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DISPATCHED: JANUARY 26, 2025


The only light in the dungeon came from torches flickering against the cold stone walls. The air was thick with spicy incense and something darker—fear, perhaps, or maybe the anticipation of what was to come. Chains hung from the ceiling, clinking softly as if whispering secrets of past torments. A rusted cage hung in the shadows, swaying slightly, waiting for its next victim.


The rack sat in the middle of the room, its wooden frame worn down from years of torture. And there, bound to it, was Lucifer, the Prince of Darkness himself—naked, his chiseled body stretched taut, arms and legs secured by thick, unyielding leather straps. He looked vulnerable, exposed, which was odd enough, but what really caught my eye was his feet. They weren’t the usual hooves you’d expect from the Devil; they were actual human feet. And, of course, they were perfect. I couldn’t help but find it funny, despite everything else going on. Here was Lucifer, in the middle of some twisted dungeon game, and all I could think about was how ridiculously normal his feet looked.


I couldn’t help but notice something else different about Lucifer. He looked way younger than usual, like he’d shaved off a couple of decades overnight. Normally, he’s rocking that middle-aged George Clooney vibe—salt-and-pepper hair, a bit rugged but in a charming, dangerous way. But now? Now he looked like he was in his mid-20s, all sharp angles and lean muscle, with youthful energy that could only be described as robust. And, I gotta admit, it was kinda hot. I might get my lesbian card revoked for saying that, but there was no denying his animal magnetism. Something almost playful, yet still dark and dangerous. It was hard to ignore, even for someone like me who knows exactly what he’s capable of. And the fact that I found him attractive was beyond disturbing.


With glossy red lips curled in a cruel smile that promised no mercy, Gretchen Stipple circled the rack slowly, her stiletto heels clicking sharply against the stone floor. She wore tight black leather and a corset that highlighted every curve. Her short, spiky platinum hair caught the light like a halo, standing out against the darkness of the dungeon. The way she moved, the way the leather clung to her—it was captivating. Unsettlingly so. I could feel my pulse quicken as she wielded a cat-o’-nine-tails, the leather strands trailing behind her like serpents poised to strike.


“Look at you,” she sneered, her voice dripping with disdain as she traced a finger down the taut muscles of his chest. “The almighty Devil, reduced to this—trapped and helpless. Pathetic.”


Lucifer’s eyes, those dark pools of endless torment, flashed with something that was not quite fear, but close enough. “You think you can keep me here?” His voice was a low growl, filled with both defiance and something else—anticipation.


“Of course I can; you are my prisoner.” Gretchen’s laugh echoed through the chamber, a harsh, grating sound that sent shivers down my spine. I shouldn’t have found that laugh attractive, but God help me, I did. “I don’t just think it—I know it.” She leaned in close, her breath hot against his ear. “I’ve been waiting for this moment… To make you pay for all the shit you’ve pulled.”


She stepped back and cracked the flogger in the air, the sound of knotted leather reverberating off the walls. Lucifer’s body tensed, the muscles in his arms straining against the bonds, but he remained silent, his eyes never leaving hers.


Gretchen ran the tips of the leather strands along his skin, teasing him with what was to come. “Do you remember all the wicked things you did, Lucifer? You thought you were untouchable. That you could do whatever the fuck you wanted without any consequences. You were wrong.”


He didn’t answer, but the smirk that played at the corners of his mouth told her everything she needed to know. She lifted the flogger high, bringing it down with a swift, calculated strike across his chest. The sound was sharp, cutting through the heavy air, but still, Lucifer didn’t flinch.


“Oh, you like that, don’t you?” she taunted, striking him again, harder this time. “You want to be punished, don’t you? You think you can handle anything I throw at you, you arrogant bastard.”


Lucifer’s breath hitched slightly, a small crack in his otherwise impenetrable facade. “Is that all you’ve got?” His voice was rough, laced with defiance. “You call that pain? I’m the King of Hell. You’ll have to do better than that.”


Her eyes narrowed, and for a moment, true anger flashed across her face. She leaned in, grabbing his jaw with her free hand, forcing him to look directly into her dark brown eyes. “You think you can talk back to me? After everything you’ve done? After all the people you’ve fucked over?” Her grip tightened, shiny red nails digging into his skin. “I’m just getting started.”


She released him with a shove, stepping back to take in the sight of him, stretched and bound and nude, yet still so fucking defiant. The cat o’ nine tails came down again, and again, each strike harder, more vicious, as if she were trying to break something inside him. I could feel my own skin tingling with each lash, a strange, unsettling sensation of shared pain—or was it something else? Empathy maybe? I wasn’t sure, and that uncertainty made me all the more curious.


But Lucifer only gritted his teeth, his body straining against the rack, the wood creaking under the pressure. He could feel the burn of the flogger, the sting of each blow, but he refused to give her the satisfaction of a reaction. This was a game, and he wasn’t about to lose.


After several more brutal lashes, Gretchen paused, panting slightly from the exertion. Her eyes roamed over his body, admiring the red welts that now decorated his skin. She stepped closer, pressing her body against the rack, her lips brushing against his ear. “You think you’re so fucking clever, don’t you? But you’re not going anywhere. Not until I’m done with you.”


Lucifer’s lips curled into a grin, his voice low and taunting. “And when will that be, darling? Because I’m starting to think you’re enjoying this just a little too much.”


For a moment, the air between them was thick with tension, only she knew what would happen next. Then, as if a switch had been flipped, Gretchen’s hard expression softened, and she laughed—a deep, throaty sound that echoed through the dungeon. It made me feel things I wasn’t prepared for.


She dropped the flogger and climbed onto the rack, straddling him with deliberate ease. Leather met raw skin as she leaned in, lips hovering just above his. Then she kissed him—hard, possessive—a collision of dominance and submission. The dungeon, once a place of torment, now pulsed with the heat of their shared desire, every breath stoking the fire between them.


