

Depending on how things went after she got her memories back, I resolved to try to start over with her. Reintroduce her to all the things I knew she loved, but do so in a way that made her feel safe.

She hadn’t told me that she loved me, but she had said she didn’t hate me, and that had to at least count for something.

With my mind preoccupied, I entered the office to find Art already waiting for me. He was staring into the fire with a pensive look on his face.

“Art,” I said, by way of greeting. He jumped slightly, as if pulling himself out of deep thought before turning to face me. His lips pursed into a grim line, and there was a wariness in his ice-blue gaze.

“How is she?” he asked. I hadn’t seen him since the torture chambers, and though I was still angry with him for being so irresponsible, the concern in his gaze eased my irritation.

I let out a deep sigh and shrugged. “She’s up and down.” I had a feeling she would be up and down for a long time. Recovery wasn’t a straight line, and she had been right. The damage I had caused was not something that could be healed with a few I love you’s and a bubble bath. It was going to take time, dedication, and trust.

“I’m sorry. I should have been more careful.”

I glared at him. “Yes. You should have, but there’s nothing we can do about it now; the damage is done.” He nodded and slid his hands into his pockets.

“Shemhazai said he asked Gabriel to come and that he would also be attending the feast.” Art changed the subject, his brow furrowing in concern. “Do we really think that’s a good idea? If he’s the mole, who knows what he’ll get up to while he’s here? He could try to free Raf, or worse, hurt Lilith.”

“That’s exactly why we invited him. He’ll out himself pretty fucking quickly if he does anything besides participate in the pumpkin carving contest and the feast.” I gave Art a sharp look. “You will be assigned babysitting duty while he’s here. I don’t want you to let him out of your sight.”

Art stared at me for a long moment before nodding once. “Yes, Sir.”

I stepped toward him, getting in his personal space. He didn’t flinch or move, but I didn’t miss the way the blood drained from his face. He recognized my threat for what it was.

“If you fuck this assignment up, Art, you’re done. I don’t give a shit if Hazai has a soft spot for you. I will fucking unmake you if you let that snitch anywhere near my wife tonight. Is that understood?”

Art swallowed and nodded. “Yes, Sir,” he replied, casting his gaze down respectfully. I took a small step back and pointed down to my boot.

“On your knees. Lick it,” I ordered. “Show me that you still know how to fucking obey.”

Art didn’t hesitate; he dropped to his hands and knees before me and ran his tongue over the toe of my boot. I watched him with a grim sense of satisfaction. Due to the promise I made to Lilith, I couldn’t hurt him for what he had done, but there were other ways to punish him.

He glanced up at me, silently asking if I was satisfied. I snarled. “Did I tell you to stop?” His expression darkened, and he dropped his face back down, continuing to clean my boot with his tongue.

When Gabriel entered, I still hadn’t allowed Art to stop, and the angel raised an elegant eyebrow.

I glanced over at him and cocked my head to the side at his all-black attire. I had never seen him in anything but white before. If he thought putting on the color of our people would make me trust him, he was sorely mistaken. It would take more than that to get him off my shit list.

“Do you have to pay extra for the spit shine?” he asked sarcastically as he made his way to the nearest couch, sprawling out on it with his legs spread before him as if he belonged here. I narrowed my eyes on him.

“Unless you want to clean the other boot, I would watch your fucking mouth, Gabriel,” I snarled, snapping my fingers at Art and turning my attention back to him.

“Have you had enough?” I asked, and he nodded, keeping his lips pressed firmly against the leather of my boot. “Thank me for the opportunity to earn my forgiveness.”

“Thank you, Sir, for the opportunity,” Art said, his voice carefully steady. Satisfied that I hadn’t detected a hint of defiance in his tone, I conceded.

“Get up,” I ordered, and he immediately obeyed. He licked his lips and winked at Gabe.

“Just another day in Hell. Still sure you want to join us?” he asked. His tone was upbeat, but there was something tight in his expression that told me he knew he was still on thin ice with me.

Gabriel, on the other hand, was staring at us with an unmistakable heat in his eyes. He didn’t respond; he just nodded his head once. The green light of the fire danced in his citrine eyes, and the corner of his lip curled.

“You ever lick Shem’s boots?” he asked Art, and they stared at each other long enough that even I felt the tension.

“Enough,” I snapped. “We’re here to discuss your roles this evening.”

The two of them seemed to have trouble tearing their eyes away from one another, but after a beat, they both turned their attention back to me. I pursed my lips. There seemed to be some sort of rivalry brewing between them, and I felt that it had something to do with Shemhazai.

“Art, outside of Jezebel, who else knows about our plans to plant idea seeds in the Voodoo GMs?” I didn’t mention the fact that Hazai’s backup plan was already in play. If either of them were playing double agent, I wanted them to believe that our plans had truly been thwarted.

Art threw a glare back at Gabriel. “You mean besides Gabe? No one.” His tone was accusatory.

“Alright. Gabriel, you will have the very important role of identifying and incapacitating any and all Voodoo GMs that attend the feast tonight. Once you have apprehended them, you and Art will work together to plant the idea seeds in them before they wake up. It’s important that they wake up without knowing they have been compromised. Do you think the two of you can handle this task? Or do I need to lock you up and find someone more competent?”

Gabriel scoffed. “If I had known I was going to be actively going undercover, you should have let me wear white.”

I forced myself to keep the surprise off my face. So Shemhazai had ordered him to wear black.

Interesting.

I gave him a condescending sneer. “I thought you were the type to rise to a challenge, Gabriel. Are you telling me you can’t handle this task? I don’t have room for incompetent fools on my Watcher’s council.”

He narrowed his eyes on me. “Of course I can handle it,” he snapped, and I snarled, taking a step forward. I wrapped my hand around his jaw, squeezing hard enough that he would have bruised if he were mortal.

“Watch your fucking tone, or I’ll put you on your knees faster than you can say ‘amen.’” If he wanted to be on the council, he would need to learn now who was in charge, and it sure as fuck wasn’t him.

He dropped his gaze, abasing himself respectfully, and I let him go, stepping away.

“Good. Now, I’ve already said this to Art, but I’m now saying it to you. If either of you fail tonight, and if anything happens to Lilith, I will unmake you both. So, if either of you have any ideas or plans to betray me, you better make sure it’s fucking worth it.”

They both stared at me with solemn expressions, and I raised an eyebrow expectantly.

“Is that understood?”

Art and Gabriel exchanged a look before nodding.

“Yes, Sir.” They agreed in unison, and I felt my lip curl. I was going to find out who betrayed us, and I was going to make them wish they had never been made in the first place.

The way the two of them were looking at me told me they knew there would be no mercy for the culprit. I still couldn’t be sure which one of them had done it, but I would figure it out, even if I had to raze Heaven, Hell, and Earth to do it.
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“A person should always choose a costume which is in direct contrast to her own personality.”


—LUCY VAN PELT, IT’S THE GREAT PUMPKIN, CHARLIE BROWN


Icould barely recognize the woman looking back at me in the mirror. Shem slid up behind me, pulling my long hair back over my shoulder. He gently kissed up the side of my neck.

“You look incredible, Lilith,” he murmured against my skin, drawing his fingers up and down my bare arms so gently that my skin erupted in gooseflesh.

Jezebel had braided half of my hair up and around my head and left the rest down, curling it into long, loose waves that hung down my shoulders.

The dress Shem had chosen for me was made out of a fabric that I was certain didn’t exist on Earth. It seemed to be made of black liquid. It clung to my curves so intimately that it left nothing to the imagination. The sleeves draped off my shoulders, leaving my collarbones exposed, and there was a long, scandalous slit up the front of my left leg that stopped at my hips.

When I moved, the folds in the liquid silk seemed to turn to a deep crimson before my eyes, as if the material couldn’t decide what color it wanted to be. The warring shades of midnight and scarlet bled together in intricate lacelike patterns at the slightest touch.

My makeup was so expertly applied that I could barely tell I was wearing any, except for the fact that my moss-green eyes seemed impossibly large, and my lips looked too plush to be my own.

“Fucking hell, Lilith. You’re hot as fuck.” Jezebel grinned at me through the mirror as Shem continued to gently worship each piece of exposed flesh with his lips, causing me to shiver. “Ramel doesn’t stand a chance.”

“He’s going to be so pleased with you,” Shem murmured in my ear, his hot breath causing me to tighten, making my arousal painfully obvious beneath the dress. I smirked and swatted at Shem, laughing nervously.

I wasn’t sure why, but I felt strangely nervous about seeing Ramel. What if he didn’t like it? Would I care if he didn’t?

Yes, I would care. I wanted him to like how I looked. I wanted to please him. I wanted him to want me, even though he had told me time and time again that he already did.

I tried not to dwell on the sharp pang of guilt that battered through my chest at the thought that I was beginning to truly crave his affection. I couldn’t live for eternity fighting this. He had been right. I needed to try to forgive myself. I needed to try to move on and let myself be happy.

Shem laced his fingers through mine. Jezebel had taken quite a bit of time with my hands; she had painted them black with a body paint that had dried so thoroughly on my skin that it didn’t transfer when I touched things. She had tipped each finger with long, glossy black nails that were sharpened to a murderous point.

“This is what you looked like before Yahweh turned you mortal,” Shem said, his voice thick with longing and a melancholy sort of sadness. I glanced down at our entwined hands curiously.

“This is what Ramel’s hands look like when he’s in his Reaper form. Well, without the nails,” I laughed.

Jezebel came up to my other side, grinning. She had changed as well, into a backless, form-fitting cocktail dress. Just as Shem had predicted, her dress was black, but it sparkled when she moved, giving the illusion that she was wearing a piece of the night sky. Her black stilettos clipped on the ground as she stepped closer to me, making her appear much taller than she actually was.

She had been right about the pink collar. It did take away from the elegance of the outfit. Black leather would have suited her better, but I had a feeling messing with her aesthetic was part of the punishment.

She threaded her fingers through my other hand and smiled down at me.

“You ready, little Hell Queen?” she asked, the title rolling off her tongue easily. I almost laughed, but they were both watching me so seriously it suddenly didn’t seem funny. I swallowed and nodded.

“Yeah. Let’s go.”
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We made our way to the dining hall, where I was told the majority of the festivities would be held. The halls were bustling with demons who had dressed for the occasion. Females floated by in massive gothic gowns, and the men were in three-piece suits; some had gone as far as donning top hats and black gloves. All of them looked incredible. As outlandish as most of the outfits were, none of them really felt like costumes. It simply felt as if I had stepped into another time.

Every demon we passed either bowed or curtseyed to me as we walked, and I felt my cheeks flush redder and redder the closer we came to the hall.

“What is this adorable little blush for?” Shem asked, pinching my cheek playfully.

“I’m just not used to being the center of attention,” I whispered in a hushed tone. I had spent my whole life trying my best to fly under the radar. I always kept my head down and worked hard to go unnoticed. To all of a sudden be treated like royalty was an adjustment. “I feel like everyone’s looking at me.”

“That’s because they are.” Jezebel beamed at me, something like pride shining in her eyes. “As they should, girl. You’re fucking stunning, and you’re our queen. We’ve been waiting for you for millennia. Everyone is super excited to have you back here where you belong.”

I wiped my sweating palms on the front of my dress, smiling at her nervously. “I don’t feel like a queen. I just feel like me.”

Shem threw his arm over my shoulders and waved his arm ahead of us, using his magic to open the large double doors that led to the dining hall. “You’ll always be you, Lilith,” he purred, smirking at my expression as I took in the transformed dining room before us. “You just happen to also be the Queen of Hell.”

The three of us stepped over the threshold into the nearly unrecognizable space. All the tables had been cleared out to the perimeter of the massive room, revealing a large dance floor that was lit from beneath with a haunting violet light.

Couples waltzed across the floor in perfect synchronicity to the haunting notes of the bone organ that had been set up in the far corner. A beautiful female demon dressed in an ancient gothic gown played the instrument expertly, her entire body moving in pace with the music as she played.

The ceiling had been bewitched to show the endless night sky with a thousand jack-o’-lanterns floating over our heads, bobbing like apples in mid-air. Green flames flickered in the hollow shells of the cream, mauve, and licorice-colored pumpkins, adding an eerie ambiance to the already otherworldly violet glow that emanated from beneath the feet of the dancers. The long table that Ramel, Shem, and I typically ate was nowhere to be seen. Only the large black-lacquer throne they normally sat me in remained. Standing next to the throne, looking fucking impeccable in an all-black suit, was my husband.

Ramel stood with a sort of otherworldly confidence that made me wonder how I had ever believed he was human when I had thought he was Reaver. His hands were in his pockets, and his hazel eyes snapped to meet mine the moment I entered the room, as if we were two magnets doomed to be drawn to one another for eternity.

Without taking his eyes off me, Ramel took a step forward. The dancers seemed to naturally part for him, clearing a path between us. My heart fluttered in my chest as he approached. He looked like he was in pain, and I frowned at the tightness in his jaw. The world fell away with each step he took, and the soul-stirring notes from the bone organ wrapped us up in a cocoon of stinging emotion.

Shem squeezed my fingers gently before sliding away, leaving me alone with Ramel, who was looking at me as if he were a dying man and I was the last earthly being he would ever see.

“Lilith,” he said, his voice rough with emotion. He swallowed and reached out with gentle fingers, tucking a strand of my hair back behind my ear. “You look beautiful.”

I gave him a shaky smile, unsure why I felt so nervous. I had spent every second of the last month in his presence. He had seen me at my worst, but this moment felt significant somehow. It felt monumental as if two worlds that had been on a collision course for so long were finally slamming into one another.

He held out a hand to me, bending at the waist as he did so. The movement felt like it belonged in another time, but he made it look effortless and suave.

“Dance with me?” he asked, watching my face so intently I felt he could read my thoughts.

“I don’t know how,” I whispered, and the corner of his mouth tilted up.

“I do. I won’t let you fall.”

I glanced down at his hand, and for some reason, I felt like he was talking about more than just dancing.

“You promise?” I asked, and his expression sobered.

“I promise, Lilith. Take my hand.”

I met his eyes for one final beat as he waited for me to accept his invitation. Finally, I slid my fingers into his waiting palm and was rewarded with the most tender look I had ever seen on his devilishly handsome face.

Without another word, he tugged me into his chest and swept me away onto the dancefloor, seamlessly merging us into the perfect choreography alongside the rest of the dancers.

At first, I felt stiff and awkward next to him. I didn’t know where to put my feet and was worried I would trample all over his toes. I glanced up at him with flushed cheeks, finding myself feeling unsure.

He smiled down at me with one hand nestled gently on my waist. “Don’t overthink it; just let me lead,” he murmured into my ear. Instead of trying to anticipate his next step, I relaxed into him and allowed my body to just react to the movement. The achingly familiar scent of frankincense flooded my senses, and I was suddenly overwhelmed with a feeling of nostalgia.

“We’ve done this before, haven’t we?” I asked, my voice so quiet I wasn’t sure he would hear me over the painfully beautiful music.

His eyes shone, and he nodded.

“Many times.”

My heart squeezed, and for reasons I didn’t understand, I felt like I might cry.

“I… I have this feeling in my chest,” I admitted, and he cocked his head to the side, watching me carefully as he spun us expertly across the glowing violet floor. He didn’t speak. He just waited, giving me room to get there on my own.

“I feel like I’ve missed you.” My voice cracked, and a warm, shivering tear slid down my cheek as I looked up at him. “I’ve missed you so much—but that doesn’t make any sense. You’ve been here this whole time.”

Without letting go of me or even missing a step, he leaned forward and kissed away the tear that had fallen. I quivered in his arms and swallowed against the painful tightness that had grown in my throat.

“It makes sense, Lilith,” he murmured against my cheek. “I’ve missed you too.” He pulled back, and his own eyes looked glossier than usual. His voice was rough, and that tightness in his jaw seemed to have intensified.

“I’ve missed you so much that sometimes I am grateful that Yahweh gave me a thousand years without your memory because I don’t know that I would have survived that long without you by my side.”

The song began to slow down, and he expertly moved us closer to the throne as the final notes trembled around us.

He brought us to a halt and turned to face the massive crowd of demons. They had also stopped dancing and had turned their attention to us as if waiting for a speech of some kind.

I scanned the crowd and frowned as reality seemed to flicker in and out of focus around us. Suddenly, the great hall disappeared, and I saw a brief flash of a bustling city street. The phenomenon only lasted a moment before I found myself back in our dining hall. Ramel squeezed my fingers gently when I tensed and leaned over to murmur in my ear.

“The veil is thinning. We’ll begin to get more and more frequent flashes of Heaven and Earth.”

“Can they see through to Hell the same way?” I wondered out loud.

“Most humans are blind to such things, but the angels can see us.” He gestured to the crowd of demons still watching us, and I gaped as several angels in both their winged and human forms stepped through holes in the air where the veil was thinnest.

“We usually call a truce on Samhain,” Ramel explained. “It’s too easy for us to step into each other’s domains. It makes more sense to just agree to party instead of fight when the worlds are so closely intertwined.”

“This is unbelievable,” I whispered, running my fingers through the air in front of me and marveling at how the threads of reality seemed to shimmer and sparkle beneath my fingertips. It was as if I were strumming the strings of a harp.

He slid a hand around my waist and gently tugged me closer to his side, dropping a soft kiss on the top of my head.

“The night has only just begun,” he said ominously before taking a small step forward.

“Demons and angels!” He addressed the room, and everyone fell deathly silent. Shem appeared on my left, a mischievous smirk painted on his face. Ramel paused and glanced at me, excitement causing his eyes to burn beneath the candlelight.

“In the shadows of the Samhain moon, I present to you your lost queen.” Ramel’s voice boomed through the room, demanding rapt attention from every single demon and angel in attendance.

“Now free from the unjust purgatorial grasp of Yahweh, Lilith will reclaim her throne.”

My heart was pounding in my chest. The room was so quiet, and Ramel’s words were so heavy I was struggling to come to terms with the reality of what was happening.

This was real. These demons were truly going to crown me as their queen. I swallowed, suddenly missing the days when my biggest problems had been making rent.

Shem stepped forward and took over. Ramel waved his hand in the air before him, and my eyes widened as a crown of black flowers materialized out of thin air. He moved to stand behind me as Shemhazai addressed the waiting crowd.

“For thousands of years, we have suffered through Yahweh’s reign.” Shem’s voice cut like a guillotine through the silence, and several of the angels in attendance physically winced.

“He nearly eradicated the mortals, trapped our queen in His bowl of nothing, and turned our king against her. He trapped our words and used us as pawns in His sick games.”

His anger was palpable and contagious. It spread like a virus through the audience, and I saw his rage reflected back at us in many of our guests’ faces.

“Tonight, Lilith will ascend into her true power, and we will end Yahweh’s reign once and for all. He will be punished for His sins, and we will relish in His suffering!”

Cheers exploded from the demons in attendance. The angels began to shuffle, eyes darting back and forth restlessly. This wasn’t just a coronation; this was a declaration of war. Knowing that Samhain was usually a truce, the weight of Shem’s words buzzed through me. This night was more than just me reclaiming my throne; this night marked the beginning of Ramel and Shem’s final stand against God.

A potent cocktail of pride and fear rolled through me. I straightened and held my head high, looking out at my soon-to-be subjects with a growing sense of responsibility.

They were mine. They were all mine, and I would do whatever needed to be done to protect them from Yahweh.

The dining hall flickered in and out of focus again. This time, instead of the mortal realm, I caught a glimpse of Heaven. I thought I could see a silhouette of a man standing by what I knew was the pit that held Yahweh’s Sorter of Souls. However, before I could get too close of a look, reality shivered back into focus again, and I was back in the House of the Fallen.

Once the cheers had died down, Shem continued. “Ramel, Lilith’s Reaper of Death and Keeper of the Scythe, shall crown her.”

I felt the tiny hairs on my head brush against the crown of deadly flowers as Ramel lowered the piece onto my brow. Once it was settled, he wrapped his hands around my hips and pulled me firmly back into him, biting down on the side of my neck hard enough to make me gasp.

“Mine,” he growled into my ear as the demons erupted into another explosion of cheers. I shuddered and leaned back into his chest as he glared out at the audience over my shoulder. I knew he was giving them a silent threat. I was his, and he would kill anyone who threatened me. Now that we had access to a scepter, no one was safe from Ramel’s wrath.

“Bow down, citizens of darkness, and hail the return of Lilith, our eternal queen. Let the flames of Hell burn through Yahweh’s repressive restraints, and from the ashes, a new era will dawn. A reign born of temptation and fucking damnation!”

Shem roared the last line of his speech, and the demons that had already been cheering exploded in excitement. They began throwing themselves to the ground, bowing before us.

For a long moment, the angels remained still, clearly unsure of how to proceed. Then, to my shock, an angel dressed all in black with auburn hair got to his knees and bowed his head along with the rest of the demons. Several other angels followed suit, and my heart skipped a beat in my chest.

What did that mean?

“Do you see that, Lilith?” Ramel’s hot breath against my ear sent a roll of pleasure through my core. “Do you see how they bow for you? Even Heaven’s angels get on their knees for the Queen of Hell.” He bit into my neck again. I felt my nipples peak beneath my dress, and he ran his fingers lightly over my breasts, growling against me in approval.

“Does the sight of them groveling before you excite you?” he asked, nipping the side of my neck gently. I glanced over at Shem to find him watching us, his eyes shining with amusement.

“I think it does. Tell us, Lilith. Tell us how much you enjoy the sight of them crawling at your feet.”

Ramel’s grip tightened on my hips, and he slid his fingers over my dress, tracing lazy circles over my midriff. “Tell me you like it.”

I couldn’t deny it. I liked it. I was burning with a rush of possessiveness and power. I had never felt powerful before, and now, watching all these immortal beings debase themselves before me made me suddenly feel invincible. It made me feel for the first time like I mattered.

“I like it,” I whispered, and both Shem’s and Ramel’s lips curled at my words.

“We knew you would, deathtrap.” Ramel kissed the side of my cheek from behind as we looked out together over the hall filled with our people.

“Welcome home,” he whispered, and I felt an unfamiliar rush of happiness swell in my chest at his words.

Home.

This was my home.

Reality flickered again, and the outline of the man I had seen standing by Yahweh’s Sorter of Souls seemed to be staring at me. I couldn’t make out his face in the sudden blinding white of Heaven that bore through the fabric of reality. It took a moment for me to realize that I couldn’t make out the man’s face because it always seemed to be changing.

Was that Yahweh?

I could feel God’s wrath through the thin veil that separated our two worlds and shivered.

Something about the way His unearthly eyes bore into me told me that this night would be the end of life as I knew it.

I just wasn’t sure if the ending would be a happy one.
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“In a cat’s eyes, all things belong to cats.”


—ENGLISH PROVERB


After my coronation, the feast began. The dance floor was cleared, and tables with black tablecloths and ornate gourd-inspired centerpieces appeared.

The long table where we normally sat for breakfast reappeared. Much like the first morning I had breakfast in Hell, Ramel perched me on his lap in what I had come to realize was our throne. Shem sat in his usual place to our right, and I asked Jezebel to sit on my left. She looked surprised but pleased by my invitation and settled in next to me.

Before my eyes, charcuterie boards appeared, filled with every cheese you could imagine. Fruit, nuts, and little pots filled with jams and honey manifested on the tables, making my mouth water. I immediately leaned forward to make myself a cracker. Ramel pinched my hip playfully, causing me to jump.

“Are you going to make me one of those?” he asked, looking pointedly at the little cracker I had spread with a soft gorgonzola. I grinned and rolled my eyes, stuffing the cheesy snack into his mouth.

“Happy?” I asked, and he grinned at me devilishly while he chewed, his hazel eyes glinting in the green light.

‘Very,’ he purred into my mind, pulling my hips more firmly into his lap.

I was twisting around to prepare another cracker when the angel with the auburn hair approached.

“What do you want, Gabriel?” Ramel asked the angel, sounding bored. I frowned. I had come to learn that when Ramel sounded bored, it really meant he had his guard up and considered the person he was speaking to as a threat. I glanced over at Shem to find him sprawled back in his chair. He was watching the angel with an amused look on his face.

The angel straightened from his bow and slid his hands into his pockets. He answered Ramel, though he was looking at Shem while he spoke.

“I came to request a seat with the General.” A small but sinister smile curled on the angel’s lips. “Considering I was personally invited by Shemhazai, I was hoping to be granted an audience.”

Shem looked like a cat who had just caught himself a fat fish.

“What makes you think you deserve a seat up here with us?” Shem asked, his tone dark and full of mischief.