I watched, the air thickening with their intensity. Gretchen on top, like she’d conquered the Devil himself. What had seemed like torture was just foreplay—a twisted power exchange blurring the lines between pleasure and pain.


Apparently, Lucifer was a kinky fucker.


But something else caught my eye. Out of the corner of my vision, lurking in the shadows, I saw a figure—a tall, dark presence that didn’t belong. I blinked, my breath catching in my throat. The Angel of Death. Here, watching, waiting, their Scythe glinting in the dim light. But how? There were only two people in this scene, and neither of them was supposed to die… right?


I mean, Lucifer is immortal, so that only left Gretchen. But how? Why? Clearly, she was in the Devil’s good graces.


That’s when I realized—I was dreaming. Whenever I see the Grim Reaper in a dream, it means someone’s about to die. It’s like a warning bell in my subconscious, a sign that things are about to get really fucked up. I should have woken up, but the urge to stay and watch was too strong. Was I becoming a voyeur? The dream was too tantalizing, too forbidden to leave. But as Death hovered, the scene began to shift. The shadows retreated into the dungeon walls, like the backdrop of a stage being dismantled.


Suddenly, the torches flickering on the walls weren’t real flames—they were just special effects, flickering LED lights under yellow crepe paper. The stone walls, which had seemed so solid and ancient a moment ago, were now clearly fake, painted plywood panels. The rack Lucifer was strapped to? A prop, rigged with hidden supports to keep him safe. It was all just a set—a meticulously crafted movie set, somewhere deep in the bowels of a Hollywood studio.


The realization hit me like a punch to the gut. None of this was real. Not the dungeon, not the chains, not even the danger. It was all part of the show, a twisted play meant to look dark and dangerous, but ultimately harmless.


I looked around, searching for any signs that reality was slipping through. The floor was a smooth concrete slab, worn and scuffed from years of neglect. Above, light rigs hung from the ceiling like forgotten skeletons, casting artificial shadows. In the far corner, the tattered edge of a rolling green screen flapped slightly, the kind used to superimpose whatever horrific background the director had once envisioned. But the set was abandoned, silent except for the faint hum of old equipment. Crates labeled “Universal” stood to the side, lifeless and covered in dust, as if they were waiting for a crew that would never return.


I took a step forward, still grappling with the unsettling realization that everything around me was an illusion. Was Lucifer even really here? What about the woman? I was very concerned about the woman. That’s when I felt it—something wet, soaking through the sole of my shoe as if I had stepped into a puddle. I froze, glancing down at my feet, expecting to see water pooling on the concrete floor, but it was dry. Completely dry. Confusion rippled through me, followed by a chill that crept up my spine. The temperature seemed to drop, like a breeze growing colder, more oppressive. I shivered, the sensation almost too real, too visceral for a dream.


And then, in an instant, I was awake.


The world around me shifted, the dim dungeon dissolving into the bright, sunlit expanse of Santa Monica Beach. I blinked against the daylight, my senses slowly catching up with reality. It was January, and I had fallen asleep on a blanket in the sand. The wetness I’d felt in the dream was real—seafoam lapping at my feet as the tide came in, creeping closer with each passing wave.


I sat up, letting the cool water wash over my bare feet. It wasn’t often I let myself go barefoot in public, but something about the beach made it feel okay. Maybe it was the anonymity of the place, the way the ocean didn’t give a damn about anyone’s flaws or missing parts. I stared at the water as it curled around where my big toe should have been, a small hollow in the sand where my amputated toe used to be. The sight usually filled me with a mix of frustration and sadness, but here, with the sand and the sea masking it, I felt oddly at peace.


I dug my other toes deeper into the wet sand, watching as the grains buried them completely. For a moment, it was like I had no toes at all, like I could hide that part of myself away, even if just for a little while. The waves washed over the smooth surface of the sand, and for that brief moment, I felt whole again, the way I used to before everything went to Hell—literally.


But the peace was fleeting. The lingering dream of Lucifer and Gretchen clung to the edges of my mind, refusing to let go. That dungeon, that twisted scene—I couldn’t shake it. It was like a stain on my thoughts, something that no amount of water could wash away. I stared out at the horizon, where the blue of the ocean met the blue of the sky. It was a simple, perfect line, almost too bright to be real. The sun was high, and everything was just so damn beautiful it hurt. All that blue just made the darkness inside me feel even heavier, like a bruise you can’t quite forget.


I sighed, pulling my feet from the sand and brushing the grains off my skin. The phantom ache in my missing toe started up again, a dull throb I hadn’t felt in awhile. It was a familiar, unwelcome reminder of everything I’d lost, everything that had been taken from me. It wasn’t just physical pain—it was the kind that stuck with you, no matter how much you tried to bury it. Like my toes in the sand, it was always there, just waiting to resurface.


I closed my eyes, willing myself to focus on the sound of the waves, the feel of the breeze on my face. But the thoughts kept creeping in, the memories, the what-ifs. Lucifer’s face, Gretchen’s body—so many things I didn’t want to think about, but couldn’t seem to escape.


Maybe I’d stay here a little longer, let the ocean work its magic, even if just for a little while. Maybe the sea could wash away some of the darkness, or at least make it easier to bear. But deep down, I knew that no matter how far I ran, or how deep I buried my feet in the sand, some things would never be left behind.


I sat up, brushing sand off my clothes, the remnants of the dream still clinging to the edges of my mind. The beach was alive with the sounds of laughter and crashing waves, a stark contrast to the abandoned dungeon set. I stared out at the Pacific Ocean, trying to shake off the lingering unease. The dream had felt so vivid, so disturbingly real, but now, in the light of day, it seemed almost absurd.


Almost.


I couldn’t ignore the Angel of Death’s silent warning that something was coming. But here, under the bright midday California sun, that feeling seemed distant, almost impossible. I gathered up my things and moved farther from the water. Despite the chilly winter air, the sun was shining, and I was at the beach. Amazing, really. So, I laid out my blanket, pulled up the hood of my sweatshirt, and sat facing the ocean, focusing on the rhythmic pull of the tide, letting it wash away the fleeting thoughts of Death.


But even as I started to relax, a small voice in the back of my mind whispered that this was far from over.
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GUESS WHO’S BACK? BACK AGAIN


This is far from over.


The thought clung to me like my shadow, stubbornly refusing to leave, even as I lay on the beach with the sun warming my skin. Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath, trying to let go of that nagging feeling. I focused on the sound of the waves and the warmth of the sun, hoping they would melt away my worries.


Soon, the rhythmic crash of the waves and the gentle breeze lulled me into that sweet, in-between state of wakefulness and sleep. Lying back, I let myself drift in lucidity, sinking deeper into the blanket beneath me. I wanted to slip back into that steamy dungeon dream from earlier—the one that had left me feeling particularly... curious. But instead, my mind wandered, and of course, it landed on Fury.


I couldn’t help but smile as the dream took shape. If I couldn’t have my sexy dungeon scene, dreaming of my favorite demon was a pretty damn good consolation prize. It had been months since I last dreamt of her. We hadn’t even talked since she left me alone in Texas on Thanksgiving Day. Before I knew it, I was back in Hell, walking those dark, winding cobblestone streets that had become almost too familiar. And there she was, looking fierce and determined, just like always.


“Figures,” I thought with a wry chuckle. “I always end up back here.”


“So I’ve noticed,” Fury said. “Where have you been?”


“Hanging out in Los Angeles.”


“You don’t say? I never pegged you for a Californio.”


“It’s such a weird place compared to Philly. The traffic’s a nightmare, but I’m enjoying the weather. It’s winter, and I’m at the beach.”


“Well, that’s something.”


“I’m sorry I didn’t dream of you sooner. The harder I tried, the farther away you seemed. I sure missed you, Fury.”


“Missed you too, Joss.”


There was comfort in Fury’s presence, even in this twisted hellscape. No matter how much time passed, we always picked up right where we left off. I knew she’d be there, guiding me, making sure we got through whatever Lucifer threw our way. If I couldn’t have that sultry dungeon fantasy, then walking side by side with Fury was the next best thing.


“So, where are we going?” I asked, trying to keep up with her determined pace.


“Back to Camilla’s,” she replied, her voice tight with frustration.


“Back? It’s been almost three months, haven’t you found her yet?”


Fury let out a sharp breath. “No, and it’s really starting to piss me off. I’ve been to her shop more times than I can count, and each time, it’s like she’s playing some stupid game of hide-and-seek. She calls in my I.O.U., then vanishes like smoke. I’m contractually bound, Joss. She’s holding a piece of my soul. I can’t do a damn thing until I find her and grant her wish.”


“So that’s why you’ve been non-communicado.”


“Yeah, I’m stuck in Hell until I figure this out. That’s what’s so infuriating—why go through all the trouble of calling in my token just to disappear? She clearly wants something, but then she’s nowhere to be found. This time, though, I’m done playing nice. If she’s hiding, I’m gonna flush her out.”


As we moved through the maze of Hell, a strange mix of excitement and peace settled over me. This is where I belonged—navigating the dark corners of the Underworld with Fury by my side, hunting down whatever needed to be found. Even in my sleep, I knew we’d figure it out. Together, we were unstoppable.


I sighed softly, sinking deeper into the dream’s pull. Hell. This was my happy place.


The city around us seemed to shift and pulse as Fury led the way through a maze of backstreets. The air was thick with the acrid smell of burning sulfur and something far worse—like rotting dreams. This part of the Underworld was sketchy even by Hell’s standards. The buildings seemed to lean in, as if they were whispering lurid secrets, and the shadows felt too thick, too alive.


We rounded a corner, and there it was—Camilla’s Body Shop, or what was left of it. The townhouse looked like it had been through Hell and back. The yellow door, once obnoxiously bright, was now a faded, sickly shade, like old parchment soaked in piss. The name “Camillas,” scrawled in a funky graffiti font, had been scratched out with such urgency that it was barely readable. Boards had been slapped criss-cross across the door like someone wanted us to forget the place existed.


“Looks like somebody had a temper tantrum,” I said, eyeing the door. “Think the witch is home?”


“If she is, she’s in for a surprise,” Fury muttered. A few rotting boards weren’t about to stop her. She kicked them loose, and I helped tear away the rest. With a quick flick of her wrist, she conjured a blue flame and pressed it against the rusty lock. The metal squealed in protest, then gave up with a sad little groan. Fury grinned, the fire flickering in her eyes. “Knock, knock, Camilla. Ready or not, here we come.”


The bell over the door tinkled as we stepped inside, and the place was worse than I remembered. The air was thick with dust, and it clung to my throat like bad memories. The velvet couches that used to scream “luxury” now looked like they’d been in a bar fight and lost—stuffing spilled out everywhere. Broken glass cases littered the floor, their cursed contents scattered like someone had gone on a shopping spree and decided, “Screw it.”


“Camilla, you sure know how to let a place go,” Fury muttered, stepping over the wreckage. Every creak of the floorboards felt like a complaint, like even the building was tired of all the bullshit.


“Think she’s still around?” I asked, more curious than worried.


Fury’s eyes narrowed. “If she is, I plan on closing this wish deal once and for all.”


We moved carefully through the front of the shop, stepping over shattered glass and disheveled remnants of what once tried to pass for occult luxury. Everything looked worse than I remembered, like the place had just given up. Fury led the way toward the back room, where the real secrets had always been stashed.


“Let’s check the back,” Fury said, her tone focused and unyielding.


We pushed past the heavy black velvet curtains that separated the front room from whatever was lurking behind. The room beyond was dimly lit, and I immediately noticed that the bodies that used to be on display were gone. The mannequins, some missing arms, legs, or even a head, stood posed in eerie silence—the only bodies left, except for one.