Gabriel’s eyes flashed, and his smirk widened. “If you don’t feel that I do, then I’m willing to do what is necessary to earn it.”

Shem groaned and dropped his head back, running his hand down the front of his face. “Fuck, Gabriel. You’re making me hard.”

I giggled and exchanged a look with Jezebel. Was this angel flirting with Shem? Gabriel’s grin widened just as a creamy soup manifested in the gleaming silver bowls that sat before us. The first course was a pumpkin soup, and I fingered the matte black spoon that sat next to the dish, marveling at how beautifully everything had come together. Shem really did know how to throw a party. I would give him that.

“Does that mean you’ll let me sit with you?” The angel asked, and Shem dropped his chin in his hand, leaning his elbow on the table.

“No. If I let you sit with me, I’ll end up fucking you in front of all these demons… which normally wouldn’t be a problem.” Shem winked. “But this is Lilith’s night. I don’t want to steal her thunder.” Shem’s eyes trailed up and down the angel’s body before he continued. “You look good in black, though. I suppose I could allow you to kneel at my feet. If you’re a good boy, maybe I’ll reward you after the party.”

Gabriel looked unsure for a moment. “Kneel at your feet?” He glanced over his shoulder to the room full of immortals who had tucked into their first course. Many of them were watching this interaction as intently as Ramel, Jezebel, and I were. It was clear he wasn’t comfortable submitting to Shem in such a public setting.

The smile vanished from Shem’s face. “I thought you said you would be willing to do what was necessary to earn a place next to me?” Shem challenged, his expression flipping from playful to authoritarian in an instant. I had seen him pull that same switch on me countless times. It was all fun and games with Shem until you disobeyed. “Get on your knees before I put you there.”

“He did this to himself, really,” Jezebel quipped, taking a large sip of wine. “He shouldn’t have come up here.”

Ramel reached around me and scooped up some soup, bringing the spoon to my lips. I opened for him and moaned. It was delicious. The soup had been seasoned with hazelnut and cloves. Fucking perfection.

“He wants Hazai to dominate him. He just doesn’t know how to ask for it yet,” Ramel said. I turned back to meet his gaze. He no longer looked bored, just amused.

“Is that how you felt about me? I never asked to be dominated, yet you just helped yourself.”

Ramel chuckled. “You do want to be dominated, deathtrap,” he insisted, tracing the tip of the now-empty spoon gently over my lips. “I can tell by how wet your pussy gets when I force you to obey.” I couldn’t hide my shiver, and his grin widened. “Now, be quiet and watch the show,” he said, gently turning my head back to face Gabriel. He was still hesitating when Art appeared. He looked annoyed.

“What are you doing up here? Get back to your assigned seat,” Art ordered, and Gabriel glared at him. Apparently, that was all the convincing he needed to finally heed Shem’s order. He stalked around the table and stood next to Shem. His expression was tight, and I could tell he was still fighting an internal battle. Shem leaned back in his seat, spreading his legs wide. He looked up at Gabriel with a cocky smile on his lips and raised an eyebrow.

“Well? I don’t have all night, Gabe. Get on your fucking knees, or get out of here.”

Art made a strangled sound of protest, and Gabe met his gaze before finally making his decision. He dropped to his knees on the floor next to Shem, staring directly at Art as he did so.

“Shemhazai has assigned me a new seat.” He smirked, and even I could hear the taunting challenge in his tone.

“Hmm, well, this just got a hell of a lot more interesting,” Jezebel quipped, idly stirring her soup as we watched their little drama unfold.

Shem reached out and ran his fingers through Gabriel’s thick hair, stroking him like he was a favored pet. Both Gabe’s and Art’s cheeks flushed, though I assumed for very different reasons.

“Such a good boy,” Shem purred, grinning down at Gabe. “You’ve earned a treat.” He plucked a grape off one of the cheese boards and held it up to the angel’s lips. “Open up,” he ordered. Gabriel’s cheeks flushed an even deeper shade of red, but he maintained eye contact with Art as he did what he was told, opening his mouth and accepting the grape Shem had offered.

“Shemhazai,” Art said, his expression tight. “May I have a word?”

Shem barely looked at him; he seemed too engrossed by the angel who had willingly knelt at his side. Running a thumb over the male’s lips, he nearly purred.

“I wonder what else you would do to earn the right to fill up this pretty mouth…” he murmured, though it sounded like he was speaking to himself more than Gabe.

“Shemhazai!” Art barked, finally getting Shem’s attention. The cat demon’s head snapped to face Art, and his expression was no longer playful; it was angry.

“Raise your voice to me again, Art, and see what fucking happens,” he snarled, his pupils turning to slits in the green light.

“Holy shit,” Jezebel said, and I felt my eyes widen.

“He’s actually mad,” I murmured. I hadn’t ever seen Shem truly mad before. The closest I had seen him to angry was at the forced wedding when I had accepted Art’s bullshit offer to help me escape.

The blood drained from Art’s face, and for a moment, I almost felt bad for him.

“Shemhazai, I just want⁠—”

“Do I fucking look like I care what you want, Arteqoph?” Shem snapped at him. “Your carelessness put Lilith in danger—she could have died.” Shem stood up suddenly, his chair scraping back. He placed both palms flat on the table and pinned Art with a glare. “We told you to keep Mike’s death under wraps, and the first thing you did was tell Jezebel. You didn’t even have the fucking foresight to make sure she knew it was confidential information.”

Art dropped to his knees, bowing his head until his chin hit his chest.

“I’m sorry, it was a mistake.”

Shem hissed. “I don’t have time for demons who make mistakes. Especially mistakes that put my queen in danger.”

“Shem—”

“You no longer have permission to speak. In the unlikely event that I deign to speak to you, you will address me as Sir. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Get out of my fucking sight before I string you up next to Rafael.”

Art got to his feet, looking furious and humiliated.

Gabriel was looking pleased, and Jezebel just seemed annoyed. “I can’t believe you didn’t tell me it was a secret,” she muttered, and Art’s gaze snapped to hers.

“Shut up, Jezebel. You would have been fucking happy if Lilith died, then you would have had Ramel all to yourself. That was probably your plan this whole time. You’re trying to throw me under the bus to save your own ass,” he snarled, and Jezebel’s mouth dropped open in shock.

Gabriel rolled his eyes, causing Art to turn his attention to him. “And you! You think I can’t see through this fucking act? Shemhazai is the most powerful demon in all of Hell. Of course you would try to get close to him. I’m going to expose you both; just you fucking watch.” Without another word, Art turned on his heel and stormed out of the dining hall, slamming ruthlessly into any demon or angel unlucky enough to get in his way.

I felt heat rush to my face as the hall fell silent. Everyone was staring at us.

Jezebel looked horrified, and Ramel’s mouth settled into a firm, angry line.

“Shemhazai—” Gabriel was the first to try and speak, but Shem hissed at him, his face contorted with rage.

“Did I say you could speak?”

Gabriel swallowed but shook his head. “No, Sir.” He dropped his gaze, and Shem relaxed slightly.

“You will stay right where you are so I can keep an eye on you,” Shem growled before turning his attention to me. “Lilith… you ok?” he asked, his tone considerably softer.

“Deathtrap…” Ramel said, his voice full of concern. I glanced back at him to find he was looking pale and anxious. Frowning, I turned to look at Jezebel. Her entire face was flushed with guilt, and her lip was clenched between her teeth.

“Did you two… Were you together?” I asked, unsure why the thought made me feel so sick to my stomach.

You know why. You’re jealous.

The other Lilith who lived in my head was stronger now, more than ever. She was beginning to feel less and less like a separate entity. She was me, and she loved Ramel. The other Lilith may not have been monogamous, but I was. I couldn’t lie to myself. The thought of Ramel being intimate with anyone other than me upset me.

“Never,” Ramel said immediately.

I frowned at Jezebel. “You said something while we were getting ready. You said that you wished you had the added benefit of fucking Ramel… something like that.” I watched her carefully, and she pursed her lips.

“Listen, I definitely wouldn’t have said no if Ramel invited me to his bed while you were gone. I even approached him a few times. He’s the King of Hell, any demon would be lucky to have him. The old Lilith didn’t mind sharing… but clearly, the idea upsets you. I would never do anything like that if you didn’t want me to.”

“It doesn’t upset me,” I snapped, and Jezebel gave me a pitying look, clearly not believing me.

“Deathtrap, I’ve never touched Jezebel in that way,” Ramel said softly. He looked like he was terrified I was going to bolt.

“I want to go outside and get some fresh air.”

Ramel’s frown deepened. “Alright, let’s go.”

“Alone,” I said, and he sighed.

“You know I can’t let you do that, Lilith. You’re mortal until midnight, and the veil is practically non-existent right now. It’s too dangerous.”

Suddenly, Shem interjected. I watched him lean lazily back in his chair, crossing an ankle over his knee. He tossed a grape in the air and caught it effortlessly in his mouth while absently running his fingers through Gabriel’s thick auburn hair.

“Relax, Lil. Ramel hasn’t fucked another demon in over four thousand years. He’s been saving himself for you.” He winked at me. “I made sure of it.”

“I don’t care if he did.” I lied, and Shem barked out a laugh.

“Sure you don’t; that’s why you’re all tense and red.”

I narrowed my eyes on him, but he just grinned. “Chill, Lil, enjoy the feast. The pumpkin carving contest is starting soon, we’ll dance some more and have some drinks. Forget what Art said and have a good night. He’s never been one to accept his punishments gracefully. He was just having a temper tantrum.” He curled his fingers into Gabe’s hair and yanked his head back, looking him in the eyes with that dangerous grin still painted on his face.

“You’re not going to give me trouble like Art does, are you? You’re going to be a good boy.”

Gabriel licked his lips and glanced at the three of us nervously. Ramel cuddled me closer to him and smirked at the angel.

“Answer him, Gabe. Unless you want him to punish you too.”

“He’ll do it,” Jezebel confirmed, tugging on her ugly pink collar.

Gabriel swallowed, but the heat in his eyes was unmistakable. Ramel was right. A part of him wanted this. He wouldn’t have approached the table and offered to do whatever it took to earn Shem’s approval if he didn’t.

The rush of wetness that bloomed beneath my dress from watching him submit to Shem told me that as much as I denied it, I craved it too.

“Yes, Sir. I’ll be good,” Gabe said, and Shem’s grin widened.

“Such a good boy. Open up; you’ve earned another treat.” This time, when Gabe opened his mouth, Shem dropped a thick string of saliva onto his tongue. The angel’s eyes widened in shock, but he didn’t reject it. Shem looked like he had won the fucking lottery.

“Swallow and say thank you,” Shem ordered.

I felt Ramel harden beneath me as the angel did just that. Ramel gently rubbed my thigh and kissed the side of my neck.

I turned to look at him, still feeling the sting from the thought of him fucking Jezebel. Though the rush of arousal that had overcome me from watching Shem and Gabe’s little show had dampened the feelings of uneasiness.

“You promise you never fucked her?” I asked, quietly enough that I hoped no one else could hear.

The corner of Ramel’s mouth twitched.

“Would it bother you if I had?” he asked, running his fingers gently up and down the inside of my thigh. I squirmed in his lap, and he chuckled.

“Yes,” I finally admitted. There was no use in lying. Ramel’s smile widened, and my heart fluttered. He liked that it would have bothered me.

“I promise I’ve never fucked her, deathtrap. I have no intention of ever fucking anyone but you.” He leaned forward and kissed me softly.

“Now, finish your soup so we can start the next course. If you keep looking at me like that, I won’t make it through dinner without bending you over this table.”
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“Magic is really very simple; all you’ve got to do is want something and then let yourself have it.”


—AGGIE CROMWELL, “HALLOWEENTOWN”


After the feast, Shem had the head table cleared and set with the pumpkins chosen for the contest. Lilith insisted that I participate this year.

“I picked a pumpkin for you and everything. Don’t waste it,” she pouted. Sighing, I conceded. It had never felt fair for me to enter the contest. With the power of decay, it was much easier for me than most to pull a design through the gourd’s flesh. Within seconds, I had rotted out a nearly perfect portrait of Lilith into the black pumpkin she had chosen for me. I smirked as I watched her scoop out the insides of her ivory pumpkin with her little tongue clenched between her teeth.

“Would you like some help, deathtrap?” I asked after she had finally finished with the guts and had moved on to drawing the design. She fingered her Sharpie, tapping it against her chin pensively.

“No, that’s cheating! I want to do it myself.”

I shrugged and leaned back against the table next to her, unable to keep the amused grin off my face as I watched her sketch out her design. My heart squeezed in my chest as she sketched what looked like the outline of the Grim Reaper, scythe and all, in the backdrop of a full moon. It was a simple design, but the fact that she was choosing to carve something that clearly symbolized me made my stomach flip.

Hazai, of course, was carving out the silhouette of a cat. He had permitted Gabriel to stand with him, and the angel was laughing while he helped Hazai with his pumpkin.

Jezebel was carving out a bat design on hers, her cheeks flushing red from the three glasses of wine she had with dinner. Since Art had publicly accused her of conspiring against us in the interest of securing a spot in my bed, she had been much quieter.

Lilith seemed to be avoiding her, and I couldn’t tell if Jezebel was tense because there was some truth to what Art had said or if she was truly bothered by the fact that Lilith seemed to be upset with her. I hadn’t mentioned it out loud, but Art was right. Jezebel had a motive to want Lilith out of the picture, though, I supposed so did Gabe. He was an angel after all. Maybe Art had been right, and he was trying to get close to Shem so he could eliminate him. Without Shem, we would be without our General. He really was the strongest of us. If I was being honest, I often wondered if he was even stronger than I was. If we lost Shemhazai, we would be at even more of a disadvantage than we already were.

Despite all these worries, there wasn’t much I could do about it outside of locking them all up. As I watched Lilith screw up her little face in concentration, I somehow knew she would not be thrilled with me if I threw Jezebel into the dungeons. Even if she did seem a little put out by the fact that the demon had admitted to pursuing me while she had been in purgatory.

I nearly smirked at the thought. She had been jealous. The thought of her feeling jealousy over the idea of me fucking somebody else made me unreasonably happy. It meant she cared. She wanted me. Better than that—she didn’t want to share me. She wanted me all to herself, and knowing that made my black fucking heart soar.

Finally, the timer went off, signaling the end of the contest. Lilith dropped her knife, standing back and smiling at her pumpkin with her hands on her hips.

“I think it looks pretty good!” She beamed. I slid behind her to inspect her work and grinned. Her full moon was a little crooked, and she had cut the handle of the scythe too thin and needed to reattach it with some toothpicks, but in my eyes, it was perfect.

“A masterpiece worthy of first place,” I purred, wrapping my hands around her and pulling her into me. She laughed, shaking her head.

She pointed at mine before glancing back at me ruefully. “Yours is like… freakishly good, Ramel. You could put that shit in the MoMa.” I raised an eyebrow and eyed the nearly photorealistic carving of Lilith, and shrugged.

“Nah, realism is so boring. Yours has so much character.” I smirked at her, and she just rolled her eyes.

“I don’t know what either of you are talking about. Gabe and I are clearly going to win,” Shem drawled confidently, gesturing to his crude cut out of an arched cat. It was Gabriel’s turn to roll his eyes, though there was a quiet smile on his face.

“I don’t know about that, Shemhazai,” he said skeptically, “ours looks like a human child carved it. We should have just done a classic scary face.”

The judges approached the table to inspect each contestant’s work. I glared at them as they examined each pumpkin.

‘There’s a special cell reserved in the dungeons for any judge who does not vote for Lilith,’ I warned into their minds as they marked down their votes on their clipboards. I nearly snarled as their faces paled. ‘Don’t be so fucking obvious,’ I snapped as they scurried away to tally their votes.

Unsurprisingly, Lilith came in first place. Her jaw dropped at the announcement. She spun to face me, her eyes filled with delighted surprise.

“What! That’s crazy; yours is so much better than mine!” she gasped. I shrugged.

“I must have lost points for straying so far from the Halloween theme.” I grinned at her, bringing her hand to my mouth. I left a kiss on her knuckles, relishing the adorable pink flush that bled to her cheeks.

Shem slid his hands into his pockets and smirked. “He’s right; the Grim Reaper was a way better choice. I’m not shocked you won.” He shot me a sly look. “Not shocked at aaaallllll.”

“Shut up, asshole,” I muttered under my breath. Lilith squealed as the judges pinned the blue ribbon to her pumpkin. Shem and I watched as Jez and Gabe crowded around her, examining her Jack-o’-lantern curiously.

I casually leaned closer to Shem, keeping my voice down so as not to draw attention to us. “What do you think about Art’s little outburst?”

Shem glanced at me, his lips pursing slightly. “He’s not wrong. Both of them have motives.”

“I’m wondering if we’re being fools allowing them to mingle out here this close to her ascension.”

Shem nodded somberly. “I feel you. Say the word, and I’ll put them both in the dungeons faster than you can say ‘Hail Satan.’”

“I’m worried it’ll upset Lilith. I promised her I wouldn’t hurt her friends anymore, and I think she considers Jezebel a friend,” I admitted, trying not to scowl.

“Locking her up isn’t hurting her,” Shem argued, and I sighed.

“I’m not sure Lilith will see it that way. She seems… touchy about things like that.”

Shem glanced at me, frowning. “Since when do you care? You’re going soft on me.”

I shrugged. “Since she fucking cut herself up with the Aetherium blade. I’m trying to go easier on her. I want her to like me again.”

“She does like you. She’s just being stubborn about admitting it.” Shem grinned.

“It’s more than that. I want her to be happy here.” Sadness rushed through me as the words left my mouth. That was all I had ever wanted for her before Yahweh ruined our lives. I had wanted her to be happy and to be surrounded by people that loved her. So far, I had done a piss poor job of making that happen.

“Look at her, Ram,” Shem said, gesturing to the little threesome that stood before us. Lilith was animatedly explaining her pumpkin carving process to Jezebel. Jez was critically looking over her own pumpkin, as if trying to determine how she would apply Lilith’s tips to improve her own work. Gabriel was leaning against the table next to them, listening attentively to Lilith with his hands in his pockets and an amused expression on his face.

“Does that look like someone who’s unhappy?” Shem asked me, and if I didn’t know any better, I would say he was trying to comfort me.

I glanced at my friend, and he gave me a reassuring smile. “She loves you, Ram. We’re both dicks, and we’re not perfect, but she loves us. She always will.”

“I hope you’re right,” I sighed.

“Ramel! When does the dancing start again? I want to celebrate my victory.” Lilith bounded up to me, a giant smile painted on her beautiful face. She threw her arms around my neck, and I felt my eyes widen in surprise. Dropping my hands to her waist, I tugged her in close and greedily accepted the affectionate kiss she dropped on my lips. I glanced at Hazai, who raised an eyebrow at me as if to say ‘see?’

“If you’re ready to dance, then the dancing starts right now,” I promised her. She beamed at me just as there was a massive bang! The hall shook suddenly, and I threw myself on top of Lilith as the entire far side of the dining hall exploded inward. Sharp chunks of stone and obsidian rained down around us.

Demons scattered as they attempted to take cover, but the floor began to collapse near where the wall had once stood, and several demons disappeared into the hole.

Lilith was screaming beneath me, and I shifted into my Reaper form on instinct. Shem’s fingers were tipped with curved claws, and black cat ears had bloomed through the crown of his head. They were laid flat back against his head, and he hissed as several angels flew in through the hole in the wall, all of them brandishing golden scepters.

“What the fuck!” Shemhazai shouted. Gabriel looked furious and pale. He glanced at Shem.

“Where is the scepter I gave you?” he barked, and Shem narrowed his eyes at him.

“You think I’m going to trust you with that information?” Shem’s tone was dangerous. His hellcats began to manifest in the dark corners of the room. Shadows morphed into angry, smokey feline shapes, and soon we were surrounded by hundreds of feral cats, born of night, their red eyes glowing with the might of Shem’s bloodlust.

“We don’t have time for this!” Gabriel snarled as I stood, dragging Lilith off the ground with me. I tucked her safely behind me, manifesting the scythe. It was fully charged with death magic. If Yahweh was declaring war here and now, I was fucking ready.

The invading angels began to descend on our people. My hands gripped the scythe in rage as I watched them bring their scepters down on several demons who were too injured to get away. Black sludge exploded from their mouths as they were unmade. Lilith wailed in agony behind me as we watched them take their final breaths.

Gabriel roared in pain and rage as a pair of ebony angel wings exploded from his back. He didn’t transform fully into his angel form, but the wings were enough to make my lip curl. He was one of them—I couldn’t trust him.

“Give me the scepter, Shemhazai!” he snapped. Hazai glanced back at me, and I snarled.

“Come on, Ram, his wings are fucking black.”

I hesitated. The only other angels I had ever known to have black wings had been Shem and I. It had to mean something that Gabriel’s wings were black too. But still, it was a huge risk, trusting him with something so important.

“You can’t give him our only fucking scepter,” I snapped.

The invading angels continued to murder the demons that were too injured from the explosion to escape. Some of the partygoers were members of our cavalry and had shifted to their demon forms to join the fray, but as the brutal screams of battle filled the night air, Lilith became more and more inconsolable behind me.

“Do something! They’re killing them!” she screamed, and I could feel her pain grate against me like it was a living thing.

Jezebel rushed forward. “We need to get Lilith out of here! They’re here for her!” she cried, and I knew she was right. The angels were attempting to cut a path toward us.

“Shemhazai! The fucking scepter!” Gabriel shouted. Shem stared at me, waiting for the okay, when Lilith screamed at me to give it to him. Finally, I nodded, and Shem manifested the scepter, handing it to Gabriel.

To my relief, the angel tore the scepter out of Shem’s hands and darted into the air, an unmistakable look of vengeance painted across his face.

He made it to the first angel in seconds, drawing the scepter back like it was a baseball bat. We watched in awe as he slammed the golden weapon down into the center of the angel’s body, and black sludge exploded from its many eyes. Two more quick swings, and the angel was unmade. Gabriel ripped the dead angel’s scepter away from its feathery grip and hurtled the stolen weapon back to Shemhazai, who caught it easily.

Without pausing to admire his work, Gabriel moved on to the next angel, ruthlessly going to work, unmaking him just as quickly. He was insanely fast and moved through the air like a dancer. His violent swings were somehow just as graceful as they were deadly.

“Holy fuck,” I breathed, staring at the glittering golden weapon that Shemhazai now held in his hands.

“Holy fuck is right,” Hazai agreed. He was watching Gabriel, his green eyes burning with something more than just lust. There was respect there too. The archangel had impressed Shemhazai, which was no easy feat.

“Ramel! They’re coming, look!” Jezebel pointed through the massive hole that had been blown into the side of the House of the Fallen. Thousands of angels were floating down the bridge into the city of Hell. Reality flickered in and out suddenly, exposing the holes in the veil. I watched in horror as even more angelic bodies flooded through the gaping holes that had torn between worlds for Samhain.

“We need to get Lilith out of here, now!”

“We can’t leave them!” Lilith cried. Shemhazai and I both glanced at her. I wasn’t even sure my heart was beating. I was so terrified for her. If she had been immortal, this would have been nothing. Shemhazai and I could have focused on eradicating the invasion. She would have been able to hold her own. As it was, she was fucking human and defenseless. We couldn’t protect her and deal with this many angels at once.

Yahweh had planned this. He knew what he was fucking doing.

“Where the fuck is Art?” Shemhazai asked.

“I’ll go find him!” Jezebel said before rushing off into the melee. Lilith gasped as large bat wings exploded from Jezebel’s back. She took flight and soared through the air in her mission to find Art.

More angels began to cut their way through our slowly growing defenses. Jezebel had been right; they were all heading right for us. Hazai’s lip curled, his ears flat against his head.

“You get Lilith out of here, I’ll deal with these assholes.” As the words left his mouth, his hellcats stretched and arched around his legs. More and more of them began to manifest in the shadows until there were nearly twice as many shadow cats in the hall as there were immortals.

“Shem!” Lilith cried. She reached out from where I had her backed behind me against the wall. He looked back at her briefly, frowning.

“Shem, be careful,” she whispered. I glanced back at her, my heart pinching at the sight of her mossy eyes so wide with terror.

I stepped out of the way as Shem stalked toward us. He pulled her into him, kissing her passionately on the mouth.

“I’m always careful, sweetheart,” he murmured, resting his forehead tenderly against hers. “You be good for Ramel, okay? I’m going to pluck these fuckers and send them back where they came from.” He gave her a confident smirk and a wink. Twirling the scepter Gabriel had recovered for him like a baton, he leapt onto the dance floor and began sprinting into the now raging battle of angels and demons. His shadowy hellcats tore into feathery wings and ripped out angel eyes with ease as Shem brought his scepter down on the writhing carcasses, finishing them off. He collected scepters as he went, passing them off to our own demons, working to slowly arm our own forces with Yahweh’s weapons.