In the farthest corner, half-hidden in shadows, a statuesque male figure slouched against the wall. My pulse quickened as I squinted to get a better look. He looked out of place, like he didn’t belong there.


“Who the hell—” Fury started, but the figure stepped forward into the dim light.


“Well, well, if it isn’t my favorite genie!” Camio’s voice rang out, dripping with that goofy charm she hadn’t realized she missed. He was striking a ridiculous pose, clearly trying to channel some kind of action hero, but coming off more like a lovable klutz. “How’s my fiery blue gal?”


“Camio?” Fury’s eyes narrowed with suspicion, but she didn’t seem entirely surprised. “Last time I saw you, you were nothing but a cloud of blue gas stuck at the Bureau of Reanimation. Now, you’re… you’re…”


“Handsome?” he asked with a charming smile full of perfectly straight pearly whites.


Fury took a step closer, eyeing him up and down, and the realization hit. The vessel was the same Greek male she had seen in Camilla’s collection last time she visited—the one with the chiseled features, deep-set eyes, and a body that looked like it had been sculpted by the gods themselves. The kind of vessel that screamed arrogance and power, now inhabited by this goofy, unassuming fool of a demon.


She let out a snort, unable to hold back her reaction. “This is rich. You look like some kind of Greek Adonis, but you’re still the same old Camio underneath.”


He gave a dramatic bow, sweeping his arm across the billowy folds of his puffy white shirt, the kind that looked like it belonged on the cover of a swashbuckling romance novel. As he straightened up, he gestured with a flourish to his tight leather pants that left little to the imagination. “Hey, if you’ve got it, flaunt it, right? Besides, I figured it was time for an upgrade. You like?”


Fury crossed her arms, still eyeing him with suspicion. “I don’t know whether to laugh or be worried. Where’d you get that ridiculous outfit?”


He pointed to the front of the shop with a smirk. “Off the rack. Camilla has great taste, don’t you think?”


Fury wasn’t amused. “How’d you even get here, Camio?”


“I skipped the line,” he said with a grin, puffing out his chest like he’d just pulled off the greatest heist in history.


“You skipped the line?” Fury’s tone was a mix of disbelief and irritation. “Do you even know what that means? Nobody skips the line at the Bureau, Camio.”


He shrugged, still grinning. “Well, I saw how you helped your buddy Beelzebub skip the line awhile back. Figured if Beez could get a fast pass, so could I. No hard feelings by the way. I forgive you for leaving me there.”


Fury shot him a skeptical look. “And how exactly did you manage that?”


“What can I say? I’ve got a way with people.”


“You? You got a way with people?”


“Let’s just say I serenaded everyone in the joint until the demon in charge couldn’t take it anymore.”


I raised an eyebrow, curious. “Serenaded?”


Fury groaned, rubbing her temples as if trying to ward off a headache. “Let me guess, you kept singing “We Are the World” until Marbas couldn’t take it anymore?”


“Oh yeah,” Camio nodded, getting into the story. “Picture this: I’m at the Bureau, stuck in that soul-sucking queue. So, I start singing. At first, it was the classics—Sinatra, Bennett—but that grumpy old lion wasn’t biting. So I stepped it up. Went full lounge singer, cheesy as hell. It only took about a hundred choruses before, that bureaucratic puss practically begged me to stop. He let me go just to save his sanity.”


Fury let out a sigh, clearly torn between irritation and reluctant amusement. “You really do have a knack for making things happen, even if it’s by driving people crazy.”


He puffed out his chest again. “Hey, you’ve gotta play to your strengths.”


“And how’d you pay for that body, Camio?” she asked, poking his chest, until his pride deflated.


“I-I floated over here, and Camilla hooked me up.”


Fury’s eyes narrowed further, suspicion flaring behind them. “You floated over here, and Camilla just hooked you up?” she repeated, the edge in her voice unmistakable.


He shrugged, that goofy grin never leaving his face. “Camilla had this vessel lying around. Thought I’d try it on for size. And, well, I couldn’t resist. Plus, it’s better than a cloud of blue gas, don’t you think?”


Fury crossed her arms, not buying it. “That old hag doesn’t give away vessels out of the kindness of her heart, Camio. There’s always a price.”


“She gave it to me.”


“Riiight,” Fury’s eyes narrowed again, her distrust growing. “She just gave it to you? No strings attached?”


His grin faltered for a split second before he recovered. “Well, you know Camilla. There are always strings. But I’ve got it covered. No big deal.”


Fury didn’t look convinced, and her gaze bore into him, searching for any sign that he was lying—or hiding something more sinister. But all she found was that same goofy charm, now wrapped in an intimidatingly handsome package.


Camio’s expression turned a bit sheepish as he scratched the back of his head. “Okay, maybe I owe her a little something now. But it’s nothing I can’t handle. That’s why I’m holding down the fort while she’s gone—”


“Where’s she go?” Fury demanded.


“I don’t know,” he admitted.


“What happened out there?” I asked, eluding to the mess up front. “The place is pretty busted up.”


“I don’t know that either,” he replied.


Fury pressed. “So you don’t know anything, but you’re hanging out in the back room of a boarded up townhouse in one of the Underworld’s seediest neighborhoods?”


“I owe her a favor—”


“A favor?!”


He was starting to sweat. “You know how it is—just another I.O.U. floating around in Hell’s ledger.”


“Just another I.O.U. floating around,” Fury scoffed, then looked at me for backup, mumbling in disbelief, “Just another one of that fucking bitch’s I.O.U.s… At this rate, I swear she’ll have everyone in Hell owing her a favor.”


I jumped in to ask Camio, “And you didn’t think to mention this before? You’ve got history with Camilla, and you just happened to show up right when she goes missing?”


“Hey, come on, ladies,” he said, holding up his hands defensively. “I’m on your side, remember? Besides, I figured you’d be happy to have me back in action. You know how useful I can be.”


“Useful isn’t the word I’d use,“ Fury muttered under her breath, but she didn’t push it further. Instead, she kept her gaze locked on him, still clearly distrustful.


Fury wasn’t just being cautious—she was calculating, trying to piece together what Camio’s sudden reappearance meant in the larger scheme of things. If there was one thing I’d learned from my time with Fury, it was that in Hell, coincidences were almost never just coincidences.


And yet, I couldn’t shake the nagging suspicion that this was about more than just Camio showing up at the wrong time. My thoughts drifted back to that sordid episode not even a year ago—when Camilla had stowed away inside Fury’s vessel and used her body to seduce Lucifer. The memory was like a raw wound that had never fully healed. I didn’t even want to think about it, but here it was, clawing its way back to the surface, making me question everything all over again.


That made me wonder if that dungeon woman in my dreams—what was her name? Oh, right, Gretchen Stipple—could have been Camilla all along, back to her old tricks. But was I really ready to bring that up? Part of me felt ashamed for even entertaining the thought, like I was betraying our friendship just by thinking about it. After all, we’d barely managed to patch things up after Fury hooked up with Lucifer at Inferno Funk. The last thing I wanted was to reopen old wounds.


But I couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling gnawing at my gut. The idea that Camilla might have called in the I.O.U. to sideline Fury, just to worm her way back into Lucifer’s bed—it made my skin crawl. And what if I was right? What if that witch was back to stir up more drama? I knew Fury had a temper, and bringing up the past could set it off like a powder keg. But if I stayed silent and something went wrong again…


I hesitated, the words hanging on the tip of my tongue, unsure if I should risk bringing it up. Fury had a habit of getting angry—that’s just who she was. And I wasn’t sure if we were far enough past the Inferno Funk incident for me to question her now.


But one thing was clear: I couldn’t ignore this forever. Sooner or later, I’d have to find a way to talk to her about it, and I just hoped that when I did, it wouldn’t tear us apart again.


So I asked, “Camio, where did the other vessels go?”


He hesitated, his usual bravado flickering. “Well, most of them were gone when I got here. All except this one,” he said, gesturing to himself with a sexy grin. “Guess I got lucky.”


Fury’s eyes narrowed, suspicion deepening. “Gone? Or did Camilla move them somewhere?”


He shrugged, clearly uncomfortable under her scrutiny. “If she did, she didn’t tell me. The place was already a mess when I got here. Camilla popped me into this hot bod and told me to keep an eye on things until she gets back.”


Before Fury could respond, the front door suddenly slammed shut with a loud bang, making us all jump. The tiny bell above the door jingled frantically, adding a sharp note of alarm to the already tense atmosphere. A moment later, a familiar, sing-song voice echoed through the shop, “Yoo-hoo, Camio, I’m home!”


Fury’s wide eyes met mine, and I could see the mix of surprise and determination. This was exactly what we’d been waiting for.
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A CLIMAX TO DIE FOR


Great. Just when I was getting somewhere in Hell with Fury, the dream decided to yank me away. Camilla’s Body Shop, with all its witchy charm, started to melt away like a bad acid trip, the walls warping and dissolving until all that was left was darkness. The kind of darkness that meant business.


And just like that, I was back in the studio dungeon. The scent of spicy incense returned, along with the more familiar smells of leather, sweat, and something a little too close to sex for comfort. Lucky me, right?


As I scanned the scene before me, it hit me—this really was Gretchen. Camilla was busy in Hell, and while I’d gotten used to this whole being-in-two-places-at-once thing—dream-jumping, astral projecting, and all that while safe asleep on the beach—Camilla couldn’t pull off the same trick. She could only be in one body at a time, which meant this was really Gretchen in front of me, not some puppet on Camilla’s strings.


Gretchen’s voice cut through the thick air, all smooth and commanding, “You’re not done yet,” she practically purred as she rode him, making it clear she was still running the show. The scene snapped into focus, and there was Lucifer, still bound to the rack, only now things had obviously escalated. I could practically feel the heat radiating off the fake stone walls.


I sighed, a mix of frustration and something I didn’t want to think too hard about. Sure, Fury was gone—again—but I had to admit, this wasn’t the worst way to spend my time. Not that I’d ever say it out loud, but there was something about the whole setup that kept me glued to the spot. It wasn’t like I could leave, anyway. Not that I wanted to. At least, not right then.


So, there I was, back in the dungeon, watching this bizarre mix of pain and pleasure unfold like the world’s darkest porno. And wouldn’t you know it? I was starting to think maybe I was okay with that.


Gretchen was naked from the waist down, her black leather corset cinched tight, and those thigh-high boots laced up to perfection as she straddled Lucifer. The contrast between the soft curve of her hips and the unforgiving leather was almost too much to take in. She moved slowly, deliberately, rolling her hips against him, savoring every moment. Lucifer’s hands were bound, his body tense beneath her, but the power she wielded over him was undeniable.


The room was thick with the sound of their shared breaths, the slick rhythm of their bodies moving together in a dance as old as time. Low, guttural noises slipped past Lucifer’s lips as she drove him deeper into the moment, his eyes dark with a mix of defiance and submission.


Gretchen leaned back, her hands braced on his chest, letting herself get lost in the sensation. The way he filled her, the way her body responded to his every movement—it was intoxicating. Her head tilted back, eyes fluttering shut as she found a rhythm that was hers and hers alone, a slow, rolling pace that built with each passing second. The tension between them crackled, an electric charge sparking with every rock of her hips.


“Yes… just like that,” she moaned, her voice thick with lust. “I’m so close… you feel that? Oh, yes, right there.”


Always the one to want to join in with a quippy comment, Lucifer opened his mouth, probably thinking he could get in a clever line or two. But before he could even get a word out, Gretchen’s hand shot out, delivering a sharp slap across his face. The sound echoed through the room, a perfect punctuation to her dominance.