I grabbed Lilith by the arm and steered her away from the battle. “Back to the room,” I ordered, but she shook her head.

“We can’t leave him!” she cried, staring out after Shem, who was gleefully tearing into angels with abandon. I snorted.

“He’s fine, deathtrap. Trust me, he’s probably having more fun right now than he ever would have at the party.”

Her eyes were filled with tears, and I softened, suddenly realizing she was afraid we would lose him.

“Listen to me. Shem is not going to die,” I promised her. “But right now, we have to go. They’re here for you. We need to keep you safe until you can ascend.”

She looked so distressed that I nearly felt bad forcing her toward the door.

“Ramel, you don’t even have a scepter!” she protested, and I chuckled.

“No, but I have the scythe.”

She frowned at me. “The scythe will kill them?”

I smirked at her. “Remember when I told you there were only four Aetherium blades ever crafted?” I jerked my head up to the wicked curved blade. “The scythe is one of them.”

She gaped at me as I led her through the now mangled doors to the dining room and into the hallway. Suddenly, Jezebel swooped overhead and landed next to us.

“Art’s coming. He was in the dungeons trying to torture Raf for information on Gabriel and… well, me.” She winced at her admission. “As soon as I told him we were under attack, he rushed out. He should be here any moment.”

As if her words had summoned him, Art jogged up behind us, his face white with anger and what looked like stress.

“We need backup. Shemhazai and Gabriel are nearly single-handedly holding back the angels,” Art panted. His concern for Shem was painted clearly across his face.

“The only thing that matters is getting Lilith to safety,” I growled. Jezebel nodded.

“He’s right. If you left Lilith to help Shem and something happened to her, you know he would never forgive you,” Jezebel said solemnly to Art, her bat wings rustling in agitation behind her. Art looked like he was in physical pain at the prospect of leaving Shem behind, but he nodded.

“Alright. Let’s go,” he agreed and fell into step behind us.

We were halfway down the hall when the veil flickered again, and my heart skipped a beat as heavenly fingers tore through the fabric of reality. I threw my arm out to stop Lilith from moving any further and forced her, Jezebel, and Art several steps back as someone ripped a hole through the paper-thin veil.

We watched in astonishment as none other than Yahweh Himself stepped through the barrier between Heaven and Hell.

“Hello, Ramel.” His many voices rang through Hell’s hallways, the weight of His power rattling the very marrow of my bones. Several angels spilled through the hole in the world and flanked Him. I snarled and pressed Lilith more firmly behind me. We were outnumbered.

I didn’t care about the angels. I could have taken out an entire choir of angels without breaking a fucking sweat.

Yahweh was a different story. He was a god and not just any god. He had managed to eliminate every other god and goddess that had stood in His way for thousands of years. Even I was no match for him, at least not while His Sorter of Souls was still in operation. He knew it, and I knew it. From the terrified whimper Lilith let out from behind me, she knew it too.

I glanced back. To make matters worse, the only demons I had with me right now were both high on my list of suspects. Gabriel had more or less proven to us in the dining hall that he was on our side. That left Art and Jezebel.

I was fucked. There were no good options. I was going to have to take a chance that if even one of them had turned out to be a traitor, the other one would protect Lilith. Because realistically, anywhere was safer than here. My entire body was recoiling at the fact that she was this close to Yahweh. He could kill her with a single thought. She was too fragile—I wouldn’t be able to fight Him and protect her at the same time.

‘Lilith, listen to me.’

“No… Ramel, no. I know what you’re going to say I’m not leaving you,” she whispered behind me, and my heart cracked in my chest. I kept my eyes on Yahweh as I pressed her farther back.

‘You need to go with Art and Jezebel.’

She choked on a sob, and the delicate sound broke the last thread of control I had. I stared into Yahweh’s many faces as I whispered into her mind. I was going to fuck this bastard up. I was going to make Him pay for what He had done to us, even if it killed me.

‘Go, Lilith. I’m right behind you.’ I promised her.

“Get her out of here!” I barked over my shoulder to Jezebel and Art. Jezebel nodded, wasting no time. She wrapped her arms around Lilith’s waist and launched into the air. Art shifted into his snake form and barreled through the barricade of angels that blocked the hall before us.

“Ramel! No! Please!” Lilith’s screams echoed through the hallway as Jezebel flew her away to what I hoped was safety.

When they were gone, Yahweh smiled at me, His many faces much too calm for someone who was about to be torn to shreds.

“Coming here was a mistake, Yahweh,” I growled. “I’m going to cut you to fucking pieces.”

“Your scythe cannot kill me, Ramel. I am God. I created you. The creation cannot stand against the creator.”

I laughed, tightening my grip on the handle of my blade and opening the dams that held my magic in check. For the first time in millennia, I truly let go of my power. Death and decay exploded from my body; mycelium crawled across the floor and up the walls around me, rotting the very stone that made up the manor. God’s angels floated back from the sickening threat of my magic, their lidless eyes widening in fear.

“You are not God, Yahweh. You are only one god of many,” I snarled, stepping forward, the handle of my scythe dragging through the rot that continued to spread beneath my feet in inky, black veins. “You may have created me, but Lilith made me,” I spat, flexing my power so violently the very walls shook beneath the might of my magic. “It is Lilith’s magic that runs through my veins, and she is a thousand times the god you will ever be.”

Yahweh narrowed his eyes on me, but I was not afraid. I took another step forward, twisting the scythe between my fingers as I continued.

“It does not matter. You cannot kill me Ramel, no matter how much you may wish that you could.”

I chuckled, reveling in the raw dark power that coursed through me. “You’re right, Yahweh, I can’t kill you.” Holding my free hand out before me, I fired a torrent of black decay at the angel that hovered closest to me. I laughed as it instantly turned into a messy pile of decomposed flesh. It splattered in black, stinking chunks across the floor at our feet.

I looked pointedly down at the throbbing pile of angel that was undeniably living through what I had done to it. Yahweh’s many mouths were set into firm, angry lines at my clear display of power.

“There are worse things than death, Yahweh. I think it’s about time you learned what it is to fucking suffer.”
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“I’m not afraid of you. You don’t scare me.”


—LAURIE STRODE, HALLOWEEN (1978)


Istruggled against Jezebel’s impossibly strong grip as she shot through the House of the Fallen toward my bedroom.

“Jezebel! We have to go back; we can’t leave him. Yahweh will unmake him!” The memory of the dream Yahweh had sent me burned in the back of my mind. Ramel’s and Shem’s lifeless bodies were all I could see. I couldn’t lose them. I couldn’t lose any more people. I wasn’t strong enough.

“I’m sorry, Lilith,” she said, her voice cracking. I could hear the worry in her tone. “We have to keep you safe.”

“Please, Jezebel, I won’t survive it if they die.”

Jezebel landed in front of my bedroom, her expression more serious than I had ever seen it. She gripped my shoulders tightly and looked me in the eye.

“Listen to me, Lilith. Ramel and Shemhazai are the most powerful demons to have ever existed. You made sure of it when you made them. If anyone can protect Hell from Yahweh, it’s them. Right now, I need to keep you safe until you ascend. Once you’re fully in your power, Yahweh truly won’t stand a chance. It’s almost midnight; please, just let me protect you until then. The second you have your powers back, I’ll let you tear Yahweh apart your damn self. Okay?”

I bit my lip, unable to respond. My heart was pounding in my chest. This all felt so familiar. I could feel them slipping through my fingers. The fear of losing them was so strong I could barely breathe.

“I know Art freaked you out saying I was going after Ramel, but you have to believe me, Lilith; if I had known the reincarnated version of you would have a problem with it, I never would have done that.”

Her eyes filled with tears, and she swallowed hard enough that I heard it. “You gave me a body to match how I felt in my soul, Lilith. I will always be grateful for that. I would never betray you. And these past few days with you have been… You’re my friend, Lilith. Let me protect you. I promise we’ll fuck Yahweh up as soon as you have your strength back.”

A tear slid down her cheek just as Art arrived. He shifted back into his human form, looking back and forth between Jezebel and me, his brow furrowed in concern.

“Everything alright here?” he asked suspiciously, giving Jezebel a dark look.

I stared at Jezebel. I believed her. I didn’t think anyone was this good an actor.

“Yeah,” I said, nodding once. “We’re good.”

Art pursed his lips but didn’t push it. “Alright, let’s get out of the hallway; we’re too out in the open.” He gestured for us to go into the bedroom.

I turned the knob and stepped into the room that had become so familiar over the past few weeks to find Rafael leaning against one of the bedposts.

I froze.

“Hello, Lilith,” the angel said, his voice dripping in venom. “I’ve been waiting for you.
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Alexa, play ‘Kool-Aid’ by Bring me the Horizon

“You’re the same thing, only bigger. The same brand of cockroach I’ve been squashing my whole life. An ugly, evil, belly-to-the-ground, supernatural piece of crap. The only difference between them and you is the size of your ego.”


—- DEAN WINCHESTER, SUPERNATURAL


If I hadn’t been pushed so far past my limits, I would have never considered coming up against Yahweh. However, the god had forced me so far beyond my breaking point that there was no going back.

“You don’t want to do this, Ramel,” Yahweh warned, and I laughed, the power of Lilith’s blood leaking through the handle of the scythe and blending with my own magic. For the first time in my long and miserable life, I wondered if Lilith had always made sure I had everything I needed to take this asshole out.

I guess we were about to find out.

“Oh, but I very much do.” I grinned. The energy was humming through every fiber of my earthly body. “Let’s see if I can make God fucking scream,” I hummed, before unleashing the wild energy that was coursing through me.

It was as if time stopped. The thin stone that made up the gothic arched windows lining the hallway crumbled beneath the might of my magic. The shockwave of pure rot that exploded from me annihilated every angel Yahweh had taken with him through the hole in the veil.

Yahweh himself was forced to retaliate. I had never seen Yahweh in battle before, and even I took pause to marvel at the terror of his magic.

He breathed life into the rubble around us, and I watched in awe as the angels that I had reduced to piles of rotted gore changed into a fleet of sentient animals. Foxes, wolves, and even a rhino rose from the ashes and charged toward me. With a swipe of my scythe, I took their lives, and their empty bodies fell back into a state of decay before they could reach me.

When his creations made of flesh and bone were not enough to overcome me, he spun the rubble that had fallen around us into living beings made of stone. These monsters took the form of man and launched themselves at me without hesitation.

“Fuck!” I snarled as the rock golems rushed me. I melted into the decay at my feet, manifesting behind Yahweh and away from his stony soldiers.

God was laughing now. With another wave of his hand, more objects sprang to life and attacked me. A chandelier released itself from the ceiling, and I was forced to decompose the massive amount of crystal into fine white spores moments before it could crush me.

While I was busy fighting off a slew of inanimate fucking objects, Yahweh called the rotting remains of his angels and animal carcasses to himself in a spinning vortex of flesh and sinew.

I watched in horror as he stitched his creations together to form one massive breathing monster. The thing was all skin and eyes. Feathers expanded from unnatural crevices, and several mouths gargled in pain, exposing mismatched teeth as it rolled grotesquely toward me.

I had the distinct impression that the creature was in too much pain to make the conscious effort to attack—it was just acting on instinct. Its thrashing was a product of the unimaginable agony it must be experiencing.

Yahweh was watching me with an unhinged smile on his many faces, clearly waiting to see what I would do.

I swiped my scythe through one of the stone golems, cutting through its torso. It fell in pieces before me, seeming to die before my very eyes. I narrowed my eyes at the stony corpse.

Had it just been animated or… truly alive?

“I am God, Ramel. When are you going to understand? I am the creator. I breathe life into the world. If I will it, it will be so. You cannot stop me. You stand no chance.”

I was horrified. These things were alive. They had thoughts and feelings, and Yahweh had created them with the sole fucking purpose of attacking me. I worked to cut down another one of the stone golems while Yahweh’s Frankenstein monster let out a spine-tingling screech from one of its many mouths.

How many angels had he trapped in there? Were they all conscious? The thought of being stitched together and forced to share a body and consciousness with so many other beings made my stomach roll with nausea.

I reached out with my magic to examine the creatures Yahweh had created and found that I could feel their life force the same way I could with humans.

They were alive. They were fucking living, breathing beings.

I glanced at Yahweh and shook my head, tutting my tongue.

“You may be the God of Creation, but I am Lilith’s Keeper of Death, Yahweh. If you create them, I can kill them.”

I looked into one of the eyes of the horrifying monster as it rolled toward me. My chest squeezed with the unmistakable sting of sympathy.

Death, to most, was a terrifying moment of finality. However, to some, death was a mercy. It meant peace and rest. It meant the absence of pain. Death meant the end of a life well lived and marked the beginning of the next great adventure.

Death was not the enemy. Not always. Looking up at Yahweh’s abomination, I knew who the true enemy was, and for fucking once, it wasn’t me.

I allowed my death magic to flow forward. Using my power as if it were an extension of myself, I stroked the creature gently, pressing the rot past the mismatched patches of flesh and deep into its mess of a body. I found a horrifically large heart that had been made by fusing several smaller hearts together.

The obscene organ beat erratically, and I forced myself not to flinch as I rotted away the layers of flesh and bone that separated me from the pulsing muscle. Once it was exposed, I wasted no time sinking the blade of my scythe into it. The monster screamed as its life force was released from the fleshy prison Yahweh had trapped it in. As the monster died, I felt the souls Yahweh had trapped within it flutter past me on silent wings. The juxtaposition of the gentle brush of the angel’s souls with the ugly, monstrous sac of flesh I had just released them from made my black heart sing.

‘Thank you,’ they seemed to whisper, and I allowed myself to feel a small spark of happiness for them. They were free now. Yahweh couldn’t hurt them anymore.

Yahweh roared in fury as I stepped through the quickly disintegrating remains of his monster. He threw more creations at me, but I cut them down one by one until there was nothing left standing between us.

His ever-changing eyes were burning with fury, and I watched as he tried to use his magic directly against me, but I was so filled with Lilith’s death magic that his power wilted and died the moment it made contact with my skin.

Fear flickered through his perpetually shifting face, and for one shining moment, I realized that I had won. He couldn’t beat me. I may not be able to kill him, but he couldn’t kill me either.

“It seems you’re out of ideas,” I growled, reaching forward and wrapping my ink-black hand around his throat. “Let’s see what happens when an Aetherium blade severs the head of a god,” I purred, drawing back my scythe.

Yahweh narrowed his eyes at me, and reality flickered in and out of focus around us. Suddenly, we were in Heaven. I blinked against the bright white light, and Yahweh chuckled.

“Not quite out of ideas yet,” he replied, before vanishing from my grip. Only his voice echoed around me as the veil shifted again, and I found myself standing in the middle of the street in front of Voodoo. There was a burning on my left hand, and I glanced down. The goat head ring on my finger burned bright red, then crumbled to dust and ash. Yahweh’s laughter echoed around me as he annulled my marriage to Lilith, dismantling the protection the bond had given her.

“You may have won the battle, Ramel, but you have not won the war.”

I spun around in the middle of the busy city street, not bothering to move out of the way of the cars as they sped by. Reality twisted again, and suddenly, I was back in the House of the Fallen. The hallway I had battled Yahweh in was now empty. I went to look out across the city of Hell, which was now in ruin, to the bridge that led to Heaven. The bridge was clear. The angels had all left. Everything was silent, and suddenly, I was afraid. It was too quiet. Something was horribly wrong.

“You will never be anything more than a vessel, Ramel. A leech that can only siphon power from the gods that gift it to you.”

That’s when it hit me. Yahweh had been a distraction. He hadn’t come here to unmake me. He had come here to keep me busy.

Lilith!

Yahweh’s laughter echoed around me as I ran.

“Run all you want, Ramel,” Yahweh laughed. “You can’t save her. You never could.”
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“Friends don’t lie.”


—ELEVEN, STRANGER THINGS


The look on Rafael’s face was deadly. His choir uniform was tattered and dirty from the time he had spent tortured in captivity. His glasses were cracked, and he looked absolutely manic with rage. An evil smile curled across his mouth as he took in my horror and shock. “Surprised to see me?” he asked calmly, and for a moment, I felt like the Earth tilted beneath my feet.

“How did you get in here?” I gasped, and Rafael gestured to the demons standing behind me.

“I had a little help.” He smirked, and I whirled around.

“Jezebel?” I gasped, but she looked like she was ready to murder Rafael where he stood.

“Fucking run, Lilith!” she screeched. I gasped as she threw me to Art. “Get her out of here!” she snapped at him before launching herself through the air toward Raf.

Instead of looking worried, Rafael’s grin widened.

“Jezebel! No!” I screamed, moving to chase after her, when I heard a snap and a whistle.

Suddenly, there was a long, quivering, golden arrow buried in Jezebel’s back, right between her soft, leathery wings. She screamed and crashed to the ground, black sludge exploding from both her mouth and the wound in her back.

Rafael started to laugh as I rushed toward my mortally injured friend. She pressed her palms into the floor and struggled to push herself up when there was another snap, followed by that deadly whistle. I felt the arrow shoot past me, embedding itself with perfect precision next to the first one.

I screamed in horror, looking behind me to see who had fired the golden arrows, though some part of me already knew before I turned.

Art stood in the doorway with a grave look on his face and a bow clutched in his hand so tightly that his hand shook.

“Art!” I screamed, as Jezebel coughed up more black sludge behind me.

“Lilith… run,” she begged, but there was nowhere for me to go. Art was blocking the only exit.

I dropped to my knees next to Jezebel, examining her wounds. The arrows were long, thick, and designed to kill. The shafts seemed to be made from the same material that the scepters were crafted from. Both arrows had pierced all the way through her body, and their golden tips protruded through her chest. I rolled her onto my lap, unable to stop myself from choking on a sob.

“Lilith… I’m sorry,” she said, her voice wet and raspy as she choked on her own life force.

“Don’t be sorry. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have doubted you.” I was shaking. I didn’t know what to do or say—there was a roaring in my ears—I knew she was going to die. She was going to die, and just like all the other times, there was nothing I could fucking do to stop it.

She chuckled and spit up more thick black sludge.

“Shh… be still.” I stroked a strand of red hair out of her face. If she was going to die, then I wanted to make sure she knew she wasn’t dying alone.

“It was smart to doubt me. I didn’t take it personally,” she reassured me, closing her eyes and attempting to breathe past the wetness that seemed to have gathered in her lungs. “I’m just sorry I couldn’t protect you.” She opened her eyes and reached up a hand, cupping the side of my face gently. “I really wanted to be your friend, you know. I wish we could have had more time together. I’m sorry I failed you.”

“You are my friend! You didn’t fail me—Ramel is coming. He’s going to come, and we’re going to get you a healer⁠—”

Jezebel shook her head, giving me a sad smile. “Even Ramel can’t fix this, Lilith. Just… don’t leave me.”

“I’m not going anywhere, Jezebel. I’m right here. I’m right here with you; don’t be afraid.” My throat was burning with grief, and I choked on my sobs as Jezebel stroked the side of my face one last time.

“I’m not afraid of death.” She smiled softly. “Death is my friend.”

And then she was gone. Her hand dropped from my face, and her breathing stopped. I stared down into her brown, vacant eyes and felt her consciousness slip away. Whatever energy had made her Jezebel was gone, and only her broken body remained.

“Jez?” I shook her, knowing that I couldn’t bring her back but wishing desperately that I could. “Jez, please… no, no, no, no…”

I felt a large, cold hand wrap around my arm, and I jerked away with an angry screech. I spun to find Art looking at me with something close to remorse on his face.

Revulsion and rage exploded through me.

“Don’t fucking touch me! You disgust me!” I spat on him. I scratched at his skin, leaving bloody streaks across his flesh as he effortlessly overpowered me and forced my hands behind my back. Rafael stepped forward, chuckling softly as he wound a golden noose around my hands.

“This should keep her contained, even after she gets her powers back,” he said. I struggled against the restraints. Hot, angry tears spilled down my cheeks.

I stared at Jezebel’s lifeless body as Art lifted me up and cradled me against his chest.

“I have to be the one to carry her out. The veil will return to normal at midnight. We only have a few minutes to get her through to Heaven, or we’re going to have to take the bridge.”

Rafael nodded. He dug his fingers into the folds of reality and pulled back the glistening threads to reveal the blinding white of Heaven beyond.

“After you, Arteqoph,” Rafael said, and Art stepped through the hole in the world to Heaven. Rafael sealed the window behind us and dusted off his hands as if being in Hell had disgusted him.

“Where do you want me to put her?” Art asked, looking around the blinding white heavenscape with a stern coldness.

“Follow me,” Raf said, and he stepped forward. We passed what I recognized as Yahweh’s Sorter of Souls from my dream, but Rafael didn’t stop there. He led us deeper into Heaven, and to my surprise, there were several hallways and rooms carved into nimbus clouds in these deeper regions. The white clouds had shielded the rooms from my vision in the dream, but as we passed some of these billowing spaces, I started to see things that sparked deep, hidden memories I knew my other self still held.

We were getting closer and closer to midnight. With each second that passed, I could feel myself getting more and more tense.

There was a sudden sharp burning on my finger, and I tried not to outwardly react as my wedding ring burned white-hot. I jerked in Art’s arms as the ring melted from my finger and disappeared into the clouds beneath my captor’s feet. Tears stung my eyes as I realized my last line of defense was gone. Yahweh must have won the battle with Ramel. Had he unmade him?

A pain was beginning to bloom deep in my chest, and the other Lilith whispered soothing words to me as I writhed in Art’s arms. As we passed one of the cloudy rooms, I noticed what looked like a large clay oven standing next to a massive spinning wheel.

‘That is Yahweh’s kiln; it is where he crafts his angels,’ the other Lilith whispered to me, I think in an attempt to distract me from the rising pain of my ascension. ‘That is where he created Ramel and Shemhazai.’

‘What is the spinning wheel for?’ I asked, and the other Lilith seemed to sigh.

‘Weaving and repairing souls.’

Art diligently followed Rafael deeper into Heaven. He didn’t comment on my relentless writhing. I was sure he assumed I was trying to escape, but truly, I was unable to keep still as the pain of my impending ascension continued to build within me.

‘Why does it hurt so much?’ I gasped in my mind to the other Lilith.

‘Because for you to ascend, your mortal body must first die. You are dying, Lilith.’

My heart rate increased, and I felt my eyes widen.

I was dying?

Fear rushed through me, and the reaction surprised me. I had spent my entire life wishing for death, but now that the prospect of it was staring me in the face, I didn’t feel ready. There was so much I still wanted to do. I thought of Ramel and how he would live the rest of eternity thinking I hated him. I realized with a start that it was quite the opposite.

I had been abducted by the enemy and was dying in a traitor’s arms, and all I could think about was how worried Ramel must be and how much I wished it was him who was holding me as I said goodbye to my mortality.

Tears welled in my eyes as I realized he may never hold me again. You didn’t feel like that about people you hated.

I loved him.

It didn’t make any sense, and I knew that I shouldn’t, but I fucking did. Now, I would never have the chance to tell him… or Shem.

‘They know,’ the other Lilith said gently, ‘they’ve always known, Lilith. You are me, and I am you. We have always loved them, and they have always loved us. You do not need to tell them before you die.’

‘I don’t want this to be the end,’ I whispered to my other self. She flooded me with a sense of calm and peace.

‘Death is not the end, Lilith. It is only the beginning,’ she promised, just as Rafael and Art turned a corner.

Despite the crippling roll of pain that fired through my body, I gasped as we entered a wide open space.

There were thousands of angels waiting silently. So many white wings gleamed in the impossibly bright sunlight reflecting off the crisp white clouds. The sea of angels parted, and Rafael and Art made their way toward a large, raised dais where two massive crosses stood.

The cross on the left was empty, but the one on the right was occupied. As we came closer, I realized with horror that there was a god crucified to the cross on the right.

The god was unconscious, and long golden tubes seemed to have been surgically implanted into his abdomen, chest, and neck. I couldn’t see where the tubes led as they snaked into the clouds and disappeared from sight.

He was nude, except for a shimmering piece of fabric that was draped over his hips. It was midnight blue and speckled with golden stars and moons. His navy hair fell to his shoulders in gentle waves, and he had a strong nose with full lips.

The other Lilith nearly cried out in horror in my mind.

‘Hypnos!’ she gasped.

My eyes darted from him to the empty cross on his left. Several golden tubes lay curled at the base. I realized suddenly that the empty cross was meant for me.