“Don’t speak,” she commanded, her voice a low growl, eyes blazing with control. “You’re just here to take it.”


She leaned in close, her breath hot against his ear as she continued to rock her hips, pushing herself closer and closer to the edge. “I’m going to come,” she whispered, her voice a wicked promise. “And you’re going to stay fucking quiet while I do.”


Lucifer’s eyes burned with a mix of frustration and arousal, his muscles straining against the bonds, but he obeyed, biting back whatever he’d been about to say. Gretchen closed her eyes again, losing herself in the building pleasure, her breathing quickening as the low moans she had been holding back finally broke free.


The dungeon, with its plywood walls painted to look like stone and flickering LED torchlights, faded into the background until there was nothing left but the heat between them. She could feel it building inside her, that sweet, inevitable release just within reach. Her body tightened, muscles quivering as she pushed herself closer and closer to the climax that threatened to consume her.


But just as she was about to tip over the edge, I noticed it—a flicker of movement in the shadows. My heart skipped a beat, and not in the good way. There were no doors here, just open space beyond the three walls of the set, so it wasn’t someone casually walking in. This was something else entirely.


And that’s when I saw the Angel of Death again, moving in the shadows. Just a whisper of darkness, slipping along the edges where the light from the torches didn’t quite reach. The room suddenly felt colder, the tension shifting from erotic to something far more deadly. My breath caught in my throat as I realized what this meant.


Death was here for someone.


Oblivious to the fact that she was being watched—by Death and by me—Gretchen’s breath hitched as she locked eyes with Lucifer. Her body quivered with the pleasure that was so close, yet just out of reach, every nerve tingling with anticipation. And then, out of the corner of my eye, I caught another movement—a third presence slipping through the shadows, unseen and unnoticed by the lovers.


The figure stepped into the dim light, and my heart skipped a beat when I saw him. A man in his 30s with an unnerving smile, almost too perfect, as if he knew something the rest of us didn’t. There was something chilling in the way his dark eyes locked onto Gretchen, completely focused, as if she were his prey. In his hand, he held a sleek, black combat knife—the kind that looked as though it could slice through anything, or anybody, with ease.


He moved with a predatory grace, his steps almost silent as he closed the distance between himself and Gretchen. She was too lost in the rising waves of pleasure to notice the threat, her body arching, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she teetered on the edge of release.


He was nearly upon her now, the knife gleaming in the low light as he raised it, ready to strike. The room felt even smaller, as the scene unfolded before my eyes. Gretchen, caught in the throes of impending orgasm, had no idea that death was closing in on her—both the one in the shadows and the killer right behind her, poised to end it all with a single, lethal stroke.


And just like that, the tension shifted from erotic to deadly, the realization hitting me hard: this was no longer a role-playing game.


The man with the knife was so close now, his intent clear as he raise the knife and moved in for the kill. Gretchen, lost in her own world, was completely unaware of the danger behind her. The tension in the room was suffocating, the violence about to erupt.


Lucifer, bound and supposedly at the mercy of Gretchen, flicked his eyes toward the dark intruder. There was a spark there, something knowing, something dangerous. The would-be killer paused, his unnerving smile faltering for just a fraction of a second, but it was enough.


The Devil’s lips curled into a smirk, his twisted expression showing not a hint of fear. The room seemed to freeze for a moment, all the tension coiled tight, and then, in a voice that cut through the air like a blade, he spat out a single word: “Kane.”


The name hung in the air, heavy and charged with a recognition that sent a shockwave through the room. In that instant, everything changed.


Gretchen was too close to her climax to notice, her breath hitching and body tensing as she finally came. But the man with the knife had heard his name, and his eyes snapped to the source—just as Lucifer’s body tensed, bracing for what was about to happen next.


Kane hesitated, the knife still poised to strike, and in that split second, Lucifer made his move. With a burst of inhuman strength, his wrists snapped free from the bonds, and he surged upright, his movements swift and precise. As Gretchen’s body arched in orgasm, oblivious to the danger, Lucifer reached around her, his hand latching onto Kane’s wrist just as the blade began to descend.


In one fluid motion, Lucifer twisted Kane’s arm with a grip so powerful it threatened to crush bone, stopping the attack before it could even begin. The knife wavered in Kane’s hand, but the Devil’s hold was unbreakable, the beast in him fully unleashed.


The man’s eyes widened in shock, his unnerving smile finally shattering as he realized he was no longer the predator but the prey. Lucifer, still holding the knife, shoved Gretchen off him with a surprising gentleness before driving the blade into the man’s chest with the other hand. The motion was fluid, almost graceful, as if this was something Lucifer had done a thousand times before.


Kane gasped, his eyes widening further as the realization hit him, a look of pure terror.


The Devil leaned in close, his voice a whisper that carried all the menace of Hell itself. “You should’ve known better.”


The man’s body convulsed once, the knife buried deep, and then he collapsed, his life ending as quickly as his assassination attempt had begun. Lucifer straightened, his eyes gleaming with dark satisfaction as he watched the body hit the floor.


“Ethan?” Gretchen’s voice wavered, her breath catching as the name slipped out, laden with shock and recognition. Still lost in the haze of her interrupted orgasm, she blinked in confusion, her mind struggling to catch up with the reality of what had just happened. The man standing over her wasn’t just some mysterious attacker—he was her ex-husband.


The chilly realization sent a shiver down her spine, goosebumps rising on her skin as the full weight of the situation settled in. The power dynamic in the room had shifted completely, and it was suddenly clear who was really in control…


Lucifer.
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DEATH DIDN’T QUITE DO US PART


It should’ve been a simple reaping. Death was already there, Lucifer had done his thing, Ethan Kane went down—wham, bam, thank you, ma’am. But no, Death had to go and screw it up. Again.