‘They’re draining his magic and using it to keep the other gods asleep…’ I breathed into my own mind. ‘They’re going to do the same to us and use us to manage death.’

‘They can’t use the scythe without a demon’s help, even with our magic.’ The other Lilith pointed out, and I growled, looking up at Art, who stared straight ahead as if he couldn’t bear to look at me.

“What did he promise you, Art?” I asked, forcing the words out despite the mind-numbing waves of pain that rolled through me as my mortal body began to die.

Art tried to ignore me, but a muscle in his jaw pulsed, and I knew he was hanging by a thread.

“Whatever it was, I hope it was worth betraying your family for.”

That got his attention. He finally looked at me, anger flashing in his ice-cold blue eyes.

“My family?” he snarled. “My family is Shemhazai, and ever since you’ve returned, he hasn’t even looked in my direction.”

I raised an eyebrow, trying to play it cool despite how much pain I was in. “You betrayed your people because you haven’t been getting fucked the way you think you deserve?”

Art snarled as he stepped on the dais and dumped me at the base of the empty cross. I could feel the burn of a hundred thousand angel eyes searing into my flesh as I stared up at the demon who had betrayed me.

“I didn’t betray anyone but you, Lilith. When you and Ramel are finally gone, Yahweh will name me King of Hell. I will wield the scythe, and Shemhazai will be forced to see me for what I’ve always been. He loves me. He just can’t see it with you and Ramel constantly getting in my fucking way.”

I snorted, remembering the way Shem had fondly stroked the grave of Hecate in the cemetery of the gods. I remembered how he had put Gabriel on his knees at the feast and claimed him with nothing more than a few simple commands.

“What about Gabriel? What about Hecate? Shemhazai will never be interested in only fucking you, Arteqoph. You’re living in a delusion.”

Arteqoph’s lip curled in anger. “Gabriel’s days are numbered, and as for Hecate, how do you think she ended up in that fucking grave to begin with, Lilith?”

I narrowed my eyes at him. This wasn’t the first time he had aligned with Yahweh. I couldn’t believe how grossly misplaced our trust had been.

I cringed as another wave of pain rolled through me. Rafael came up to stand next to Art, sneering down at me.

“It’s midnight. She’s going to die, and when she’s reborn, I’m going to fuck the snark out of her before we string her up.”

Art glared at Rafael. “Yahweh will not like that. He wants her on the cross the minute she turns. We can’t afford to risk Ramel and Shem getting to her before the procedure is complete.

Rafael scoffed. “There’s a hundred thousand angels between us and them. I would like to see them try to get to her. Ramel will be dead by morning, and we’ll deliver Shem to you bound and gagged, just the way you asked.”

“It would be foolish to underestimate them, Rafael,” Art said, and the other Lilith nearly laughed out loud.

Foolish indeed.

Rafael grabbed Art by the shirt and pressed his face so close to his that their noses nearly touched.

“They made me cut my own fucking dick off. I will be fucking their little bride until she bleeds on my shiny new cock, then I will crucify her on this cross with God’s angels as witness. If you have a fucking problem with it, I will unmake you too.”

Those were the last words I heard before I died.
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“The best revenge is to be unlike him who performed the injustice.”


—MARCUS AURELIUS, GLADIATOR


Iexploded into the bedroom to find Jezebel dead and Lilith gone. Fury roared through me as I realized I had once again failed my wife. I examined the arrows that protruded from Jezebel’s chest. They were made of the same gold as the scepters. This was not good.

Hell’s bells chimed, signaling that it was officially midnight. Lilith would be ascending, and the veil would no longer be pliable, which meant if I was going after her, I was going to need to storm Heaven’s gates.

‘They have Lilith,’ I barked into Shem’s mind. He was still in the great hall, fighting the last of the angels with Gabriel.

I was moving again, hopping from shadow to shadow in my Reaper form.

‘I’m going after her,’ I snarled.

‘Wait for us, you can’t go alone.’

‘There’s no time. Meet me there, I’ll clear the way.’

‘Alright. We’re right behind you.’

‘Hazai… be careful; they have managed to craft arrows out of the same material as the scepters. Don’t get shot.’

Hazai fell silent for a beat before finally responding.

‘Who did they kill?’

‘Jezebel.’

‘Fuck… that means…’

‘Yeah,’ I growled. ‘Art was the fucking rat.’
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I made it to the Fountain of Death in record time. If I was going to take on God’s armies alone, I was going to need a boost. No one had done what I was about to do, and I wasn’t really sure what the consequences would be.

I knew Lilith’s blood was deadly to mortals, but no one knew what would happen if a demon stepped into the inky pool of her magic. I had felt the way the scythe’s magic had blended with my own when I needed it to fight Yahweh. Something told me this would be the same. I was not afraid of Lilith’s magic. If anything, I craved it. I was her Reaper. Yahweh had been right when he said I was a vessel. I was a vessel of carnage and fucking death and he was about to learn what that truly meant.

Her blood gathered around me as I stepped into the creek. It was as if a current suddenly formed, and the midnight liquid swirled around me in a twisting vortex of ecstasy. It felt so fucking good against my skin. Her blood soaked through my flesh, and I felt my body fill with her magic as if I were a dry sponge.

I continued to walk deeper into the spring until I was fully submerged. Opening my mouth, I swallowed large mouthfuls of her, ensuring every single cell in my body was baptized in her power—she tasted like honey and salt. As her essence slid down my throat, a thirst awakened within me that felt nearly unquenchable. I craved each mouthful more than the last, and I wondered how I had managed to survive this long without her blood.

I held myself under until I was humming with power. Finally, I broke through the surface and shot through the air, strings of moldy rot and decay trailing behind me like the tail of a comet as I ripped toward the gates of Heaven. The blade of my scythe gleamed in the starlight, and I felt my consciousness melt away.

I was no longer Ramel.

I was only Death, and even God’s angels wouldn’t survive me.


[image: ]


“Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.”


—WILLIAM CONGREVE


Dying was the most profound yet painful experience of my existence. As my mortal body took its final breaths, my consciousness slammed into the mind of my immortal self. The collision released an explosion of memories so vibrant and colorful that I felt I might twirl and dance through them forever.

Tears welled in my eyes as an eternity filled with quiet ‘I love you’s’ was laid out before me in a tranquil mosaic, showing me every detail of the life that was stolen from us.

I was blessed with visions of Ramel returning from battle with a smile on his face and a bouquet of deadly flowers in his black hands.

I remembered countless nights spent curled between Ramel and Shemhazai and witnessed the hundreds of evenings that Ramel had spent reverently brushing my hair. I relearned the endless stories Shem had told us about his adventures on Earth.

I recalled the years of working together to build a safe space for displaced angels who wished to start over as demons.

The thousands of Samhain feasts I had spent dancing in the arms of my Reaper.

The millions of hours spent reading in Hell’s library blended with trillions of toe-curling moments filled with passion.

All these beautiful snapshots were neatly wrapped up in several millennia of being cherished and loved by my two demons.

As sweet as these memories were, there were darker ones too—my time spent in purgatory was a relentless expanse of nothing. I had floated alone, but I hadn’t been afraid. My sacrifice had spared them. I had done it to save them, and that had been enough for me to survive the torture of never-ending solitude.

The worst thing that could happen to the living was not death. The worst thing that could happen to the living was to move through life without love, and to live in a world without Ramel or Shem would have been no life at all.
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Alexa, play ‘CODE MISTAKE’ by CORPSE, Bring Me The Horizon

Rough hands ran down my bare arms, and I smiled, expecting to see Ramel’s face as I was reborn. My heart plummeted, however, as I took my first breath in my new immortal body to find Rafael crouched over me instead. He was snarling like some sort of clumsy, angry primate.

The power that hummed through my veins was deadly and eternal, but with the noose wrapped around my wrists, I could not release my magic. It could only exist within me, and try as I might, I could not wield it.

The other Lilith was not gone, but she was no longer a voice in my head. She was me, and I was her. Her memories were mine, and my experiences were hers. We were no longer separate entities, only an evolved version of who we had been before. Like how an adult is a version of the child they were before, changed and shaped by life experiences, so were the two versions of us.

Ramel was right. I had not lost myself. I had only grown to be more.

Still weak from my recent death, I blinked up at Rafael as he pushed up my dress and tore away my underwear. The angels looked on as he positioned himself against my entrance, his hand wrapped so tightly against my throat that I knew I wouldn’t be able to scream, even if I tried.

“I’m going to fuck you like the worthless whore you are, then crucify you with your bleeding cunt out for all to see,” Rafael snarled.

I tried to speak, but I couldn’t make a sound past the punishing grip he had on my throat. He slammed into me, and I tried to cry out in pain as he rammed against my cervix, but no sound came out of my mouth.

“Yeah, that’s it. Take it, you fucking whore. Take it the way I know you take Ramel’s cock.”

All sense had left him; the look in his eyes was manic as he drove into me. Humiliation, pain, and rage flooded through my chest like hellfire. How fucking dare he!? The fact that this entitled piece of shit thought he had a right to take something from me so violently made me see red.

I was Lilith, the Goddess of Death and Decay. Even at my weakest, I was more than this spineless male would ever be.

If I could have spoken, I would have asked him if he was looking forward to losing his dick for the second time in as many days, but as it was, I was unable to deliver the warning.

The noose prevented me from wielding my magic externally, but the power of rot ran wild and free within my body.

The body that Rafael had foolishly chosen to violate.

I let my magic rage through my corporeal form and felt my lips curl into a smile as the first sickly sweet tendrils of my power wrapped around his cock. It took longer than I expected for him to notice, but when he finally did, the deafening wail he let out was music to my ears.

He suddenly released me and stumbled back, glancing down at his dick, which was already half-rotted off his body.

“You fucking bitch!” he screamed, moving to lunge for me, but the rot had caught and was beginning to spread.

“That’s what you get for sticking your dick in people without their consent, Raf.” I snarled, rolling onto my knees in an attempt to get my dress back down.

“Make it stop!” he screamed as the rot continued to chew away at his flesh. I laughed bitterly.

“I couldn’t even if I wanted to. I would need to be able to wield my magic, which you currently have contained to my body.”

Rafael whirled to face Art, black veins of mycelium crawling up his neck under his choir uniform.

“Release her!” he screamed at Art, who shook his head.

“No. I told you not to rape her. I will not risk Yahweh’s wrath to save your idiotic ass.”

Like I would have stopped it anyway. I watched with satisfaction, and Rafael’s entire body began to decompose before my very eyes. He fell in wet, black, stinking chunks into the pillow-soft clouds that made up the dais we stood on, and I shook my head in disgust.

“Yahweh is going to hate the mess he made,” I observed dryly. He hated to have his perfect white heavenscape tainted.

Without warning, Art cracked me across the face.

“Shut up,” he snarled, grabbing me by the hair and dragging me to my feet. He manifested another golden coil and tied it around my throat, tightening it to the point of discomfort.

“I’m going to unbind your hands. If you try anything, I will choke you out. You will do exactly as I say, or I will do this with you unconscious. Understood?”

My heart sank as I looked out at the thousands of angels that stood witness. Without access to my magic, there was no way out of this. All I could do was comply. Suddenly, Yahweh manifested next to Art, looking down at the mess I had made of Raf with a sneer of disgust.

“Have I not warned you against sins of the flesh?” he sighed, as if disappointed in his creation. Art snarled.

“We don’t have time for a lecture. We need to get her on the cross before Ramel comes for her. Her magic makes him stronger, so if you want to keep the upper hand, we need to start draining her now.”

“Very well.” Yahweh snapped his fingers at the angels closest to the podium. “You two, get up here and help.”

I tried to back away as they shifted into their human forms and approached. Art yanked on the golden noose he had tied around my throat, and I cried out in pain as it burned into the flesh of my neck.

What was this thing made out of?

“Don’t fucking move, Lilith; I am not playing around,” Art snarled, and I glared at him, letting him see how much I hated him.

He was completely unphased and moved forward, unbinding my hands. Each of the angels grabbed a wrist, manifesting wings from their backs. They flew up to the center of the cross, and I hung between them, my shoulders screaming as the full weight of my body dangled in the air. The angels slammed my arms against each side of the cross while Art transformed into his snake form. I watched in horror as he rose up so his human torso was level with mine. He was now holding a mallet and three long, golden stakes.

“Which hand should I do first, Lilith?” he asked, his tone cruel and cold.

I winced as the weight of my body continued to strain my shoulder joints, and Art chuckled. “You think it hurts now? Wait until the only things holding you up are these fucking nails hammered through your pretty little palms,” he sneered.

The angel on my right forced me to open my hand flat as Art placed the tip of one of the stakes against my palm.

“Ramel is going to kill you,” I hissed, knowing in my heart that he would tear Heaven down to Hell with his bare hands if he had to.

“No, Lilith. I am going to kill him,” Art promised as he swung the hammer back and slammed it ruthlessly into the end of the stake. Pain like I had never experienced before exploded down my arm as I was impaled by the large golden nail. Even my pride couldn’t keep me from screaming as Art continued to hammer the stake home.

My head lolled, and my vision cut in and out of focus as he moved to the other hand. The angels tied my wrists to the wooden planks for more support as I realized in my weakened state, that the weight of my body very well may have torn the nails right through my palms.

As Art continued to crucify me, I found myself staring at Hypnos on the cross next to me. My screams seemed to have roused him from his slumber. He blinked at me, bleary-eyed.

‘Lilith?’ His mouth moved, but no sound came out. I had never officially met Hypnos, but I had read about him in Hell’s library. I assumed he had also read about me. I nodded at him thickly. My body had begun to succumb to the numbness of shock, and I was no longer able to feel the pain of Art’s relentless hammering.

I stared into Hypnos’ eyes, finding comfort in the fact that I wasn’t alone. He stared back until there was suddenly an echoing boom. The God of Sleep tore his midnight eyes from mine, and his head snapped to look out at the seemingly endless crowd of angels that stood watch before us.

I followed his gaze but could barely register what I was seeing. It was like an invisible shockwave had blown through the cloudy perimeter of the massive space we were in. The energy rolled forward like a tidal wave, and angels exploded into bursts of black rot and crimson as the energy surged forward.

There were no feathers, no eyes, and no chunks of flesh or bone… only mist.

The first wave took out half the audience so quickly I could barely register what had happened before my gaze fell on a single black-cloaked figure. The Reaper floated forward, his scythe leaking death magic in his wake. Rot and decay stained the white clouds beneath him, slowly turning the sky black.

The Reaper’s face was shrouded in shadow, but I knew it was Ramel—everyone knew it was Ramel.

Art hissed and tore away from me. I slumped against the restraints that tied me to the cross, the nails in my palms tearing my flesh with the movement. Despite the mind-shattering pain that screamed through my body, I couldn’t look away from the massacre that was unfolding before my very eyes.

After the first wave of angels had been turned to dust, the rest of them mobilized. They moved as if they shared one mind and fell on Ramel in a massive writhing ball of shimmering feathers.

I screamed at him to run, but he merely flicked his black fingers as the army descended upon him. Another shockwave of death magic exploded from him with the power of a nuclear bomb.

More mist.

He continued forward, his trajectory clear. I could feel his wrath like it was a tangible thing. His gaze bore into me, and despite not being able to see his face, I felt it as his eyes absorbed the damage that had been done to me.

The nails in my palms.

My ripped dress.

He saw it all, and he would show no mercy.

Yahweh screamed an order, and somehow, more angels appeared, throwing themselves without fear directly into Ramel’s path.

They taunted him, getting close enough to entice hand to hand, but Ramel was ruthlessly efficient. He didn’t have any interest in causing pain or injury… only death.

True death.

Death that, until recently, immortals had never needed to fear.

In cold, calculated silence, Ramel released another shockwave, annihilating Yahweh’s next onslaught of angels just as easily as the last. He was close enough now that I worried for Hypnos. If he released another death blast that powerful, I wasn’t sure even a god would survive it.

Yahweh was yelling at Art to retreat, gesturing to the Sorter of Souls, which was now visible in the distance, given that Ramel had flattened every wall and hallway that had stood between us.

I could feel Ramel powering up another blast, his hand floating forward to point at Yahweh, but he was too close. Hypnos would not make it.

“Ramel, stop! Stop! They’re retreating! You’ll kill Hypnos,” I screamed, but Ramel didn’t seem to care. He had come here with the intention of killing them all. He never planned to leave any survivors. He didn’t care who they were.

“Ramel! We’ll never be able to wake up the other gods without Hypnos. You can’t kill the God of Creation and the God of Sleep! The universe will not survive it! We will all die!”

Still, he didn’t stop. I saw it in Yahweh’s many faces as the god retreated. Ramel was going to end all creation, and he was going to do it in cold blood.

“I will die, Ramel! Without creation, there is no death!” I screamed, and finally, he paused.

I could almost feel the memory of my first lessons with him penetrate the cold rage that had possessed him.

Balance. There was nothing if there was no balance.

His hand tracked Yahweh as Art shielded him from Ramel’s line of fire, as if he could protect him. After several long moments, Ramel let them go, and suddenly, he was hovering before me like a phantom.

I could only see his mouth beneath the shadow of his hood.

He did not smile.

His lips were a hard, firm line as he effortlessly ripped the golden stakes from my hands and feet. With a swipe of his scythe, he cut through the golden noose that bound me to the cross and caught me in his arms, crushing me against his chest as he turned to leave.

“Wait!” I cried. “Hypnos. We need to free Hypnos,” I pleaded, but Ramel didn’t stop. He continued forward. Single-minded, silent, and deadly. The clouds were inked black and crimson from the rain of bloody mist he had created in his ruthless path of destruction. The shadows of his cloak curled around his booted feet as he took me back toward the bridge to Hell.

The bridge seemed to be covered in debris of some kind, which didn’t make any sense as it appeared to be more or less intact. In contrast, Heaven’s gates hung in shambles on their hinges in the distance as if they had been blown open.

As we approached the Sorter of Souls, I gasped. My eyes were finally able to make sense of the rubble that lay strewn across the bridge.

It wasn’t rubble at all.

It was hundreds and hundreds of dismembered angel corpses. Limbs, wings, and bleeding eyes were smeared across the gleaming obsidian bridge as if they had been crushed beneath some massive, unseen force.

“Ramel…” I whispered. My voice was small, and I felt weak. The numbness from the shock seemed to be wearing off, and my body was sinking into a state of unimaginable pain.

He didn’t respond to his name. I reached up and touched his cheek with my bloody fingers, his warm flesh sending shockwaves of pleasure through my fingertips.

“Ramel, I remember now,” I said quietly.

He froze. Glancing down at me, I was able to finally see his hazel eyes through the shadow of his hood.

“I love you,” I whispered. His eyes flashed at the words, and there was a sudden snap and a whistle. His body jerked beneath me, and I blinked, unable to process what I was looking at.

The golden tip of an arrow protruded through his chest, missing my own body by mere inches.

I stared at the arrow dumbly in shock. Black blood began to leak from the wound, and when I looked up into his face again, more black liquid had begun to gather in the corner of his mouth.

“No… no, no, no, NO!”
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“I know you’re gonna miss me, but you’re gonna be okay.”


—GLENN RHEE, THE WALKING DEAD


Ramel dropped me and spun around, his hood falling back as he turned. I watched as his gaze locked onto Art, who was holding a longbow. He already had another golden arrow knocked into place and had it aimed directly at Ramel’s chest.

Ramel snarled, and I felt him attempt to wield his magic, but the golden arrow prevented him from using his power just as effectively as the noose had.

“I told you I would kill him, Lilith,” Art sneered, and I screamed as he let go of the string, sending the arrow on a direct path to Ramel’s heart.

My Reaper stumbled, leaning against the staff of the scythe as more black blood exploded from his mouth with the impact of the arrow. I ran to him, attempting to keep him upright, but he was too heavy, and he fell to his knees in the clouds, his scythe clattering to the ground next to us,

“No!” I screamed. I was having a horrible moment of Déjà vu. Had I not just held Jezebel like this moments before?

I pulled Ramel’s head into my lap, laying him on his side so as not to disturb the two arrows lodged in his back. He rolled his eyes up to meet mine before reaching forward to gently touch my face with his inky fingers.

“Leave me,” he rasped. “Go back to Hell. Shem—” he coughed bloody ink onto my lap. “Shemhazai will take care of you.”

“I’m not fucking leaving you. I just got you back!” I sobbed. Tears streamed down my face and splashed across his cheek as they fell.

He gave me a brave attempt at a smirk and let out a wet, rattling breath.

“You’ll be alright without me, deathtrap,” he said, his voice low and full of regret. He ran his thumb over my lips tenderly. “At least this way, I won’t be able to hurt you anymore.”

The words tore through me so violently that, for a moment, I wondered if I had been shot.

My hands trembled as I ran my fingers through his hair.

“Don’t you fucking say that to me!” I snarled. “You promised me forever.”

He took another deep, slow breath and closed his eyes. The way his lashes fluttered terrified me. It was as if it took too much energy for him to keep them open, and he was preparing to close them for the last time. To my relief, he opened them and met my gaze, his beautiful eyes cutting straight through to my soul as he continued to caress the side of my cheek.

“And you will have me forever, Lilith, even if you can’t feel me with you.” He slid his hand into my hair and wrapped his fingers around the back of my head, pulling me down to crush his lips against mine.

“I will never stop loving you, even if there’s nothing left of me for you to love back.”

“Please,” I begged him, my voice barely a whisper. “Please don’t leave me. Everyone always leaves me…”

I sobbed, and Ramel’s eyes fluttered again.

“I’ll always be with you, deathtrap. I couldn’t leave you, even if I tried.”

His hand fell away from my face, and his eyes didn’t open again. He released one last, rattling breath, and whatever it was that made him Ramel slipped away—and no matter how hard I begged—I couldn’t convince his soul to stay.
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Alexa, play ‘Little Girl Gone,’ by Chinchilla

“I am the storm.”


—OLIVIA CRAIN, THE HAUNTING OF HILL HOUSE


Clink, grind, whrrrlll.

Silence stretched out in the aftermath of Ramel’s death; only the sound of Yahweh’s Sorter of Souls interrupted the echoing quiet.

I sat, staring at my dead husband, unable to accept the reality of what had just happened. Finally, Yahweh began to clap.

“Encore, encore. What a show you’ve put on for us,” Yahweh drawled. I stared down at Ramel’s lifeless face and felt myself shake with grief and rage.

They had won…

I could feel my magic now coursing through me. I had the power to eviscerate them. I had begged Ramel not to kill Yahweh, and now I was paying the consequences. I looked up and allowed my magic to continue to flow through me, but I froze as I found Art pointing another golden arrow directly at my head.

What would happen if I was struck? I was a goddess… Could the arrow kill me as easily as a demon?

“Get her back on the cross,” Yahweh ordered, and his few remaining angels moved to grab me. Yahweh and Art crept closer to me, the Sorter of Souls clinking and grinding relentlessly behind them. The sound was pushing my barely controlled rage dangerously close to its breaking point.

They were dead. They were all fucking dead.

I eyed the arrow Art had trained on me warily, my mind racing. I needed a distraction. I needed to take them out before they could inhibit my magic again, but how?

The two angels flanked me and grabbed my arms, dragging me away from Ramel’s body. I screamed in rage and let my rot seep from my body, forcing it up and into their hands, but Art snarled.

“Rot them, and I’ll put this arrow through your skull, Lilith,” he threatened, and I screeched at him, black decay seeping through my feet and staining the clouds beneath me.

“If you kill me, Shem will never forgive you, and this will all have been for nothing!” I snarled, and Art narrowed his eyes at me in anger.

“We don’t know if the arrow will kill you, but we know it will certainly make it easier to get you on the damn cross,” Art hissed. “Bring me the scythe,” he snapped, and one of the three surviving angels snatched it up from where it had fallen next to Ramel’s corpse.

I strained against the hold of my captors as the angel moved to bring the scythe to Art. He stepped over Ramel’s body as if he were nothing, and a long, piercing wail of sorrow erupted from my throat before I could stop myself.

Art laughed as he reached for the scythe, but his laughter was abruptly interrupted as the angel’s head exploded in a mess of black sludge. There was a blur of black, gold, and auburn, and suddenly Gabriel was skating through the clouds—the scythe gripped in one hand and his bloody scepter clutched in the other. Art spun, aiming his arrow at the dark angel, but Gabriel was so fast my eyes could barely track him. He flapped his midnight wings and was instantly on the other side of the Soul Sorter before the unmade angel even hit the ground.

Yahweh roared in anger as Gabriel landed gracefully behind Shemhazai, who stood at the edge of Yahweh’s pit-like machine with his hands in his pockets and a look on his face that promised murder and mayhem. Gabriel handed Shem the scythe, and he took it without taking his eyes off Art. Shem dropped the weapon at his feet, balancing it precariously close to the edge of the celestial machine. The corner of his mouth tilted up as he nudged it closer to the pit with his boot.

Everyone froze.

If the scythe went into the pit, the natural way of death would be severely altered. The Soul Sorter would likely break as the gears chewed through the Aetherium blade, making it impossible to sort the constant influx of souls.

Shemhazai’s gaze fell on Ramel’s corpse, and the brief look of devastation and pain that flashed through his eyes told me that he didn’t care about the consequences—he would do it. He would push the scythe into Yahweh’s Sorter of Souls and throw the entire universe into chaos without a second thought.

“Well, it seems we missed the party,” Shem purred, toeing the shaft of the scythe idly with his boot.

“Shemhazai…” Art said, his voice tight. “Move away from the Soul Sorter; you don’t want to do this.”

Shem’s eyes snapped to the snake demon, and an angry hiss escaped his lips.

“You dare to assume to know what I want, Arteqoph?”

Art looked like he was in physical pain. He took a step toward the Soul Sorter and Shem pushed the scythe another inch closer to the pit, causing Art to stop in his tracks.

“I know you don’t want the world to end, Shemhazai. You love fucking with the humans too much.”

Yahweh made an angry sound at this, making it clear what he thought of Shem’s continued antics in the human world.

“I did this for us, Shemhazai. With Lilith and Ramel out of the picture, I will rule Hell with you at my side. You will have free reign of the human realm. Yahweh just wants his vengeance, and then he has agreed to leave us in peace.”

Shem laughed, but the sound was not joyful. It was an angry laugh and was somehow filled with a bleeding sort of anguish. I shivered against the sound, my heart breaking for my demon lover, who was clearly as devastated as I was to have lost Ramel.

“You think I care about mankind? You think I care about you?” Shem chuckled as if the idea were ludicrous. “The only fucking reason I ever gave a shit about mankind was because the thought of innocent souls suffering upsets Lilith. The only reason I ever kept you around was because you’re a warm hole for my cock to fill.” His cruel words drained the color from Art’s face.

“You don’t mean that…” Art whispered, and Shemhazai sneered at him.

“Oh, but I do, Art. You’re nothing to me, and now that you have hurt my family, you are less than nothing, and I will personally unmake you for betraying us.”

Gabriel slung his scepter over one shoulder and stepped closer to Shemhazai, a nefarious grin plastered on his lips. He leaned in close to Shem’s ear, looking directly at Art as he spoke.

“Things have been so boring with everything running so smoothly… Think of how exciting it would be to fuck everything up a little bit? Do it, Shem. Push it in.”

Shem grinned and reached up to stroke Gabriel’s face. “Now, this is a male who understands the way to my heart,” Shem said, kissing the angel sensually. He slowly ran his tongue over Gabriel’s lips, and the angel parted for him. Art and Yahweh could do nothing but watch as Shemhazai explored Gabriel’s mouth so thoroughly I nearly felt I could taste the angel myself.

They broke away from each other and turned to look at Art and Yahweh.

“You’re an abomination,” Yahweh snarled at Gabriel. The dark angel just grinned and licked his lips.

“You never told me sin could taste so sweet, Yahweh,” he sneered.

“Release Lilith,” Shem snapped at the angels who held me. “Release her, or I will end this now.”

The angels that flanked my shoulders moved to do as he ordered, but Yahweh hissed at them.

“I give the orders! You will stay where you are. He will not do it. I created him. I know him better than he knows himself.”

Shem laughed and punted the scythe hard enough that the blade hovered right over the edge. It dangled so precariously that a gentle breeze could have sent it plummeting into the machine.

“You don’t know Shemhazai at all, Yahweh, if you think he would pass up an opportunity to poke something off a ledge,” I remarked dryly.

Shem gave me a dazzling smile, though it didn’t reach his eyes. I didn’t miss the way his gaze kept dropping to Ramel’s corpse at my feet. I could nearly feel his pain like it was a living thing.

Their love for each other was beyond friendship, even beyond brotherhood. They had been two sides of the same coin. Twin flames, bound and destined to change and push each other for all eternity.

“Bring Lilith to me, or I will fuck you both so hard up the ass you’ll shit blood,” he threatened, still smiling at the angels who held me.

They exchanged a look and glanced at Yahweh, clearly trying to decide who they feared more. However, with the fate of the universe dangling over Yahweh’s Sorter of Souls, their fear of Shem won, and they dragged me by my arms through the clouds and around the pit, tossing me at Shem’s feet.

He grinned at them and cocked his head to the side.

“Thank you.” The angels looked confused for a moment at Shem’s politeness. “Gabe... Kill them,” he said it so cordially that it took a moment for the angels to understand that he had just ordered their deaths.

So quickly I barely saw him move, Gabe slammed his scepter through their skulls. He hit them hard enough that it only took one strike for them both to crumble to their knees.

Their brains splattered across the clouds in clumps of black, and my eyes widened in surprise.

Shem crouched down to help me to my feet, his green eyes cataloging the damage to my hands and my ripped dress.

He kissed me softly on the lips, cupping the side of my face.

“I’m so sorry I was late. I will fix this. Do you trust me?” he asked so quietly the others wouldn’t hear.

A hot tear slid down my cheek, and he wiped it away as I nodded.

“I trust you.”

He smiled at me and dropped another kiss on my head.

“That’s my girl,” he murmured. Frowning, he suddenly looked at something over my shoulder. I turned to see what it was he was looking at, but there was nothing there. Just the empty, bloody bridge to Hell behind us.

“What do you see?” I asked, but Shem just smirked at me.

“One thing at a time, Lilith,” he said cryptically before turning back to face Yahweh, Art, and the one remaining angel.

“How much more time do we have?” Gabriel asked, and I frowned.

Time for what?

Shem pretended to check the non-existent watch on his wrist.

“We have a few more minutes.”

“Enough time to kill Art?”

“Yeah, I think so.” Shem turned to me. “Would you like to do the honors, sweetheart? He did crucify you after all.”

I looked across the pit of golden gears at the demon who had murdered my Reaper.

My husband. My lover of a thousand lives. Art had fucking taken something from me that could never be replaced, no matter how many more lifetimes I lived.

“Yes. I want to kill him,” I whispered, and Shem ran his fingers through my hair, tucking it gently behind my ear.

“Go ahead, sweetheart. Take out the angel too; we don’t need him.” He gave me one of his most vicious smiles. “Make it hurt.”

“Shemhazai… please,” Art begged, tears suddenly spilling down his beautiful face. “I love you,” he whispered. Shem looked at him like he was something disgusting he had found beneath his shoe.

“It’s not me you should be begging, Arteqoph,” he hissed. He rolled his sole over the hilt of the scythe, causing it to twirl precariously along the edge of the pit. “Though I don’t know that begging will help you now. I have the feeling Lilith is in no mood for mercy.”

He was right.

Even in my past life, I rarely used my magic for battle or vengeance. I had never wanted anything other than harmony and balance for Yahweh’s creations, as well as my own.

However, even if you back the softest kitten into a corner, you’re likely to get scratched. My magic ripped out of me, and I didn’t bother trying to control it. I let it spread through Heaven and relished in the corruption as it tainted every speck of light it touched. One moment, we were in a shining, bleak expanse of never-ending white. In seconds, the crisp white wisps turned to angry black storm clouds as I soaked them through with rot.

Art screamed as he died, and I ripped his demon out of his body as he perished. We watched him crumble into a wet pile of nothing next to the nameless angel who had tried to take the scythe from me.

Only Yahweh was able to withstand the blast, but I had known he would. Shem had not said to destroy him, which led me to believe he had plans for the God of Creation yet.

My assumption was proven correct when Shem started counting backward from ten as my death magic continued to tear into the well-dead Arteqoph.

Yahweh’s many faces contorted in rage and desperation as he weathered the storm of my power.

“Ten,” Shem began counting down, an evil smile curling across his lips.

With his forces destroyed, Yahweh seemed to have realized he truly had lost. With the look of someone who had nothing else to lose, he let his own magic explode from his body. The mist of his dead army gathered around him in a storm of flesh and bone. He wielded the storm of biomatter as viciously as I wielded my churning sea of rot and decay.

Our magics slammed into each other. Flocks of living birds exploded from Yahweh’s river of flesh, only to be torn down and turned to mold as they flew toward me.

“Nine,” Shem continued. I waited for Shemhazai to kick the scythe into the pit as Yahweh attacked, but he seemed confident in my ability to hold him off until he had finished his countdown.

Yahweh continued to grow more and more desperate as Shemhazai counted. He created larger and more violent creatures to attack us.

“Eight.” A great white shark swam through the air at breakneck speed only to explode into a spray of white decay.

“Seven.” A tyrannosaurus rex roared and stomped through the clouds with the force of a detonating skyscraper. I melted it into a puddle of ink.

“Six.” A nest of black widows appeared, and the spiders crawled up my legs, burying their vicious little fangs into my flesh. I laughed. Their venom could not harm me.

“Five.” A pack of saber-toothed tigers. I reduced them to wet chunks of rancid flesh.

“Four.” An entire fucking herd of elephants. I laughed as I forced them to crumble into nothing.

“What is it they say about insanity, Yahweh? It’s doing the same thing over and over again and expecting a different result,” I taunted the angry god as I vanquished another slew of his creations.

“Three,” Shem continued. We were too evenly matched, and the angrier Yahweh became, the sloppier his attacks were.

“Two.” A violent troop of gorillas beating their chests. They barely made it a step before I reduced them to dust.

“One.” Shem finished.

Yahweh was mid-cast when his body jerked in agony. I held back on my next attack, watching curiously as the might of his magic flickered and then dwindled down to nearly a third of what it had been moments before.

What had been a violent cacophony of noise suddenly turned to a bone-crushing silence as our battle ground to a stop.

My eyes flickered down to the Sorter of Souls, and I gasped and realized it was slowing down.

Clink, grind, whrrrlll.

Clink… grind… whrrrlll.

Clink… grinnnnndddd….

Whrrrrrrrrlllllllllllllll…

The machine slowed to a near stop. Shem winked at me, and with a snap of his fingers, his shadowy hellcats manifested and swarmed Yahweh as he screamed. Without the power he collected from the Sorter of Souls, he was no longer strong enough to defend against Shem’s attack. I watched in awe as his shadow cats dragged the screaming god back toward the cross that Art had tried to crucify me to.

“Gabe, be a good boy and get him strung up. Lilith and I will be there in a moment.”

Gabriel nodded and followed the feral colony of hellcats deeper into Heaven, his bloody scepter slung over his shoulder as he walked.

Shem slipped the toe of his boot under the handle of the scythe and kicked it up into the air, catching it deftly before sliding up beside me.

The adrenaline that had been keeping me upright bled away, and I suddenly felt weak on my feet. Shemhazai wrapped an arm around my shoulders, steadying me.

“It’s okay, Lilith. It’s over. You can rest now.”

I stumbled away from him, making my way back toward Ramel’s corpse. I got halfway to him before I collapsed to my hands and knees. Ignoring the bone-shattering pain in my hands, I crawled through the clouds to his side with tears streaming down my cheeks.

Shem followed me and knelt on his other side. He pursed his lips as I wept over my dead husband.

“Lilith.” I glanced up at my cat demon, and he reached out across Ramel’s body, tucking my hair behind my ear. “I told you I was going to fix this. When are you going to learn to trust me?”

“How can you fix this, Shemhazai?” I choked. “Even I can’t bring back an immortal soul.”

Shem’s mouth cocked up at the side, and his too-green eyes settled on something over my shoulder again. I twisted around, looking for whatever it was he was staring at, but I still couldn’t see anything.

“No. You can’t bring him back, Lilith,” Shem confirmed, and my heart twisted painfully in my chest. “But I bet you the God of Creation can.”
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“You feed me, I try to feed you, we are friends, says the cat, although I am more equal than you.”


—THE CAT’S SONG, MARGE PIERCEY


“Acat’s eyes are the windows to the soul.”

Those were the first words Lilith had said to me after she changed me. Staring at the flicker of the spirit that clung to her, I finally understood what she had meant.

I could see Ramel’s essence, clinging to her for dear fucking life, resisting whatever pull there was that was calling him to pass on.

Stubborn fucking bastard. I smirked, but I kept what I was sensing to myself for the time being. The hope that lit in her eyes when I told her I suspected we could use Yahweh’s magic to get Ramel back made my heart squeeze in my chest. I really hoped I wasn’t about to crush her, especially after I had finally seemed to have earned her trust back.

Ramel’s body was the first problem I needed to sort out. I had to get the arrows out of him before we tried anything. His soul wouldn’t stay in his body for long with those abhorrent things piercing his chest.

In two swift swipes, I gripped each arrowhead and yanked them clean out of my friend’s body, dragging the feathered end through him so as not to cause more damage than necessary. I scowled at the bloodied shafts, tossing them away from me in disgust.

So many immortal lives had been wasted today, all because Yahweh couldn’t fucking let things go. He was going to pay for it, maybe for eternity.

“How did you get the Soul Sorter to stop? I thought Art foiled our plans to get the stores to shut down for renovations?” Lilith asked, and I gave her a smirk and a shrug.

“I blew a bunch of them up.”

She gaped at me. “Shemhazai!” Her eyes widened with worry. “But… how? And how will we get the Soul Sorter back up and running? We need it to work, or we won’t be able to reincarnate humans.”

I shrugged, not really fucking caring all that much. “I planted a bunch of idea seeds in the human Voodoo staff. Sara blew up the store we used to work at.” I smiled at the thought, imagining little Sara blowing up a restaurant still amused the shit out of me.

“Shemhazai!” Lilith tried to scold me again, but even I could tell her heart wasn’t all that into it. If I hadn’t done what I did, we may have never been able to subdue Yahweh.

I shrugged. “Earth is overpopulated. If birth rates drop for a bit while we figure out how to manage things without Yahweh, so be it. The risk was worth the reward.” I looked out over the now thoroughly tainted heavenscape to where Gabriel was diligently nailing Yahweh to the cross.

“Is that Hypnos?” I asked, suddenly realizing there was still a god hanging from the second cross on the podium in the distance.

Lilith nodded. “Yes. I tried to get Ramel to free him, but he… he didn’t seem interested in anything other than getting me out.” I glanced back at her, frowning as she tenderly stroked the face of her dead husband. The massive holes in her hands were still bleeding, and the sight of them made me angry all over again. My little queen deserved so much fucking better. I was going to make sure she got what she deserved. She had been so brave and strong, but I could tell she was still beating herself up over the night’s events.

“I distracted him. I told him that I loved him, and that’s when he got shot,” she admitted, sounding so broken. I found myself scanning her body to make sure she didn’t have anything sharp on her. If she tried to harm herself after all this, I was going to lose it.

I frowned as Ramel’s soul shimmered behind her as if he were trying to soothe the tenseness from her shoulders. She didn’t seem to be able to feel him at all, but he was there. I let out an involuntary chuckle.

Even if I couldn’t get him back in his body, there was something amusing about the fact that his stubborn ass seemed determined to continue to stalk her, even in death.

“Alright, enough.” I grabbed Lilith’s arm and yanked her to her feet. “I told you I’m going to fix this. Stop feeling sorry for yourself and help me get his body to the kiln.”
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I didn’t really need Lilith’s help, but I knew she was less likely to fall apart if she had something to focus on. Together, we carried Ramel’s lifeless corpse to Yahweh’s kiln. I gently placed him inside and closed the door, sealing him in.

“Let’s go see how Gabriel’s doing with Yahweh. We’re going to need some of his magic to power the kiln, and I need to see how he did it to Hypnos. I’m sure we can mimic the setup.”

My plan was to pretty much do to Yahweh what he had planned on doing to Lilith. I was also sure that after we freed the God of Sleep, Hypnos would be more than happy to knock Yahweh out indefinitely so we could milk him of his magic without worrying about him somehow escaping.

This way, we could keep the natural way of things going without Yahweh running around trying to control everyone all the fucking time.

We approached the crosses to find Gabriel standing before the screaming God of Creation with his hands in his pockets and a smirk on his face.

“Keep it up, Yahweh, and you might find yourself with a cock in your mouth.” My dark angel threatened him, and I let out a low laugh, running my hand up his back and into his thick, auburn hair.

“Does my new pet want to fuck the naughty god’s mouth?” I grinned at the thought of watching Gabriel give back to Yahweh what he had forced on all his angels for millennia.

“It would certainly shut his ass up,” Gabriel sneered, and Yahweh abruptly snapped his mouth shut, his ever-changing face stricken with rage and fear.

“As much as it would turn me on to watch you shove your dick down God’s unwilling throat, we have some rather important and time-sensitive things that need our attention first,” I said, nipping my dark angel’s neck gently. He shuddered beneath my touch, and I smiled against him.

“But I will make it up to you later, I promise.”

He slid his citrine gaze to meet mine and gave me a sly smile.

“Thank you, Sir.”

Fuck. This damn angel knew how to get me hard.

“Such a good fucking boy,” I growled, tightening my grip in his hair before releasing him. I didn’t know what took me so long to realize that Gabriel was one of us, but holy fuck was I going to have fun with him.

I reluctantly turned my attention away from my new toy and approached Hypnos. He was awake now and watching us with pursed lips.

“You poor bastard,” I muttered. “How long has he had you strung up here?” I asked the God of Sleep, moving closer to examine the tubes that had been fed into his body, steadily siphoning out his magic. I followed the tubes and peeked into the mow-dark clouds beneath our feet. I found that they were wired to the underside of Hell’s bridge, which explained how Yahweh had been keeping the gods in Hell’s graveyard asleep. Popping my head back out of the clouds, I shook my head.

What a twisted fucker.

“For millennia,” Hypnos croaked. “In the beginning, he would simply swallow my magic and take my power into himself so he could put the other gods to sleep. Then, once he had them buried in Hell, he permanently attached me here.”

“Gabriel.” I only needed to say the angel’s name before he was on it. Gabe beat his powerful black wings and got to work releasing the God of Sleep from the cross.

I moved forward to remove the tubes that were siphoning his magic. I hoped that by removing them, I could better learn how they were installed in the first place, so I could copy the procedure on Yahweh.

“If you remove them, the other gods will awaken. There will be a reckoning,” Hypnos warned. “I assume the world is much different than it was when Yahweh first took me from my realm.”

I nodded, my lip curling at the thought. The other gods would not be willing to slip seamlessly into the system Yahweh had built in their absence. They would likely fight amongst themselves, and I anticipated a great deal of jockeying for power, especially among some of the more violent gods.

That was fine with me. I had never been afraid of a little chaos.

Besides, Hypnos’ magic was what was keeping Hecate asleep. There was no fucking way I was leaving her like that. So I supposed it was everyone else’s lucky fucking day too.

I yanked out the tubes, and Hypnos hissed in pain as Gabe removed the first stake.

Once we had successfully unbound the god and lowered him carefully to the ground, he looked up at us with shining eyes.

“Thank you,” he whispered, and Lilith rushed to his side, attempting to help him find his footing.

“Can you stand?” she asked, her little cheeks flushed with concern.

For fuck’s sake, the world didn’t deserve her.

Hypnos nodded, taking her hand gratefully. “Yes.” He eyed her in disbelief. “I thought you were going to leave me here. When your Reaper came and took you away…” His voice cracked, and he swallowed, clearly fighting back tears of relief and exhaustion. “Thank you. For coming back.”

Lilith’s eyes welled up with tears as well, and she squeezed the god’s hand reassuringly. “I would have never left you. Ramel was just… He wasn’t himself.”

I snorted. Ramel was most certainly himself when he had come for her. He probably wouldn’t have even stopped to free my ass if I had been up on the cross next to her, but I let her live in her little fantasy.

Leaving Lilith to tend to Hypnos, I moved on to Yahweh. He was looking worse for wear, but at least he had stopped screaming. Apparently, the threat of being forced to suck some cock had been enough to scare him into submission.

“So, the great and mighty Yahweh crucified to his own cross. How the tables have turned.” I smirked up at him.

“You will pay for this,” Yahweh hissed, and I laughed.

“I highly doubt that. I have more than paid my dues; it’s your turn.” The god snarled as I bent down to pick up the tubing that was coiled at the base of the cross.

“Gabe, strip him down,” I ordered. I retrieved Ramel’s scythe while Gabriel enthusiastically tore off Yahweh’s all-white vestments.

Once Yahweh was naked and exposed on the cross, I stood back, holding my fingers up in an ‘L’ shape and squinting with one eye, doing my best to eyeball the rough placement of the tubing.

When I thought I had a pretty good idea of where to stuff the siphons, I impaled him accordingly with the tip of the scythe, relishing in his screams.

“Aww. Does that hurt?” I asked idly, slapping his scrotum sharply with one hand as I examined the opening to one of the tubes with the other. Yahweh barked in pain at my touch, and Gabriel snickered behind me.

“Here, you stick this one in his chest, I can’t reach from down here. I’ll get the abdomen.”

It took less time than I expected. Between the two of us, we had his magic bleeding through the tubes in minutes, and I watched as the golden fluid dripped into the clouds at our feet.

“Fascinating. Who knew?” I muttered, more to myself than anything.

I dabbed a drop of his magic on my finger and sucked it clean. Immediately, my entire body revolted against it. I heaved and gagged, unable to digest it at all.

“Fuck, that tastes like shit.” I shook my head, spitting the essence of Yahweh out in the clouds before turning to Gabriel.

“Here, you try it.”

He made a face. “You’re not exactly selling it, Shemhazai.”

My good mood vanished. Good pets didn’t talk back.

“It wasn’t a fucking request. Put it in your mouth before I put you on your knees,” I snarled, and his eyes darkened at the order. The fact that the threat of a punishment turned him on made my stomach flip, not that I was going to let him see how much his kinky little ass was affecting me. Especially not after he just talked back to me.

He maintained eye contact with me as he took the tube of Yahweh’s magic and put it in his mouth. I watched him wrap his lips around it and suck, his cheeks hollowing with the action.

A deep growl built in my chest as I watched him suck back Yahweh’s essence.

Little fucking imp. He knew what he was doing.

Before I could stop myself, I had him by the throat. I ripped the tubing out of his mouth and pressed my face so close to his that our lips nearly touched.

“Careful, Gabriel,” I growled at him. “Keep fucking taunting me like that, and you’re going to end up with something else in your mouth.”

Gabriel smirked at me and licked the gold off his lips. “Yes, Sir.”

Fucking Satan, it did crazy shit to my insides when he called me that. My gaze dropped to his lips, and I frowned. He didn’t seem to have the same problem I had with ingesting Yahweh’s magic.

“How did it taste?” I purred, and Gabriel smacked his lips, giving me a smile that was going to get him in more trouble than he was ready for.

“Honestly, not bad.”

“It’s because he is an angel. You are made of Lilith’s magic; it’s too different from Yahweh’s magic to be compatible,” Hypnos explained. “Yahweh had a hard time ingesting my magic as well. Sleep is more akin to death than creation. You would likely have had an easier time drinking my essence.”

I glanced over at the God of Sleep, shamelessly assessing his insanely cut physique, despite centuries of being nailed to a fucking cross.

“Are you offering?” I asked, and Hypnos’ eyes widened at the implication.

“I personally prefer the affections of the fairer sex,” he replied, politely refusing me. I shrugged.

“Your loss,” I said, before turning to face Gabriel.

“How do you feel? Do you feel like you could spin a soul into a body?”

Gabriel shrugged. “I’ll try anything once.” He winked at me, and my mouth nearly fell open as he turned and began to make his way toward the kiln.

This fucking angel had no idea who he was fucking with. When we got back to Hell, I was going to put him on his knees and make him beg for fucking mercy. I looked back at Lilith, who was wringing her hands anxiously.

“Do you think this is really going to work?” she asked. I glanced over her shoulder, where I could still see the faint outline of what I intuitively knew was Ramel.

“Only one way to find out, sweetheart,” I said, wrapping my fingers around her wrist, being careful to avoid the wound in her hand.

“Let’s see if we can bring your husband back.”
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“Love isn’t brains, children. It’s blood.”


—SPIKE, “BUFFY THE VAMPIRE SLAYER”


Gabriel sat at the spinning wheel, and Shemhazai hooked up one of the ends of the tubes that was attached to the crucified Yahweh to the back of the kiln. He also produced a strange basket that was filled with something that looked like unprocessed wool, though the fibers moved and shimmered as if the fluff was somehow alive.