Gretchen stared at her ex’s lifeless body, her breath caught in her throat. For nine years, she had wished for this moment, fantasizing about it more than she’d care to admit. Every time he beat her, every time he sent her twisted, threatening messages or lurked in the shadows of her life, she’d silently wished for his death. And now, here he was, sprawled on the cold concrete floor, the life snuffed out of him by Lucifer’s hand.


But instead of the satisfaction she’d always imagined, she felt... nothing. Or maybe it was everything at once—shock, relief, and a strange, hollow emptiness. Her abuser, her tormentor, the stalker who’d made her life a living hell, was finally gone. She should be elated, right? Savoring a sick kind of satisfaction? The feeling of justice finally served? But all she felt was a cold, sinking sensation in her gut.


This was the man who’d haunted her for almost a decade, the man who had made her doubt herself, her worth, her sanity. The man she’d wished dead a thousand times. And now that it had actually happened, the reality of it felt too big, too overwhelming to process.


She swallowed hard, her hands trembling as she looked at his body, at the knife still clutched in his now limp hand. The same hand that had once struck her, that had tried to control her, that had held power over her for so long. Now it was just... nothing.


He was nothing.


A part of her wanted to laugh, to mock the pathetic end of a pathetic man. But the laugh wouldn’t come. Instead, she felt a single tear slip down her cheek, a tear she hadn’t expected, didn’t even understand. Maybe it was for the years of living in fear, the years she could never get back. Maybe it was for the loss of their toxic connection, the trauma bond that had finally been severed. Or maybe it was just the sheer, gut-wrenching release of all that pent-up hate, now without a target.


For years, Gretchen had wanted him dead. But now that the moment was here, she didn’t know what to do with it. She didn’t know how to feel. And that scared her more than anything else.


Ethan Kane was finally gone, just like she’d always wanted. But somehow, it didn’t feel like a victory. It just felt... empty.


The temperature in the studio dropped, and her shallow breath hung in the air as visible mist. She could feel it—the presence of Death, the finality that should’ve ended this dark chapter of her life.


But then, something went terribly wrong.


Her ex husband’s body twitched, and for a brief, horrifying moment, she thought he was coming back to life. But it wasn’t his body moving—it was something sinister. His spirit, dark and angry, began to rise from his corpse, a ghostly silhouette that looked even more twisted and deranged than the man had been in life.


The Reaper raised the Scythe of Death, its blade gleaming with a dark, ominous light, ready to harvest the wicked soul before him. But Ethan wasn’t having it. With a hostile grin that sent a shiver down Gretchen’s spine, his ghost locked eyes with her.


“You thought this would end it?” His voice was a cruel whisper, filled with venom. “You think you’re free of me? I’ll stalk you until the day you die, Gretchen. And even then, I’ll be waiting for you on the other side.”


Before the Angel of Death could intervene, Ethan’s spirit turned and bolted, a blur of darkness moving faster than anything living ever could. The shadows stretched and twisted around him as he slipped between the gaps in the plywood flats, darting toward the unseen corners of the studio and vanishing into the void where reality blurred with fantasy.


Death hesitated. They weren’t known for chasing, after all—it wasn’t really their style. They stood there, shadows flickering around the studio, clearly contemplating the effort it would take to actually go after the fleeing spirit.


Lucifer, still watching the scene unfold, rolled his eyes and sneered. “Mumiah, you lazy son of a—” he muttered, the frustration evident in his voice. “You had one job.”


The words barely registered with Gretchen. Ethan’s cruel parting shot echoed in her mind, the promise of his continued torment ripping through her like a jagged knife. The realization hit her all at once—he wasn’t gone. He wasn’t ever going to be gone. Her knees buckled, and she collapsed to the floor, tears streaming down her face as she broke down, sobbing uncontrollably.


The victory she’d thought she wanted so badly had turned into a nightmare she couldn’t escape. Now, the man who had stalked her throughout most of her entire adult life was going to haunt her now that he was dead. And all the Grim Reaper did was stand there, not even lifting a boney finger to stop him.


She shivered, the chill of his parting words clinging to her skin. The realization hit Gretchen like a punch to the gut: she wasn’t free. In fact, she had never been more trapped.


Ethan Kane was still out there, lurking in the shadows. The thought sent a wave of dread crashing over Gretchen, leaving her desperate and shaken, knowing her nightmare was far from over. Now, more than ever, she needed Lucifer by her side. Because the Devil was powerful—more powerful than any ghost—but who else could protect her from the terror that had just been unleashed?









4




A WISH THAT COULD BIND A KING


Fury. That’s who.


Although, I doubted Gretchen knew about my fiery blue demon friend. And just by thinking of her, I was yanked back to Hell. The dungeon studio vanished, replaced by the mystical backroom of the Body Shop. Fury was locked in a heated argument with Camilla, her eyes blazing with blue fire as they squared off over the I.O.U.


“You can’t deny my wish, Fury,” the old witch said, her voice dripping with amusement as she leaned back against a cluttered workbench, arms crossed. “We have a deal.”


Fury’s jaw tightened, her voice low and dangerous. “A deal is one thing, Camilla. But this? This is asking too much.”


“You owe me, jinn,” the clever witch retorted, her smirk widening as she clearly enjoyed having the upper hand. “And you know better than anyone that debts in the Underworld don’t just go away.”


“You can say that again,” Camio muttered from the corner, clearly alluding to his own cash-strapped situation.


The room felt suffocating, heavy with unspoken threats and unfulfilled wishes. Fury, usually the first to burn everything in her path, looked caught between a rock and a hard place. This wish—it had her more rattled than I’d ever seen, and that was saying something. Whatever was going on here, it was big.


Her phone buzzed in the pocket of her leather jacket, the email notification abruptly cutting through the heated argument. Pulling out her phone, the subject line flashed across the screen: “Skipped-soul notice: Ethan Kane.”