I wanted to scream at them to move faster, but I bit back my anxiety. Every second without Ramel felt like an eternity.

If this didn’t work, I truly didn’t know what I would do.

“What is that?” I asked, gesturing to the basket of wool. Even with my memories back, it didn’t look familiar.

“Raw soul fiber. Yahweh usually weaves souls with wisdom, understanding, counsel, fortitude, knowledge, piety, and fear of the Lord… I think we can leave out those last two for Ramel, though,” Gabriel chuckled, and Hypnos looked fascinated.

“You ready for this?” Shem asked Gabe, who lifted an elegant shoulder, his ebony wings rustling gently behind him. The tips trailed in the stormy clouds beneath our feet, and I found myself thinking that the wings suited him.

“I’ve never exactly been into arts and fucking crafts, but let’s see what I can do.” He smirked, cracking his knuckles in front of him. He pumped the pedal at his feet, and the spinning wheel began to turn. Shem handed him some of the soul fiber from the basket before gesturing for me to move forward.

“Come here, Lilith, you have a stalker. I need him to agree to being spun into the rest of the soul fiber.”

“Excuse me?” I asked, and Shem grinned at me, his green eyes flashing.

“Ramel. He’s hanging around you like a bad idea.” He pointed over my shoulder and traced the outline of a body in the air. I glanced over my shoulder in shock.

“Is that what you keep looking at?” I gasped, and Shem nodded.

“Yep, now come stand next to Gabe so we can spin him up and get him back into his body.”

My heart was slamming in my chest. Ramel was here?

‘You will have me forever, Lilith. Even if you can’t feel me with you.’

His final words rang through my head. Was it possible he had truly refused to pass on? The smug look on Shem’s face told me it was. Ramel had stayed true to his word and refused to leave me, even in death.

I stepped up to Gabe, and Shem reached out to grab what looked like a handful of nothing over my shoulder. He pulled what I assumed was Ramel’s spirit to the spindle of the spinning wheel as Gabriel continued to weave.

Suddenly, the kiln sprang to life, and ink-black smoke began to chug from the vents. Yahweh screamed in the distance as the kiln sucked more of his magic down the golden tubing that Shemhazai and Gabriel had installed.

I could barely breathe—I wrung my fingers together anxiously, unable to tear my gaze away from the door of the kiln.

What felt like an eternity passed in near silence. Only Yahweh’s relentless screaming could be heard as Shem, Hypnos, and I waited for Gabriel to finish his work.

Finally, the wheel slowed, and the smoke from the kiln thinned.

For two long beats, there was silence. Even Yahweh seemed to be spent.

I slid forward, laying my hand on the closed door of the kiln, swallowing past a thick lump in my throat.

“Ramel?” I whispered against the door. My magic reached for him, and there was a flicker behind the thick clay.

Was he alive?

Without warning, the door blew open with such force I was pushed back several steps. There was a blur of black, and suddenly, a hard body slammed into me.

Next thing I knew, I was horizontal, and Ramel was on top of me, his hazel eyes wild and feral. His pupils were engorged and had nearly eaten the entirety of his irises.

The excitement and ecstasy I felt to see him alive quickly bled away to shock and concern at the look of thirst and hunger that haunted his features.

“Ramel… I thought… I thought you were gone,” I whispered, unable to look away from his near animalistic gaze.

A sinister smile spread across his lips, exposing long, pointed canines. I frowned… He hadn’t had those before.

“I’ve already told you, Lilith. You will never escape me. You are mine, and I will never fucking let you go,” he snarled as he threaded a midnight hand into my hair. Yanking my head to the side, he sank his new fangs into the side of my neck.

“Well… that’s new,” Shem commented dryly, and I gasped in shock as he sucked, gulping back mouthfuls of my blood.

‘Mine.’ Ramel’s voice rolled through my mind as he drank.

‘Yours,’ I replied back into his head, my heart fluttering in elation. He was alive. He was back. My nightmare had survived God’s wrath and returned to me. If he wanted my blood, that was what he would have.
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Each pull on my throat stoked a fire in my core. He worried his teeth deeper into my flesh and growled as his throat worked, gulping back my blood as if he were a man dying of thirst. I felt my magic rush into him, returning the strength that he had lost in death. He filled his veins with my essence as if they were riverbeds welcoming rain after a drought. My blood finished the work that Yahweh’s magic started, eternally solidifying Ramel and returning the demon I had gifted him to his body.

The initial pain of his bite quickly changed to an intoxicating burning pleasure and I groaned beneath him, running my own midnight hands up into his hair, pressing him further into my throat. I felt a bleating need grow in my chest. He was mine. I had made him, and I would never allow anyone to take him from me again. I ran my sharp nails down the back of his neck hard enough to draw blood.

I wanted more.

He snarled in approval, pulling back slightly. “Lilith…” He stroked a hand down the side of my face.

“Do it again,” I growled, my voice nearly cracking with need. I found myself grinding my hips beneath him; the power of his bite had set my body on fire, and I suddenly needed him inside me. I could feel the hard ridge of him pressing against me, and I knew he was just as desperate for me as I was for him.

His nearly all-black eyes widened in surprise at my request.

“You don’t know what you’re asking for. I will devour you.” His voice was raw and animalistic. There was an inhumane growl rumbling in his chest as he pressed me further back into the stormy clouds beneath us.

“Take what you need, I want to feel you inside of me,” I hissed.

“Should we… give them some privacy?” I barely heard Hypnos as Ramel ripped my dress down, exposing my chest to him.

“No,” Shem said, sounding mildly entertained. “I like to watch.”

Ramel sank his fangs into one of my breasts, and I cried out in ecstasy, arching against him as another impossibly hot line of pleasure surged directly to my clit. I spread my legs and pulled his hips closer to me, grinding harder against him as the pleasure rode my body.

Every inch of me needed him to be touching me. My skin was burning, and my heart was throbbing in my chest. He rolled his tongue over the wounds he had pierced into my breast, and both of my nipples hardened so quickly that I gasped.

My hips were moving of their own accord, relentlessly grinding up against him, begging him to take me. My throat was tight, and my eyes were full of tears.

He was back.

He was here. He had kept his promise and never left me.

Without removing his teeth from my chest, Ramel’s hand found its way between my legs. He growled angrily when he found me bare. He rolled his eyes up to meet mine, and the rage I saw there was for what Rafael had tried to take for himself.

“He’s dead. I unmade him,” I soothed my demon. He released my breast and wrapped his hand around my throat as he rose up over me. He pulled his cock out of his Reaper’s shroud and lined himself up with my entrance.

“This is mine,” he hissed, and I nodded, swallowing against the tight grip of his hand.

“Yours,” I confirmed, and he slammed into me. I screamed as he pulled out and thrust back in. My heart stuttered in my chest, and I closed my eyes, reveling in the fact that he was alive. He was inside me. I had him back, finally.

“Eyes open, Lilith,” he growled as he continued to pump in and out of me. “I want you to look me in the eyes while I fuck you.”

My eyes flew open, and I did as he asked. With the hand that wasn’t wrapped around my throat, he reached between us and began to stroke featherlight circles around my clit. I whimpered at the contact. The contrast between the gentle touch of his fingers and the ruthless strokes of his cock sent my body into a confused cacophony of ecstasy, and I found myself immediately on the edge of oblivion.

“Come for me. Come for your nightmare, Lilith. Show me how much you love being haunted,” he ordered. He had been training my body for weeks to come on his command, and I couldn’t resist it, even if I wanted to.

I came apart, breaking open for him and screaming his name as he spilled himself into me.

With an angel, a demon, and a god as our witness, we consummated our love and claimed the dominion of Heaven as our own.

We had both died that day, but I had never felt more alive.
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“Love never dies.”


—DRACULA, BRAM STOKER'S DRACULA (1992)

“That was hot as fuck,” Gabriel commented as I pulled out of my wife and helped her to her feet. I spun up a shroud of shadows for her, replacing her torn Samhain dress and marveling at how much she looked like her old self.

My memories of existing outside my body were already fading, but I remember fighting with everything I had to keep my soul from disintegrating. I had ruthlessly clung to Lilith, refusing to allow whatever external force had been calling me to the void to take me away from her. How they had managed to get me back into my body, I had no idea, but I had a feeling the screaming God of Creation that was strung up to a cross in the distance had something to do with it. I looked at Lilith, unable to tear my eyes away from her. She had ascended and seemed to be glowing with a new sort of vibrance.

Despite her now inky hands and the undeniably potent cloud of power that rolled off of her, when she smiled, there was still the hint of the human Lilith peering back at me through those moss-green eyes. The adorable innocence that I had fallen in love with during our time together on Earth had not been erased with her ascension, and I found myself even more addicted to her than I had been before.

When I awoke in the kiln, I was overcome with an insatiable thirst for her, and I immediately knew that I, too, had been changed forever.

Whatever metamorphosis my body had gone through when I drank her blood from the Fountain of Death seemed to have been permanent.

I kissed the puncture wounds I had left on her neck softly, licking them clean with my tongue. The thirst had been quelled for now, but I knew it would return. I was no longer sure I would be able to survive without regular access to Lilith’s blood. This was something she and I would need to discuss. I had never been dependent on something for survival before, and the concept should have frightened me. However, as unnerving as that fact was, I didn’t regret it. The sheer power and energy that coursed through me when I was fully sated with her life force was unparalleled.

I felt invincible and nearly high on her power, and I found myself looking forward to my next opportunity to sink my teeth into her gorgeous white flesh.

Looking around Heaven, I smirked to myself at the devastation. The clouds were no longer white but an angry, stormy gray. Yahweh’s hidden hallways and rooms had been flattened in my rage. I had destroyed his armies, and Shemhazai and Gabe had the asshole crucified to his own cross.

Whoever said violence wasn’t the answer had been wrong as fuck. Vengeance was sweet, and the sight of Yahweh strung up like a gutted pig made me so happy I could barely form words.

Wrapping my arms around the hips of my wife, I smirked at Shemhazai.

“Thank you, Hazai.” I grinned at him, knowing he had been the one to figure out that I had found a way to linger long enough for them to save me. He just chuckled.

“Don’t thank me. I can’t fuck Lilith without you, I had to bring you back.” He winked, and I rolled my eyes.

“Please. We both know you would pass away from boredom if I ever truly died.”

He clapped me on the back, squeezing my shoulder gently as the four of us slowly made our way to the bloody bridge back to Hell.

“Don’t fucking die on me again, asshole,” he muttered, quietly enough that only I could hear.

“Not planning on it,” I affirmed with a nod as we crossed the bridge back to Hell. Shem snorted.

“I’m sure you weren’t planning on it this time either, yet here we are. I can’t believe you let fucking Art get the drop on you.”

I scowled and flipped him the bird. “I was a little preoccupied. I had just murdered an entire army of fucking angels, and then this little Hell Queen told me she loved me for the first time in four thousand years.” I smiled down at my tiny bride and kissed her temple as I guided her toward the gates. “You wouldn’t have made it past the fucking bridge.”

Shemhazai looked critically at the bridge in question as we stepped onto it. It was still smeared with angel guts.

Lilith’s magic was true death magic. Even immortals were vulnerable if she turned the full force of her power against them. When I had drank her blood from the Fountain of Death, I turned myself into a conduit for that power, and I had left no fucking survivors.

“I would have made it past the bridge,” he argued, though his tone was pensive. “I don’t know if I would have been able to take on the rest of them though. How the fuck did you manage that?”

I shot him a sly smile and shrugged. “Have you ever known me to allow someone to touch Lilith and live?”

Lilith gave me an annoyed look over her shoulder, the implication of my words were not lost on her.

“They should have known they were all dead the moment they laid a finger on her.” I couldn’t keep the shit-eating grin off my face. “She’s my little deathtrap, after all.”
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“Our dead are never dead to us until we have forgotten them.”


—GEORGE ELIOT


Hell was in shambles. We hadn’t lost as many demons as Yahweh had lost angels, but it was still a waste. Lilith fell quiet as we walked through the burning city and made our way back to the House of the Fallen. Shemhazai and Gabe fell silent, and Hypnos took in his new surroundings with the sort of quiet attention someone might bring to a funeral.

Once we were back in the manor, we found the surviving legions of our people already working to bring order back to the wreckage.

Lilith laced her fingers into my hand and tugged me toward our bedroom. My heart sank as I immediately understood why she wanted that to be her first stop.

“Lilith…” I warned, as we followed her to our room.

“Quick, maybe if we hurry, we can get her back to the kiln and save her too.” My little queen’s voice was so full of hope I almost didn’t have it in me to tell her it was too late.

Gabe had been able to repair my soul because I had fought tooth and nail against the natural call of the universe to disperse into nothingness.

Immortal souls did not reincarnate. We were unique, one-of-a-kind beings. Once we were gone, that was it… forever. I had been the exception, not the rule. The combination of Lilith’s blood magic and sheer fucking stubbornness on my part is what had made saving me possible. The moment Jezebel died, her soul had likely disintegrated into nothing. She was over. Finished. Nothing more than a memory.

We entered the bedroom, and Jezebel’s body was exactly where I had found it before I left for the Fountain of Death.

Lilith spun on her heel, her shroud of shadows curling around her feet. I exchanged a look with Hazai, who looked just as concerned as I was.

“Help me carry her back to Heaven,” Lilith begged, but Hazai pursed his lips.

“She’s gone, sweetheart. There’s no bringing her back.”

“We have to try,” she pleaded, her mossy eyes shining with tears. “Gabe can fix her. He can repair her soul, right Gabe?” She looked at the dark angel hopefully, but his face was taught with remorse. Hazai took a careful step forward and rubbed his knuckles gently over her flushed cheek.

“I’m sorry, Lil, but there’s nothing for Gabe to repair. Her soul isn’t here. She’s passed on to wherever it is demon souls go,” he whispered, and the tears in her eyes spilled forward, staining her little freckled cheeks. I felt my black heart crack in my chest. I was so sick of watching her cry.

“But… she was my friend…” Lilith whispered, and Shem rested his forehead against hers, wiping her tears away with his thumb.

“I know, sweetheart. I know she was.”

She buried her face in Shem’s chest, and I slipped up behind her. “We’ll bury her in the graveyard so you can say goodbye,” I murmured in her ear as she sobbed. “She risked her life to save you, and because of her sacrifice, no one else will ever be unmade at the hands of Yahweh again. We will make sure she is recognized for what she’s done for us.”

I met Hazai’s gaze over Lilith’s shoulder as we held her. We didn’t need words to understand what the other was thinking.

If it was up to us, Jezebel would be the last friend Lilith would ever lose.
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We wrapped Jezebel’s body in shadows and took her to the graveyard where the sleeping gods had been buried.

Shemhazai grew quieter and quieter with each step. He seemed to be on high alert, and I knew it was because he was unsure of what to expect.

Roughly three hundred years ago, he had returned from one of his usual romps in the mortal realm uncharacteristically angry. Shemhazai would have never admitted it to me, but I had even suspected he might have been severely depressed. He had completely shut down for nearly a decade. After years of prodding, he had mentioned his relationship with Hecate to me briefly but refused to get into any of the details. Whenever I tried to bring her up, he tended to grow irritable, so I stopped asking about her over the centuries.

Gabe also seemed to be growing increasingly tense. He shuffled his wings in irritation as we walked and kept shooting Hazai dark looks. When we arrived at the graveyard, with Jezebel hovering before us on a bed of shadows, Hypnos cleared his throat.

“This is where I leave you,” he said, his voice already stronger. The wounds in his abdomen, chest, and throat nearly healed.

I eyed the God of Sleep curiously. His skin was bronze, and his navy hair had small golden flecks clinging to the strands. Upon closer inspection, I realized they were tiny golden stars and moons. It looked like he had sprinkled golden confetti in his hair, but when he ran his fingers through it, the glittering constellations didn’t move.

Lilith cocked her head to the side, her brow creasing in concern.

“Are you sure? Where will you go?”

“I must return to the dream realm and see if there is anything left of my home,” he said, eyeing the misty graveyard that loomed before us. “My magic will have worn off, and the other gods are likely awake,” he said, pursing his lips in concern.

“That’s a good thing, right? They were all displaced and trapped by Yahweh, but now things can return to the way they were,” Lilith said, but the God of Sleep gave her a solemn look.

“It will be an adjustment. Yahweh is not the first god to attempt to rise to power. I suggest you get your house in order and prepare to defend your domain. The others will be angry and vengeful.”

“They have no reason to seek vengeance against us,” Lilith said, frowning. “We saved them.”

Hypnos gave her a dark look. “Those consumed with anger rarely have room left for reason. I am grateful to you for releasing me, and I hope that you heed my warning, but this is where we must part ways. Good luck, Lilith, Goddess of Death and Decay. I wish peace and prosperity for you and your people.”

With that, the God of Sleep vanished into a burst of stardust, and I forced myself to school my reaction.

“Well… that was ominous,” Shem said, sounding bored. He rolled his eyes and turned on his heel, heading into the graveyard. We followed, floating Jezebel’s corpse along with us.

The normal rush of power that overcame visitors was not present, and I felt a chill crawl down my spine at how abnormally still everything was.

Hypnos had been right. The graveyard was empty. I glanced around at the closest graves and noted how the ground looked as if it had been clawed through. The gods and goddesses had been forced to dig themselves out of their own graves, only to find themselves in a realm they didn’t belong.

Shem shot me a furtive look, and I forced myself not to frown.

‘Let’s get Jezebel buried so Lilith can get closure, then we’ll look around,’ I said into his mind. His eyes flashed in annoyance at the hold-up, but he nodded.

We found an empty plot and lowered Jezebel into the grave. We buried her beneath the twisting nebula of Hell’s night sky, and Lilith used her magic to carve her name into an obsidian stone. She stood back when we were finished, and I read the inscription out loud.

‘Here lies Jezebel, the embodiment of Hell’s fury and a true friend of Death.

May she live on for eternity in our memory.’

“That’s beautiful, deathtrap,” I murmured, pulling her close and kissing her head. She trembled in my arms, and I tightened my hold on her.

“I’m tired,” she whispered, and I knew she was nearing her breaking point. I glanced at Hazai. Despite the fact that I could tell it was taking everything in him not to bolt off into the night in search of Hecate, he still managed to look concerned.

“Why don’t you take her back to the room? I’m going to stay to look around.”

I nodded, shooting a look at Gabriel, who seemed pissed off about something.

“You sure?” I asked, and Hazai nodded.

“Yeah. Go, take care of our girl.”

“Alright, be careful,” I said, and he shot me a dazzling grin.

“I’m always careful.”
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“Cats are inquisitive but hate to admit it.”


—MASON COOLEY


Ididn’t need to check her grave to know Hecate was gone, but I checked anyway. I prowled through the cemetery with all of my senses on high alert. My hellcats darted in and out of the mist that crept between tombstones. They rubbed their little hellish faces on corners and sniffed for any hint of the Mother of Witches.

I knew Hecate well enough to know that if she didn’t want me to find her, she wouldn’t be found—and if she did want me to find her, she wouldn’t make it easy.

Gabe followed me silently, his bloody scepter slung over his shoulder. He was pissed off about something, but I wasn’t interested in whatever his problem was.

We had an empty graveyard that had been filled with sleeping gods, my queen was mentally and physically in shambles, the Sorter of Souls was broken, and my home had been all but destroyed.

Whatever was up Gabriel’s ass was the least of my worries.

Most of these gods and goddesses had their own realms, many of which had been locked up and impenetrable in their absence. The realms lay on top of each other and were separated by the veil, much the same way Heaven, Earth, and Hell were. It had been so long since these beings had walked through the folds of reality that I barely remembered how we had all coexisted before Yahweh.

I had just been created when Yahweh started to really come into his power. He had already subdued many of them, and after I woke up from purgatory, most of them had already been put to sleep.

The raw and empty graves both unnerved and excited me. We were overdue for a revolution, and most of these gods wouldn’t be a threat. I wasn’t worried about the God of Healing and Love, the Sky and the Moon Goddess, or the God of Luck and Peace. I was more concerned about Ares, the God of Wrath and War.

I didn’t fear disruption. On the contrary, I loved disruption so much that I had been mistaken for the God of Chaos more than once in my long life… but I also wasn’t an idiot. I valued self-preservation over all else. As happy as I was to mix things up and watch the world burn, I didn’t have any intention of burning along with it.

Hecate’s grave was just as empty as I had expected it to be, and I knew she was pissed. Clawing her way out of her own grave was definitely not something she would have been thrilled about, and a small part of me wondered if she blamed me for not being there when she woke up. I did my best to ignore the twinge of guilt that shot through my chest at the thought that she might very well be pissed with me for many reasons. Not being there to help her out of her coffin was likely the least of them.

My ears pricked as I heard the unmistakable sound of two baying dogs. My hellcats hissed at the sound, but I felt my lip curl up.

“Shemhazai,” Gabriel said, his tone sour.

“Shut up,” I snapped, straining to see if I could determine which direction the barking was coming from.

“No, we had a deal. I help you, and you get Lilith to change me out of this shit form. It’s time to pay up.”

I grit my teeth in annoyance. The dogs were silent now, and I hadn’t been able to decipher where their howls had come from because of Gabe’s fucking yammering.

That had probably been the one fucking clue she would be willing to give me, and now it was gone. I whirled on the dark angel, my claws unsheathed, and I wrapped them around his throat.

“I told you to shut the fuck up, Gabriel; now you have cost me my prey,” I snarled, our noses inches apart. He didn’t flinch. He met my gaze head-on and jutted out his chin.

“I don’t really give a fuck, Shemhazai. A deal is a deal. Have your queen strip me of this form or there will be consequences.”

I narrowed my eyes on him, letting my claws scrape against the delicate skin on his handsome neck. I watched his Adam’s apple bob and wondered how it would feel to sink my teeth into it.

“I don’t know, Gabriel,” I purred, reaching around him with the hand that wasn’t wrapped around his throat. I traced a claw down the shining black feathers of his wing. He took a sharp breath and shuddered beneath my touch. I’d had wings once upon a time. I knew how sensitive they were. “I like you with wings. You remind me of a little bird.” I pressed my lips close to his ear, watching his skin pebble as I spoke. “Cats eat birds.”

We were standing close enough that I felt it when he hardened at my threat. I pulled back as he swallowed, relishing the feel of his throat contracting beneath my palm.

“A deal is a deal, Shemhazai.” He stood firm, and I released him, giving him what I knew was a feline smile.

“You’re right, little bird. A deal is a deal. Though, you should be careful what you wish for. Making deals with a demon is usually more trouble than it’s worth.” I winked, before brushing past him to head back to the manor.

I didn’t bother looking back to see if he was following.

I knew he would be.
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“People incapable of guilt usually do have a good time.”


—RUST COHLE, TRUE DETECTIVE


After a hot shower and a thousand kisses, the light had returned to Lilith’s eyes.

I pulled one of the healers who had been tending to the wounded in the dining room away and had her mend the wounds in Lilith’s hands. Whatever those golden spikes had been made of had made it difficult for the healer to do her work, but happily, by the time she left, there were only two small pink scars left.

I opened her hands and kissed each palm reverently, stroking her new scars with my thumbs.

“I can’t believe you died,” she whispered from where I had her curled tightly under my arm on the bed. I gently kissed her forehead, greedily inhaling her scent.

“If you bleed, I bleed,” I murmured against her. “I’ll never forgive myself for not making it to you in time.”

“You made it in time, Ramel. They weren’t able to steal my magic.”

I pulled away, looking down at her in disbelief. “They crucified you on a cross, Lilith. Rafael raped you. I would hardly call that ‘getting there in time.’”

She shrugged. “I rotted his dick off for what he did, and honestly, I would go through it all again if it ended with the same result. We’re together. We’re home. Shemhazai, you, me, and I guess now Gabe… We’re all okay.” Her gaze darkened. “I wish we could have Jezebel here too, but she would be happy we won. I know she would.”

“Of course she would,” I murmured, brushing a lock of butterscotch hair out of her little round face. “I still feel like I failed you,” I whispered, and she smiled up at me, the curve of her lips so devastatingly beautiful that I felt like she could stop the very world from turning.

“You didn’t fail me, Ramel.” She stroked the side of my face. “You promised me forever, and you kept your promise. You’re still here.”

“I’ll always fucking be here,” I vowed fiercely. Threading my fingers into her hair, I gripped her tightly. She gasped, and I could hear her heartbeat speed up. My gaze dropped to the pulse in her throat, and my mouth watered. She didn’t miss the way I licked my lips, and she smiled.

“Is my Nightmare thirsty?” she whispered. I glanced up at her, barely daring to breathe.

“You don’t mind that I now seem to crave your… blood?” I asked, unsure why I was surprised. She wiggled closer to me, the heat of her body sending a shiver of pleasure down my spine.

“It felt good when you bit me,” she admitted, her voice growing hoarse with the memory. I smiled at her. “Mmmm. Is that so?”

She nodded urgently, and I lowered my lips to her throat, shuddering at the feel of her pulse against my lips.

Fuck. It would feel so good to just…

The bedroom door slammed open, and Shemhazai strolled in. I jerked away from Lilith and glared at him for interrupting. He gave me a sly grin—the type of grin that I had come to learn meant he had an evil, disgusting idea, and I would likely enjoy whatever it was he was planning.

“Get up, both of you. Gabriel has made it clear that he is owed his pound of flesh, and he insists he will not wait another moment.”

Gabriel was behind him, glowering and angry, but he crossed his arms over his chest defiantly, still gripping the golden scepter in his right hand. His black wings were held tight to his back, his glossy feathers gleaming in the green light of the fire.

“You promised me. Don’t make it sound like I’m asking for more than what I’m owed.”

Lilith cocked her head to the side, confused. “What is it, exactly, that he’s owed?”

Shem grinned at her. “We promised if he helped us overthrow Yahweh, you would turn him into a demon, and he would sit on the Watcher’s Council.”

Lilith’s eyes widened briefly in surprise, but the look of shock quickly spread into a warm smile.

“Of course I’ll change you, Gabe. You didn’t need to make a deal with these two assholes for that. You only needed to ask.” She got out of bed, and I was unable to suppress the animalistic growl that erupted from my chest as she moved away from me. My canines throbbed with an unfamiliar pain. I had been so close to sinking my teeth into that beautiful throat filled with blood so good that my eyes rolled back into my head. I shot out of the bed after her, wrapping my arms around her waist and slamming her back into my hips.

“Don’t you walk away from me, deathtrap,” I growled against her ear, feeling my pupils dilate as she shuddered beneath me.

“I’m not walking away, I’m just going to change Gabe, and then we can pick up where we left off,” she assured me, and I ground against her from behind. The growl in my chest intensified despite her attempt at placating me.

Gabriel was staring at Lilith like he was trying to figure her out, and Hazai looked absolutely fiendish.

“A couple things first.” Hazai glanced back at Gabriel, a mischievous smirk on his lips. “It’s true; we owe him for helping us, but Hecate had given me a clue on how to find her, and because of his impatience, I have lost sight of my prey.”

Gabriel rolled his eyes. “Whatever, Shemhazai. Like you won’t be able to still track her down.”

Hazai snarled and wrapped his hand around Gabriel’s throat. His grip was so tight the angel’s face reddened.

“As much as I appreciate your confidence in my hunting skills, Hecate has proven to be… especially difficult to track. She is gone now until she deigns to give me another clue, and it is entirely your fault.”

Gabriel narrowed his eyes at the cat demon but said nothing. After another moment of intense eye contact, Hazai let go of the angel and turned back to Lilith.

“You will turn him, but he will be mine. For his punishment, he will serve me. He’s my pet. And you will change him into whatever I tell you. Is that clear?”

A rush of excitement rolled through me at Hazai’s tone. I pulled back from Lilith so I could see the look on her face. That was the first time he had used that tone with her since she had gotten her memories back. I was interested to see if she would make good on her threat to use her newfound powers to put a stop to our controlling ways.

She scoffed. “And what if I don’t?” she asked, crossing her arms over her chest, mirroring Gabe’s stance. Hazai looked at me, the evil smile on his face widening before his gaze snapped back to Lilith’s.

“Have you forgotten, Lilith, that you are still owed a punishment as well?”

My cock twitched in my pants, and her eyes flashed with excitement at his words. Her mouth tilted up, and I knew then that this would end with her beneath one or both of us, begging for mercy.

‘What are you planning, Shemhazai?’ I whispered into Hazai’s mind, and he smirked at me.

‘I want to punish them together. For this to work, you will have to be willing to allow Gabe to touch her. Can you stomach that?’

I thought about it. ‘Fine. But only when we tell him he can. He is never to touch her without either of us here or without a direct order.’

‘Deal.’

Without warning, I grabbed Lilith’s wrists and held them behind her back. I felt her stiffen in surprise, but before she could react, I slammed my fangs into the crook of her neck, and she immediately went limp in my arms.

She moaned as I drank from her in great gulps, the taste of her blood making me so hard it took all my restraint not to release my grip on her wrists so I could stroke my own cock.

She whimpered and ground her hips back against me, the power of my bite clearly having the same effect on her.

“Ramel…” she gasped, arching into me and pressing her flesh deeper into my fangs. I forced myself to pull away, chuckling. Leaning in again, I whispered into her ear.

“How does that feel, deathtrap?” Gathering her wrists in one hand, I reached around her front, gripping her hardened nipple beneath her black silk nightdress and twisting firmly. She moaned and sank further into my embrace, suddenly soft and malleable. “Feels good, doesn’t it?” I asked her, and she ground back against me again, begging me with her body.

“Do you want more?” I whispered, glancing over her shoulder at Shem, who was watching me with a manic sort of glee. Gabriel was also watching us; however, he seemed to be growing increasingly pale. He already understood that he had lost. Lilith would do what we said if she wanted me to let her come. If he wanted to be a demon, he would be a demon on Shem’s terms.

“Please. Please, more,” Lilith begged, tilting her head to the side to give me access to her still-bleeding throat.

“Fuck, this biting thing is going to make everything so much more fun,” Hazai said, sliding closer to us curiously. He tilted her head up to look at him with one hand and reached between her legs with the other.

“Her pupils are dilated, and holy fucking shit…” His eyes widened in surprise as he glanced at me over her shoulder. “She’s so fucking wet.”

I grinned at him, running my tongue over the puncture wounds on the side of her neck, making her quiver in ecstasy in my arms.

“I don’t know what it is, but the bite seems to be an aphrodisiac,” I murmured. Shem stepped back, and Lilith whimpered in protest as he removed his hand from between her legs. “And it boosts the shit out of my magic.” Lilith’s power was rippling through me. I was throbbing with it, and I was not immune to the hot beat of arousal that seemed to come with the bite. However, I needed to stay in control. If we could get Lilith to turn into a weeping puddle of need, she would be putty in our hands. My imagination was already running rampant with all the ways Hazai and I could use that to our advantage.

“If you want more, deathtrap, you’re going to have to earn it,” I said, licking the wound on her neck again, staring at Gabriel as I did it. I could see that he was hard now too, though he stood firm, his lips tight.

“Are you going to be a good girl and turn Gabriel for Shemhazai?” I asked, massaging her ear with my lips. I traced gentle circles over her abdomen with the hand that wasn’t restraining her wrists. She tilted her hips in an attempt to encourage my hand to move lower, and I chuckled.

“Yes. I’ll turn him.”

“Good girl, Lilith,” Hazai praised her, turning to Gabriel. “Hand me the scepter and go to her.”

Gabriel looked at Shem, his face full of apprehension. “What are you going to make her change me into?” he asked, his voice quiet.

Shem reached out and gently stroked the side of the angel’s face. “Something tasty.” He grinned, licking his lips.

Gabriel ran his tongue over his own lips and stared at Hazai for a long moment before nodding. “Fine,” he breathed and stepped forward.

“I’m going to let you go so you can change him, deathtrap. You’re not to touch yourself. If you want to come, you’ll do as we say.”

She nodded urgently as I kissed her gently over my bite mark. “I’ll be good,” she promised, and I smiled, letting go of her wrists. Due to her sweet blood running through my veins, I was considerably stronger than I had ever been before, but she was still the Goddess of Death and Decay. Her power was a gift to me, and I would always be dependent on her. She could overtake me if she wanted to. She could force all three of us to kneel at her feet and rot us into the ground if she chose to, but I knew she wouldn’t.

She was the Lilith I had come to know and love over the past twenty-two years, but she was also the Lilith who had taught me about death and pleasure. She was my queen and my lover, and I knew exactly what she needed and wanted.

She wanted me to have my way with her, and that was exactly what I was going to do.

I let her go, and Hazai gestured to Gabriel to step forward, a feline smirk painted across his lips.

“What do you want me to change him into?” Lilith asked. She reached out and gently brushed Gabe’s auburn hair out of his eyes. Shem ran his fingers lightly down the silken black feathers of one of his wings, and the angel closed his eyes, shivering with pleasure.

“What do cats eat?” Shem asked. His voice was dark, but his green eyes were bright as he continued to stroke the wing of his angel.

Lilith’s lip curled in understanding, and she nodded once.

“Are you ready, Gabe?”

His citrine eyes flew open, and I had never seen him look so serious. “Yes. Fuck yes, I’m ready.”

Lilith gently cupped the side of his face and gave him a kind smile, much the same way she had when she had changed me. Shemhazai and I watched as rot bloomed over Gabe’s cheek. He screamed as the black mold consumed him. My heart rate accelerated as Lilith killed his angel and planted a new demon in his chest.

I waited for his wings to turn to rot, but to my surprise, they didn’t. When Lilith’s magic melted away, Gabriel stood as he had, with two pitch-black feathered wings. He spread them wide, frowning in confusion.

“I am the same, but the pain is gone…”

Hazai wrapped his arms around Gabriel’s waist and pulled him into his hips, kissing the side of his neck softly.

“You are not the same,” he purred, nipping at Gabe’s throat.

Lilith smiled. “Ravens see all and know all. They are the keepers of secrets and are spies for the dead.”

Shem ran his hands up Gabriel’s black shirt from behind. He hooked his fingers into the collar at his throat and pulled hard enough that a button snapped off.

“Are you going to keep our secrets, Gabe?” he purred, and Gabriel shuddered, nodding.

“Yes.”

“Good boy.” Hazai met my eyes over the raven demon’s shoulder. “Now strip. You’re going to make our queen come until she begs me to let you stop.”
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“Normal is just a setting on the washing machine.”


—TATE LANGDON, AMERICAN HORROR STORY: MURDER HOUSE


Iglanced at Ramel, shocked that he seemed completely unphased by Shemhazai’s order.

He smirked at me. “Don’t look so surprised, deathtrap.”

“You’re okay with this?” I asked, wanting to make sure, and he nodded.

“Hazai and I have discussed it. Gabriel may touch you, but only with our express permission.”

I looked back at Gabriel, who was flushed so red I nearly felt bad for him, but the straining bulge in his pants told me that he was nearly as excited as I was. “Is this his… his first time?” I asked, and the raven demon’s face grew even more red. Shemhazai chuckled.

“I suppose it is, and it will be a time to remember. What better way to prove his loyalty than by pleasuring our queen?”

“I thought this was supposed to be a punishment,” I pointed out, confused. Ramel chuckled darkly and sat on the bed, gesturing for me to sit between his legs.

“Oh, deathtrap. It is. Gabriel is going to make you come until you can’t possibly imagine coming again. I wonder how many orgasms it will take until you beg us to let you rest?”

I sat in his lap, shivering as he slid his hands between my thighs, spreading my legs open and hiking up my silk nightgown, exposing me to Shem and Gabe.

“And when you beg me to let him stop, I’ll bite you until you’re shaking with need, and then I’ll watch him make you come again.”

He stroked his hands gently on the insides of my thighs while kissing his bite mark, which was still pulsing with a deep sort of primal pain.

“You’re okay with this, Gabe? You can say no if you want,” I said gently, and Shemhazai laughed.

“No, he can’t. He’s mine; that was the deal.” His eyes flashed as he ripped open Gabe’s shirt, and buttons rained on the hard stone floor. “Strip, then get on your knees, little bird, and crawl to our queen. If you please me, maybe I’ll let you come, too.”

We all watched Gabriel to see what he would do. Finally, he smiled at Shem, his expression bordering on a challenge. He maintained eye contact with the cat demon as he undid and stepped out of his pants.

His cock was thick and stood out before him like a spear, the tip already glistening with a drop of arousal.

Shem looked down at him, his eyes hungry. “Look how hard you are for me.” He glanced back up to meet his eyes, reaching out and wrapping his hand around Gabriel’s cock, stroking it gently.

Gabe groaned and shivered beneath his touch, causing Shem to chuckle. “When was the last time you came, little bird?” he asked softly.

Gabriel shuddered and licked his lips. “We’re not permitted to touch ourselves or engage in sins of the flesh. You know that.”

Shem’s eyes flashed in anger. “That’s not what I asked you.”

“The last time I woke up with cum on my sheets was nearly a year ago.”

Shem made a fist and squeezed Gabe’s cock firmly, causing the demon to groan again.

“Make me proud today, and I will make sure you come so hard you see fucking stars, Little Bird.”

Gabe nodded. “Tell me what to do.”

“Get on your knees and crawl to our queen. Look how wet she is for you. I can see her glistening from here.”

Gabriel swallowed and did as he was told. Watching him crawl toward me was so erotic I felt my clit pulse with anticipation. Ramel slid his hands to my center and spread me open wider, making sure every inch of me was exposed to the approaching demon. I wiggled my hips in anticipation, and Ramel chuckled in my ear.

“So eager,” he murmured. “We’ll see if you’re still this needy when we’re done with you.” He wrapped his lips around the open wound on my neck and sucked. I cried out as a line of heat that seemed to be directly attached to my clit, from the bite in my neck lit on fire.

I felt wetness pool and drip from me, and my legs shook with need. Gabriel knelt between my legs and looked up at me. I watched him swallow, and the heat in his eyes was unmistakable.

“You’re beautiful,” he said softly, and I felt my cheeks flush.

“Thank you. So are you,” I whispered back, and he gave me a gentle smile before looking down at the already sopping mess between my legs. Ramel increased the pressure on each side of my pussy, spreading me farther open.

“I’ve never done this before,” Gabriel said, his breath teasing me enough that I moaned. Try as I might, I was unable to stop myself from grinding back against Ramel’s hard cock.

Shem came up beside us and reached between my legs; he dipped a finger inside me and raked it back up to my clit, drawing gentle circles over it with the tip of his finger. I gasped and arched at the contact, but Ramel held me still against him, refusing to let me move an inch.

“See here? This is her clit. I want you to lick this spot over and over until she comes. Can you do that for me, little bird?”

Gabe looked up at Shem and swallowed before nodding. “Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Shem smiled and ran his free hand through Gabe’s hair affectionately. “Good boy. Once she’s finished, I want you to keep going. No matter what she says or does, you’re not to stop, understand?”

“How will I know when she’s finished?”

“Trust me, you’ll know.”

Gabriel nodded and turned back to face me, his eyes fixed on my clit as Shem continued to gently massage it with his index finger.

“Ready?” Shem asked.

“Yes, Sir,” Gabriel said, and Shem made eye contact with Ramel over my shoulder, that fiendish grin of his spreading wider. He pulled his hand away from me and the gentle caress of his finger was suddenly replaced with Gabriel’s hot, soft tongue.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped, and Ramel gripped my hips firmly, forcing me to relax as Gabriel went to work on my clit.

“Shh, deathtrap. Don’t move. Sit there and take it,” Ramel ordered as he tightened his grip on my thighs.

“More. I want more,” I moaned, tilting my hips up to give Gabriel better access.

“Hear that, Gabriel? That means you’re doing a good job. Now, I want you to slide a finger inside her. Curl it upwards and stroke her from the inside while you lick her,” Shem ordered, his voice husky and dark.

Gabriel did as instructed and slid a finger deep inside my pussy. He groaned against me, rolling his tongue over my clit as he did so.

“She’s so fucking tight and wet,” he murmured before pulling my clit into his mouth and sucking on it firmly. All the while, he was stroking me from the inside, just the way Shem had told him to.

“Is that true, deathtrap?” Ramel asked me, his own voice rattling against the throbbing bite on my neck. “Are you making a mess of our new pet’s face?”

I nodded urgently. “Yes,” I gasped, grinding my hips up and into Gabe’s lips, chasing the orgasm that was building at an incredible rate. “I’m going to…” I whimpered as Gabe rolled his tongue over me again. “I’m going to…”

“She’s going to come, Gabriel, keep going. Just like that,” Shem said, crouching down beside the demon, his eyes trained on my pussy.

The orgasm crashed into me abruptly, and I was barely ready for it. I screamed as Gabriel continued to lick and suck my clit. The pleasure rode my body so thoroughly that I began to shake. Wave after wave rolled through me, and the intensity of my climax increased from whatever magic was in Ramel’s bite.

True to his word, Gabriel didn’t stop when I was finished, and I jerked away as I quickly became oversensitive. I tried to close my legs to pull away, but Ramel growled and forced me to stay still.

“Keep your legs open, deathtrap.” He nuzzled the bite on my neck. “You’re not even close to done.”

“Please,” I begged, still trying to squirm away as Gabriel continued to lick and stroke me. “It’s too much.” Both Shem and Ramel chuckled at my feeble attempts to get away.

“If you’re already begging, deathtrap, it’s going to be a long night,” Ramel said, before sinking his fangs back into the wound on my neck. The burning fire in my pussy was reignited immediately. I screamed as the pleasure returned to my clit, and Gabriel continued to work me, stoking the beginnings of a second orgasm.

“I’m going to touch you, little bird,” Shem said as he ran his fingers down Gabe’s back and over the swell of his ass. “No matter how good it feels, you keep licking that pussy, do you understand?”

Gabriel nodded against me, and Shem’s hand disappeared from my view. I knew the moment he inserted his fingers into Gabe from the way he let out a breathy gasp against my clit. Shem chuckled as he worked Gabe from the inside as the raven demon continued to pleasure me with his mouth.

Ramel made a growling noise behind me as he released my neck from between his teeth.

“I can’t watch anymore, I need to be inside you,” he rasped into my ear. “Stand up,” he ordered. I did as I was told and Gabriel followed me up, his mouth never leaving my cunt as Ramel undid his pants and stepped out of them. He sat back down on the edge of the bed, pulling me with him.

“I’m going to fuck you while he eats your pussy,” Ramel growled into my ear. He slid his arms under my legs and lifted me up, slamming his cock into me, making me scream.

Gabriel growled against me as Shem did something behind him that I couldn’t see. The sound of Gabriel’s groans of pleasure, coupled with the overwhelming fullness of Ramel’s cock sent me over the edge a second time. Ramel slammed into me and I screamed as Gabriel continued to roll his tongue over my clit.

The second my orgasm began to fade, Ramel bit me again, forcing another wave of need through my body. It should have taken longer to make me come again, but his bite had the opposite effect. Each time he bit me, I became more and more aroused.

Over and over again, they forced me to come, and the pleasure soon turned to an aching, endless cross between ecstasy and pain. The orgasms started to hurt, and I begged Gabriel to stop, but Ramel and Shem refused to let him pull away.

I was lost in a sea of endless pleasure. There was nothing but the sting of each fresh wave of ecstasy chasing the tail end of the last one. I couldn’t think, I couldn’t speak, I could only be.

“Please,” I begged, “I’m done… I’m done.”

“You’re done when we say you’re done, deathtrap,” Ramel growled in my ear as Gabriel forced me over the edge for what felt like the hundredth time.

I looked down at him, and his citrine eyes were nearly completely black. His pupils were enlarged, and Shem was methodically working him from behind. I could see the small movements of his arm where his hand disappeared behind the raven demon, and I knew he was torturing Gabriel in a completely different way than they were torturing me.

“Please…” Gabriel begged against my pussy, arching his ass further into Shem’s hand.

“Please what, little bird?” Shem laughed. “Do you want to come too?”

He nodded against me, closing his eyes as he sucked on me. His mouth mirrored Ramel’s as he licked the wound on my neck, bringing me close to the edge again.

Shem made eye contact with Ramel over my shoulder. “What do you think, Ramel? Do you think they’ve suffered enough?”

I could literally hear the smirk in Ramel’s voice. “I think they need to apologize for their transgressions.”

Shem nodded. “Agreed. You first, little bird. Tell me you’re sorry for making me lose my prey, then I’ll let you finish.”

Gabriel didn’t hesitate. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry I lost you your prey. I will help you hunt her down until we find her,” he gasped against me.

Shem seemed satisfied with that, and he nodded, looking up at me. “You next, Lilith. Apologize for trying to run from us. Tell us you were wrong, and that you now know you belong here.”

Ramel spread my legs wider and thrust into me again, growling into my ear. “Promise us you’ll never try to leave us again.”

“I promise!” I cried out as Gabriel drew another hot wet line up the center of my cunt with his tongue. “I’m sorry I tried to run, I’ll never do it again.”

“Good girl,” Ramel purred against the wound in my throat, kissing it softly. I jerked at the spike of pleasure that shot through me as his lips rubbed against the overly sensitive flesh.

“Alright, Gabe. Make her come one more time, then you can stop,” Shem ordered, and Gabriel did as he was told.

The last orgasm was painful, but so powerful my entire body began to seize. Ramel thrust into me as my pussy pulsed around him and I felt him explode inside me, his thick cock throbbing as I squeezed him dry.

Gabriel finally pulled away, sitting back on his heels and staring at me with hooded eyes. With one hand still working his prostate from behind, Shem wrapped his other hand around Gabriel’s cock and began to stroke him firmly.

“Do you like having my fingers in your ass, Little Bird?” he asked and Gabe nodded, his chest rising and falling aggressively with each clipped breath.

“Yes, Sir,” he gasped, and Shem chuckled.

“Do you want to come?”

“Please, Shemhazai,” Gabriel begged as Shem stroked his thick, straining cock. He was so hard it looked painful. Instead of bringing him to climax, Shem abruptly pinched the base of Gabriel’s cock, causing him to hiss in agony. His eyes flew open and he glared at Shem, his chest heaving.

“Not until you say your prayers.” Shemhazai smirked at him. I could see his shoulder move slightly as he continued to use his fingers to fuck Gabriel from behind. Despite the fact that he was clearly still relentlessly stimulating Gabriel’s prostate, Shem kept his hand clamped steady and firm at the base of his cock, preventing him from finishing.

Gabriel glanced at me and Ramel, looking desperate and confused. Ramel licked the wounds on my neck again and chuckled.

“Shemhazai is your god now, and if you want him to reward you, you need to prove yourself worthy. Pray for your damnation, Gabriel.”

Gabriel met Shem’s unforgiving gaze and swallowed. I could see it was hurting his pride to submit so completely to the cat demon. Though after one tense moment, his need to find release won out.

“I am your servant. I live to serve you, Shemhazai, Demon of Chaos.”

Shemhazai smiled, and wrapped his hand back around Gabe’s thick cock, causing him to groan.

“Look at Lilith,” he purred, and Gabriel did. I held his gaze as Shem continued to pump him with a steady, firm grip.

“How did she taste?” Shemhazai asked, his voice a low, rumbly purr.

“She tasted like death and honey,” Gabriel panted. His words were clipped and strained, but he held my gaze, refusing to look away.

“Thank me for allowing you to put your mouth on my queen’s perfect cunt, Gabriel.”

“Thank you for letting me taste her, Sir.”

Shem’s smile widened. “See? I knew you wanted to be good. You just needed someone to show you the way.”

Gabriel shuddered and swallowed. I watched, fascinated, as his balls tightened, and Ramel whispered in my ear.

“See that, deathtrap? That means Shem’s new toy is going to come all over himself. He’s going to make a mess.”

Shem chuckled and increased the pace of his strokes. “Is that true, Gabriel? Are you going to make a mess?”

He nodded frantically. “Please. Please, let me come,” he begged. Finally, Shem seemed to take pity on him. “Alright, Gabriel. You may come. Show us all how much you love being used.”

It didn’t take much. After being forbidden to touch himself for centuries, I was surprised it even took as long as it did. Gabriel roared as he came, and Shem smirked as the demon spilled thick ropes of cum out and over his hand.

Gabriel shuddered as he finished, and Shem pulled his hand out of him and stood up, leaning down to kiss him softly on the mouth.

“Good boy,” he praised him, stroking his hair, then one of his feather-soft wings. “We’re going to have a lot of fun together,” Shem promised.

Gabriel was looking at Shem like he had just found God, which I guess wasn’t far from the truth. Ramel had been right. Shem was his god now, and something told me he wouldn’t have it any other way.

Ramel scooped up my spent body. “Let’s get in the shower.” He smirked down at me, and I gave him a weak smile back. My whole body was on fire, and my pussy was sore and raw. I wasn’t sure I would have been able to walk even if I tried. But I felt good, happy and safe.

“I love you,” I whispered, reaching up to cup Ramel’s face. He smiled down at me, his gorgeous hazel eyes shining.

“I can’t tell you how good it is to hear you say those words, deathtrap,” Ramel said softly. I buried my face in the chest of my nightmare and sighed.

“I’ll have to make sure to tell you more often, then.”
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“Mine, says the cat, putting out his paw of darkness.”


—MARGE PERCY, “THE CAT’S SONG”


Gabriel’s wings had been cumbersome in the shower, so he misted them away as we took our turns washing and praising Lilith. I made sure to give Gabriel a fair amount of praise as well, considering he had done everything I had asked of him without complaint.

After finishing in the shower, the four of us curled up in bed together and watched some of Lilith’s favorite spooky shows. She restarted episode one of The Fall of the House of Usher, so Gabriel and I could get caught up. My little bird seemed enthralled and intrigued with the show, which made me surprisingly happy.

“Yahweh never allowed us to watch TV,” he said, looking annoyed, and I nodded in understanding. My time serving as one of Yahweh’s angels had been the most mind-numbingly boring experience of my long, immortal life. The only thing that had been worse was when the asshole had managed to trap me in purgatory. I was not surprised that Yahweh had denied his angels the luxury of things like TV once it had been invented.

Lilith stroked his auburn hair out of his eyes and gave him a gentle smile. “I can promise you, you will not be bored here,” she said, echoing the promise she had made to Ramel and I, all that time ago. Gabriel was looking at her like she was the most magnificent thing he had ever seen. I knew that he, much like Ramel and I, was doomed to fall in love with her just as much as we had.

By the time the credits were rolling, Lilith had fallen asleep curled up on Ramel’s chest. Ramel was sleeping too, and I couldn’t blame him. I had to assume that dying and then coming back to life would be exhausting for anybody. Even Lilith’s Nightmare Reaper.

Resolving to let them rest, I rolled out of bed and stretched, making my way to the door.

“Where are you going?” Gabriel asked. I glanced back at him and could tell immediately he didn’t want me to leave him. I waited for the usual sting of annoyance I had felt every time Art complained about my comings and goings, but it never came. I found I wanted Gabriel with me, which surprised me. Outside of Lilith and Ram, I had a very low tolerance for spending long periods of time with any one person. Even with the two of them, I usually left for several decades at a time to explore the human world and create mayhem. The only other person who had ever caught my attention for more than a few hours had been Hecate, and she was a big reason why I was feeling restless.

“I’m going to see if anyone needs any help with repairs and assess the extent of the damage to the city. Do you want to come?” I asked, and the corner of his mouth kicked up at my invitation.

“Yes,” he said, getting out of bed. He went to grab his ruined shirt, but I rolled my eyes with a smile and shook my head.

“Here,” I said, snapping my fingers and manifesting a black T-shirt for him. I watched appreciatively as he shrugged it on. The soft cotton pulled tight across his chest and swelled against the round curve of his biceps.

Fuck, he looked good in black.

“Show me your new form,” I ordered. Gabriel hesitated for a moment, looking unsure. I gave him a small, reassuring grin.

“Go on, shift. It won’t hurt,” I promised, and he looked at me with so much trust in his eyes it made my heart skip a beat. How Yahweh had hurt and tormented his followers made me fucking sick. There was doling out punishments that were earned and suited the crime, and then there was straight-up needless torture.

Forcing innocent, brand-new creations to live in pain for sins they had never committed was bullshit.

Gabriel shifted into a large raven. He let out a sharp caw, caw! and fluttered to perch on my shoulder. I smirked at him and stroked a finger down his little head, grinning.

“Let’s go see what the damage is,” I purred, and we left Ramel and Lilith to rest.
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Our people had already been hard at work—it would take some time to repair the damage to the infrastructure of the manor, but the areas that had been affected most had already more or less been cleaned up and sorted out. Thanks to some talented healers, our wounded had been well taken care of, and our dead were being prepared for burial.

Happily, we now had a very vacant graveyard for when the burial ceremonies began.

I ordered those who had been working diligently to head home and rest as best they could. I knew we had a long road ahead of us, and our people needed space to heal.

The good news of our victory against Yahweh had spread quickly, and demons rushed to thank and congratulate me as I moved among them. Many of them asked after Lilith and Ramel. I assured them that they were just resting after the long battle and would be debriefing everyone in the morning on what had happened and what the plan was for mankind moving forward.

We had our work cut out for us. With most of Yahweh’s Voodoo locations destroyed, there was already a backlog of souls that needed to be sorted.

‘Are you going to send teams to attempt to rebuild what Yahweh had created?’ Gabriel asked into my mind, as his beak did not allow him to speak human words.

I moved easily through the bustling hallways of the House of the Fallen with my hands in my pockets and a spring in my step. I was in a relatively good mood despite the devastation we had endured.

“Honestly, maybe. I like the idea of using alcohol and depravity to coax confessions out of drunk mortals. It’s much better than his original plan of using the church.” I made a gagging sound, and Gabriel’s bird-like laughter tittered through my mind.

I made my way into the office, which largely remained untouched and was free of busy demons. The fireplace was roaring, and I flopped down into one of the large leather couches facing the chess set. Gabriel took flight, and with a few flaps of his wings, he shifted into his human form. He took a seat opposite me and sprawled out, throwing his arms over the back of the couch and framing the chess table with his long legs.

“And what of Hecate?” he asked me as I set up the board.

“What of her?” I asked absentmindedly. “I missed my chance to chase her. If she wants me to find her, she’ll send me another clue.”

Gabriel frowned. “That seems… unlike you. I always thought you enjoyed a challenge.”

I glanced up at him, unable to keep myself from smirking.

“I enjoy a challenge when I know I can win. Hecate is crafty. Trust me, if she doesn’t want me to find her, she won’t be found. It’s why it took so long for Yahweh to wipe her out.”

“He never really did,” Gabe mused dryly, leaning forward to move one of his white pawns into play. I raised an eyebrow at him.

“What do you mean by that?”

“Hecate is the Mother of Witches. Yahweh did everything he could to wipe out her children, but even with her asleep, he was never able to stop people from practicing witchcraft. He had a whole choir assigned just to uncover the location of Witchwood. He never was able to find it.”

I froze.

“What did you just say?” I asked, my voice dark.

“Yahweh was never able to wipe out witchcraft⁠—”

“No, the other thing, about Witchwood.”

Gabriel frowned, looking up at me. “It’s rumored to be where one of Hecate’s oldest and most loyal covens still operates. Legend has it that it’s still run by the original bloodlines. You know the bloodlines, right? Bishop, Good, and Nurse?”

“Of course, I know the bloodlines. I was fucking there when she created them,” I snapped, looking down at the scripture tattooed on my left arm. One of her acolytes who was gifted with the sight had given me a prophecy the first time Hecate had disappeared. I had it tattooed on my skin so I would never lose it.

However, I hadn’t known about Witchwood. That part of the prophecy had always stumped me. Gabriel leaned over the chess table, squinting at the text on my arm. He read it out loud, and a shiver ran down my spine. I hadn’t heard the words spoken in over three hundred years.

Born ‘neath the moon in Witchwood’s embrace,

A mortal vessel, a sacred space.

Creation’s angel seeks to unravel fate,

While Hecate hides in a mortal state.

Emerging from Hell, seeking flesh and bone,

Chaos explores realms unknown

In a place once familiar, the search takes flight,

To unveil Hecate’s mortal plight.

God of Wrath, with vengeance ablaze,

Joins hands with creation, in a darkened haze.

Against Witchwood’s magic, they conspire,

A plot to consume, and burn like fire.

But with Chaos’ whiskers and raven’s wing,

Bloodlines are summoned, and the witches sing.

Bishop, Good, and Nurse’s kin,

In Salem’s trials, where it all did begin.

Gabe let out a low whistle, leaning back on the couch opposite me. “That’s a headache waiting to happen,” he muttered, rubbing the back of his neck.

I let out a surprised burst of laughter. “No kidding. Witches are always so indirect.”

Gabe raised a sarcastic eyebrow at me. “Pretty rich, coming from you. You’re always crafting some scheme and never telling anyone your plan unless it suits you.”

I snorted, shooting him an impish smirk. “What can I say? When you’re right, you’re right.” I winked at him before I reread the prophecy, despite the fact that I’ve had it memorized for millennia.

‘Bishop, Good, and Nurse’s kin,

In Salem’s trials, where it all did begin.’

“This sounds like you need to go to Salem,” Gabriel murmured, rubbing his thumb gently over the flesh of my arm. Despite the pleasant tingle his touch left on my skin, I nearly snarled in frustration.

“Do you not think I’ve checked Salem already?” I scowled. “There’s nothing there. It’s just a tourist trap.” I had gone to Salem several times over the years, hoping to find a witch who would be able to help me undo what had been done to their goddess. However, I had never been able to find a true member of one of the original bloodlines, just a bunch of humans who were somewhat sensitive to the paranormal.

Gabriel chuckled. “Somehow, I doubt the Witchwood coven is going to leave themselves open to discovery from a chaos demon,” he sneered, and I narrowed my eyes at him.

“Keep it up, and you’re going to get bent the fuck over, little bird,” I snapped, suddenly no longer in the mood to play games. I would never admit it, but he was right. I would need to go back to Salem. If Hecate was going to hide anywhere, it would be where she felt she would be safest—with her kin.

A thrill of something that felt suspiciously like anxiety rushed through me at the thought. I wasn’t exactly an expert at decoding prophecies, but this one had never made me feel like Witchwood would be safe for her if she ever returned.

I bit back a snarl. I needed to find her before she did something stupid and put herself in danger. Not to mention, we had unfinished business, her and I. I had been chasing Hecate since I had met her—it was time I put this particular game of cat and mouse to bed.

I was back on the trail. I had a solid lead. I wouldn’t be able to rest now until I had hunted her down.

Gabriel rolled his eyes but smirked at me, letting me know he wouldn’t protest too much if I followed through on my threat of bending him over.

“Look, it mentions a raven’s wing,” Gabriel pointed out. “Do you think that’s referring to me? Maybe you haven’t been able to find anything in Salem because she hadn’t awoken yet. Maybe she’s there now?”

It was possible.

I was humming with excitement. This was a real lead. Maybe I would be able to track her down without following her asshole dogs, after all.

I glanced up at Gabriel, an evil grin spreading across my face.

“Up for an adventure, little bird?” I asked, and an equally devilish smile curled across Gabriel’s mouth. He nodded, his citrine eyes flashing.

“With you? Always.”

To Be Continued…
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Voodoo’s ‘This isn’t foreshadowing’ Poisoned Pear Sour

Ingredients:

	2 oz pear vodka

	1 oz freshly squeezed lemon juice

	1/2 oz pear syrup (recipe below)

	1/2 oz simple syrup

	1 egg white

	Ice cubes

	Angostura bitters (for garnish)

	Fresh pear slices (for garnish)

	Edible black glitter (optional, for a spooky touch)



Pear Syrup:

	1 cup pear juice (store-bought or freshly juiced)

	1/2 cup sugar



Instructions:

1. Prepare the Pear Syrup:

	In a small saucepan, combine pear juice and sugar.

	Heat over medium heat, stirring until the sugar dissolves.

	Let it cool and store in a sealed container in the refrigerator.



2. Mix the Cocktail:

	In a cocktail shaker, combine pear vodka, lemon juice, pear syrup, simple syrup, and egg white.

	Dry shake (without ice) vigorously for about 15 seconds to create a frothy texture.



3. Shake with Ice:

	Add ice cubes to the shaker and shake again until well chilled.



4. Strain and Serve:

	Strain the mixture into a chilled cocktail glass.



5. Garnish:

	Add a few drops of Angostura bitters on top of the foam.

	Garnish with a fresh pear slice.

	For a spooky touch, sprinkle a pinch of edible black glitter on top.



Serving Suggestion:

	Shake one of these up moments before a sexy but assholeish bartender shows up to ruin your entire life.




Mike’s Birthday Brownie

Ingredients:

	1 cup unsalted butter

	2 cups granulated sugar

	4 large eggs

	1 tsp vanilla extract

	1 cup all-purpose flour

	1 cup cocoa powder

	1/2 tsp baking powder

	1/4 tsp salt

	1 cup chocolate chips (optional)

	Sprinkles or other birthday decorations (optional)



Instructions:

1. Preheat the Oven:

	Preheat your oven to 350°F (175°C).

	Grease a 9x13 inch baking pan or line it with parchment paper.



2. Make the Brownie Batter:

	Melt the butter in a microwave-safe bowl or in a saucepan over medium heat.

	In a large mixing bowl, combine the melted butter and granulated sugar. Mix well.

	Add the eggs and vanilla extract, and beat until smooth.

	Stir in the flour, cocoa powder, baking powder, and salt until just combined.

	Fold in the chocolate chips, if using.



3. Bake the Brownies:

	Pour the batter into the prepared baking pan and spread it evenly.

	Bake in the preheated oven for 25-30 minutes, or until a toothpick inserted into the center comes out with a few moist crumbs.



4. Decorate and Serve:

	Let the brownies cool completely in the pan on a wire rack.

	Once cooled, add sprinkles or other birthday decorations if desired.

	Cut into squares and serve.



Serving Suggestion:

	Pair with a shot of tequila and the saddest Billie Eilish song you can find




Voodoo’s Signature Blood Orange Hauntini

Ingredients:

	4 oz. blood orange juice (freshly squeezed)

	2 oz. vodka

	1 oz. blood orange liqueur

	1 oz. simple syrup (adjust to taste)

	1 oz. fresh lime juice

	Prosecco or champagne, chilled

	Ice cubes

	Blood orange slices (for garnish)

	Fresh mint leaves (for garnish)

	Edible glitter (optional, for a magical touch)



Instructions:

1. Prepare the Glass:

	Rim a chilled martini glass with lime juice and dip it in edible glitter (optional) for a magical, shimmering effect.



2. Mix the Hauntini:

	In a cocktail shaker, combine the blood orange juice, vodka, blood orange liqueur, simple syrup, and lime juice.

	Add ice cubes to the shaker.

	Shake vigorously until well chilled.



3. Strain and Pour:

	Strain the mixture into the prepared martini glass.



4. Top with Prosecco:

	Gently top off the cocktail with chilled Prosecco or champagne for a fizzy, festive finish.



5. Garnish:

	Garnish with a slice of blood orange and a fresh mint leaf.

	For an extra spooky touch, add a sprinkle of edible glitter on top.



Serving Suggestion:

	Serve to a friend who just narrowly avoided getting taken in for questioning by the police.




Lilith’s ‘Sad Girl’ Risotto

Ingredients:

	1 cup Arborio rice

	2 tbsp olive oil

	1 small onion, finely chopped

	2 cloves garlic, minced

	1/2 cup dry white wine

	4 cups vegetable broth, kept warm

	1 cup fresh spinach, chopped

	1/2 cup grated Parmesan cheese (or 2 tbsp nutritional yeast for a vegan version)

	Salt and black pepper to taste

	Lemon zest and juice from 1 lemon

	Fresh parsley, chopped, for garnish (optional)



Instructions:

1. Sauté the Onion and Garlic:

	Heat olive oil in a large pan over medium heat.

	Add chopped onion and cook until soft, about 5 minutes.

	Add minced garlic and cook for 1-2 minutes, until fragrant.



2. Cook the Rice:

	Add Arborio rice to the pan, stirring to coat the grains with oil.

	Pour in white wine, stirring constantly until absorbed.



3. Add Broth Gradually:

	Add warm vegetable broth one ladle at a time, stirring frequently.

	Let the liquid absorb before adding more broth, continuing until the rice is creamy and cooked through, about 18-20 minutes.



4. Finish the Risotto:

	Stir in chopped spinach until wilted.

	Add grated Parmesan cheese or nutritional yeast.

	Season with salt, pepper, lemon zest, and lemon juice.



Serve Suggestions:

	Enjoy this on a chilly autumn night while you curl up with your cat to watch spooky shows!




Lilith’s ‘I Just Killed a Man’ Sweet Potato Gnocchi with Sage Butter

Ingredients:

For the Gnocchi:

	2 large sweet potatoes

	1 cup all-purpose flour (plus more for dusting)

	1/2 cup ricotta cheese

	1 tsp salt

	1/2 tsp nutmeg



For the Sage Butter Sauce:

	1/2 cup unsalted butter (or vegan butter)

	12 fresh sage leaves

	Salt and black pepper to taste

	Grated Parmesan cheese for serving (optional)



Instructions:

1. Prepare the Sweet Potatoes:

	Preheat oven to 400°F (200°C).

	Pierce sweet potatoes with a fork and bake for about 45 minutes or until tender.

	Let cool, peel, and mash until smooth.



2. Make the Gnocchi Dough:

	In a bowl, mix mashed sweet potatoes, flour, ricotta cheese, salt, and nutmeg until a soft dough forms. Add more flour if too sticky.



3. Form the Gnocchi:

	Dust a surface with flour, divide the dough, and roll into ropes about 1/2 inch thick.

	Cut ropes into 1-inch pieces.



4. Cook the Gnocchi:

	Bring a pot of salted water to a boil.

	Cook gnocchi in batches until they float, about 2-3 minutes.

	Transfer to a plate with a slotted spoon.



5. Make the Sage Butter Sauce:

	In a skillet, melt butter over medium heat.

	Add sage leaves and cook until butter is browned and sage is crispy, about 3-4 minutes.

	Season with salt and pepper.



Serve Suggestions:

	Make this to cheer yourself up after you inevitably feel guilty for sicking the Grim Reaper on an abusive asshole.




Lilith’s ‘I’m in love with Satan but wish I wasn’t’ Thai Pork Curry

Ingredients:

	1.5 lbs pork shoulder, cut into bite-sized pieces

	2 tbsp vegetable oil

	1 large onion, chopped

	3 cloves garlic, minced

	1 tbsp ginger, minced

	1-2 red chilies, sliced

	2 tbsp red curry paste

	1 can (14 oz) coconut milk

	1 cup chicken broth

	2 tbsp fish sauce

	1 tbsp brown sugar

	1 red bell pepper, sliced

	1 yellow bell pepper, sliced

	1 cup baby corn, halved

	1 cup snow peas

	Juice of 1 lime

	Fresh cilantro, chopped, for garnish

	Steamed jasmine rice, for serving



Instructions:

1. Cook the Pork:

	Heat vegetable oil in a large pot over medium-high heat.

	Add pork pieces and brown on all sides, then remove from pot.



2. Sauté Aromatics:

	In the same pot, add chopped onion and cook until soft.

	Add minced garlic, ginger, and sliced chilies. Cook until fragrant.



3. Add Curry Paste:

	Stir in red curry paste and cook for 1-2 minutes.



4. Simmer the Curry:

	Add coconut milk, chicken broth, fish sauce, and brown sugar.

	Return pork to the pot and bring to a simmer. Cook for 45 minutes to 1 hour, until pork is tender.



5. Add Vegetables:

	Add sliced bell peppers, baby corn, and snow peas.

	Cook for another 10 minutes, until vegetables are tender.



Serve Suggestions:

	Make this for the demon you’re begrudgingly in love with.




Jezebel’s ‘Silent Cemetery’ Cocktail

Ingredients:

	2 oz blackberry juice

	1 oz pineapple juice

	1/2 oz fresh lime juice

	1/2 oz simple syrup

	2 oz black vodka

	Ice cubes

	Garnish: fresh blackberries and a lime twist

	Optional: Smoking gun for a smoky effect



Instructions:

Prepare the Glass:

	Chill a cocktail glass in the freezer for a few minutes.



Mix the Juices:

	In a cocktail shaker, combine the blackberry juice, pineapple juice, fresh lime juice, and simple syrup.

	Add a handful of ice cubes.



Shake:

	Shake the mixture vigorously until well chilled.



Add the Vodka:

	Strain the mixture into the chilled cocktail glass.

	Slowly pour the black vodka over the back of a spoon to create a layered effect.



Garnish:

	Garnish with a few fresh blackberries and a lime twist on the rim of the glass.



Add Smoke (Optional):

	If you have a smoking gun, use it to add a light smoke to the cocktail for an eerie, cemetery-like effect.



Serve Suggestions:

	Serve to cheer up a friend that is bummed out because she has been kidnapped and held captive in hell against her will.
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Oh boy WHERE DO I START!?

Well, I’ll start with one of my best friends, Diem (@Diemsbookshelf), considering she was the first person I bounced this crazy idea off of when it smacked me in the head like a bolt of lightning on a sunny October afternoon in 2023.

I’ll never forget randomly texting her after finishing the first draft to the Queen’s Shadow and saying:

Me: Hey so what if I wrote a book, where everyone the FMC touches DIES!

Diem: Gasp!

Me: hear me out, hear me out… she gets a job at this creepy restaurant called Voodoo and a grumpy bartender starts there, and he BULLIES HER!

Diem: *Michael Jackson eating popcorn gif*

Me: And it turns out… HE’S DEATH!

Diem: *brain explosion emoji*

She literally designed a temporary cover on Canva like five minutes later and gave it the title: ‘Alex’s Rad Fucking Book.’ LMFAO. I’m not even kidding, after the hype D gave me for this book, I literally sat down and cranked out the first draft in less than four months. The way this book just…SPILLED out of me.

So Diem, booboo, you already know how much I love you, but really, this book would not be what it is today without you, so I thank you from the bottom of my heart!

Next up, you know I gotta thank the other point on our three pronged bookish threat - Lauren (@promisevideo). You’re one of my best friends and biggest cheerleaders. Sometimes I legitimately feel bad about how much I yammer your damn ears off about my WIP’s, but you never ever complain. You always are rooting for me and I’m so freaking grateful to have you in my life. You have no idea! Above and beyond just being my general ass support system and sound board for the unhinged ramblings of a hyper focused ADHD author, Lauren is also the designer of all my playlists. So, if you vibed with the Deathtrap playlist - that was all her!

Then, there’s my sister from another mister, Alina May (@alina_may_author). You may know her as the author of Better Run and Wanna Play a Game. Alina saw my cover reveal for Deathtrap and reached out to me to congratulate me and offer to help with any advice… I immediately passed away from fangirl dome because I was a massive fan at the time (I still am obviously) but now I would consider Alina one of my closest friends.

There were points of this story where I became worried that I was being too dark, and getting too twisted. It’s always a gamble as an author, wondering if your depraved mind has passed the point of entertaining and into ‘unpalatable.’

Well, thanks to Alina’s beta read, the primal scene in the Infernal Woodlands was born! Before Alina read it, it was a much more tame scene, and she really gave me the confidence to follow my twisted little heart’s desires and make it as dark and twisty as I am.

Then of course, my amazing editor, Vee (@vees.reads)! The numbers of revisions Vee goes through and the amount of care that she puts into work is unparalleled! On Top of that, she’s a close personal friend and one of the spookiest gal’s I know!

Also, big shout out to my girl Taylor (@_beauty_and_the_bookworm) This was my first time working with a PA and Taylor honestly blew my mind. She’s a freaking AMAZING PA and an all around good person. So to say I have no idea how I made it through launches before her would be an understatement. Thank you so much Taylor! I can’t wait to work with you again on Hellcat!

I also want to shout out Way She Goes Clothes (@wayshegoesclothes), for providing all the sick Deathtrap merch for the launch! Honestly, I cannot believe how generous you guys were with this collab! Thank you so so much for all the hard work you put into the Deathtrap line!

Then finally, of course, gotta thank my Mom and my husband. My Mom - who totally surprised me when I told her the dark nature of this book! I warned her that ‘this book might not be for you.’ She gobbled it up and told me she actually loved every minute of it! She just ‘skimmed some of the spicy scenes.’ LOL.

Then my husband, who’s not a big reader but always finds other ways to help - like helping me pack ten billion orders and PR boxes :’) Freaking love you baby!

Then finally, of course Tartar Sauce, who comes for cuddles and kitty support whenever the going gets tough!
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Consider leaving a review on GoodReads!

https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/204472095-deathtrap
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What to know what Shem and Gabriel get up to in Salem?

Don’t miss book two of the Murder & Mayhem Series:

COMING SOON
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Lover of all things dark and twisted

Obsessed with themes of death.

Harbinger of characters with ‘black cat energy.’

Love is love.

__

Follow Alex on Instagram and Tiktok!

@alexandrastpierrebooks

Become one of Alex’s Lil’ Psychos!

Join the Facebook Group!

https://www.facebook.com/share/g/Gnirs3QYZxDp86Pv/
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The Origin’s Daughter Series (Dark Romantic Fantasy)

Book 1: The Origin’s Daughter https://a.co/d/dAIOI1o

Book 2: The Dominion of Sin https://a.co/d/bWUDwBv

Book 3: The Queen’s Shadow https://a.co/d/3kAcaVy

Book 3.5: The Bone Prince (Coming Soon)
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