“Perfect,” she sighed, already bracing herself for the bad news that always seemed to accompany a message from Dispatch. As she swiped open the email and skimmed the contents, her eyes narrowed in frustration.


Camio leaned in, trying to catch a glimpse of the screen. “What’s it say?”


“Ethan Kane’s on the loose,” Fury replied, a touch of dark humor in her voice. “And there’s a hefty bounty on his head—6,969 forgiven sins. Guess Michael’s got a sense of humor.”


“Great, looks like we’ve got a paying gig,” Camio said with a hopeful smile.


“We?” Fury arched an eyebrow, her thumb hovering over the play button of the attached body cam video. “Guess it’s time to see what kind of mess we’re dealing with.”


Just as Fury was about to tap the attachment, I suddenly cleared my throat, loud enough to announce my presence. All eyes turned to me—Fury’s blazing with that familiar blue fire, Camilla’s still wearing that smug smirk, and Camio’s filled with a mix of relief and curiosity.


“Hey, you’re back?” Fury raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised. “Didn’t expect you to come back.”


I hurried over and wrapped her in a hug. “I couldn’t leave my favorite genie hanging.”


“Uh, okay?” Fury awkwardly patted my back, clearly feeling like my hug was a bit much.


I quickly steered the conversation away from the whole Lucifer sex video situation and back to the issue with Camilla. “So, what’s the wish? What’s the problem?”


The silence hung awkwardly as I waited for someone to answer my question. Fury’s blue flames flickered in her eyes, and Camio leaned against a shelf, clearly wishing he were somewhere else.


“Okay, I’ll ask again,” I said, “What’s the wish?”


Camilla’s gaze shifted to me, a smile curving on her wrinkled lips—one of those smiles that said she knew exactly what she was doing, and she was damn proud of it. Her gray hair, streaked with light strands of silver, framed a face that had seen centuries of dark deeds. The black cloak she wore hung like a shadow, adding to her already formidable presence.


“My wish is simple,” Camilla turned back to Fury, her tone precise, every word carefully chosen. “I wish to become the rightful and eternal Queen of Hell, ruling by Lucifer’s side as his equal in power and authority. This wish includes, but is not limited to, the immediate recognition of my status by all beings within both Hell and the heavenly realms, the binding of Lucifer’s loyalty to me, the granting of full marital privileges—including physical intimacy—and the permanent elevation of my soul and essence to a level that matches his, ensuring we are eternally united in both purpose and power.”


She paused, letting the weight of her words sink in. “Furthermore,” she continued, “this wish is to be fulfilled in such a manner that no loopholes, unintended consequences, or negative repercussions shall affect me or my standing. It shall be executed with the full force of your jinn powers, ensuring that all aspects of the wish are honored in both spirit and letter.”


I gasped, the words slipping out in a rush: “Jesus fucking Christ.”


Fury’s jaw clenched so hard I thought she might crack a tooth. Her eyes burned with that blue fire, but she didn’t lash out. Not yet, anyway. “You’re asking for more than you realize, Camilla,” she warned, her voice low and dangerous. “I’m not even sure I can—”


“I know exactly what I’m asking for, jinn.” The old lady’s smile only widened. “And I’ve made sure there’s no room for misinterpretation.”


Camio, ever the opportunist, couldn’t resist throwing in his two cents. “Hell, even I gotta admit, that’s pretty airtight. Looks like she’s got you cornered, Fury.”


I watched the whole exchange, feeling the tension ramp up again. Camilla was smart—scary smart—and she wasn’t leaving anything to chance. She’d crafted her wish with the kind of precision that left no wiggle room for Fury to twist it against her.


But even with all that careful planning, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this wish, no matter how perfectly worded, was playing with fire. And when you play with fire in Hell, you’re bound to get burned.


Fury crossed her arms, her gaze locked on Camilla. “You might think you’ve covered all your bases, witch, but wishes like this? They have a way of turning on you.”


Camilla’s eyes gleamed with confidence. “That’s a risk I’m willing to take, jinn. Now, fulfill your end of the bargain.”


Fury’s flames flared brighter as her temper rose, her frustration boiling over. “You’ve got to be kidding me! Don’t you think this is a little out of whack? I rented a body from you for one moon cycle—a month! And now you’re asking me to grant you a wish to become the Queen of Hell? These things aren’t even in the same universe of value, and you know it! I don’t owe you that much.”


Camilla’s smile remained, unfazed by Fury’s outburst. “Oh, but you do owe me, jinn. A deal is a deal, and you agreed to grant me a wish in exchange for that body. I’ve been very clear about my intentions. You might think my wish is grand, but it’s within the bounds of our agreement. And I have made sure there are no loopholes.”


Fury clenched her fists, her blue fire flickering in agitation. “You can’t seriously expect me to believe that renting a body justifies a wish of this magnitude. This is not a fair trade!”


Camilla’s expression hardened, the amusement in her eyes replaced by a steely determination. “Fairness, Fury, is a matter of perspective. You agreed to grant one wish, and this is the wish I’m making. Now, are you going to fulfill your end of the bargain, or are we going to have a problem?”


She paused, her eyes narrowing with a calculated look. “Remember that little sample of your essence I extracted last time you were here? It’s safely tucked away in my vault, but I could always decide to... experiment with it. I’ve always been very proficient at curses. Imagine the kind of pain I could inflict if I decided to tamper with the very core of what makes you, well, you. So, what’s it going to be, jinn? Will you honor our agreement, or do I have to get creative?”


“Damn it!” Fury snarled, her blue flames flickering violently as she struggled to keep her anger in check. “Fuck!”


Before things could escalate any further, I stepped in, putting a hand on her shoulder.


“Could you excuse us a minute? We need to talk,” I said, my tone firm but polite as I glanced over at Camilla.


Without waiting for a response, I pulled Fury into the corner, Camio hovering nearby, clearly anxious about the whole situation. Camilla watched us with a sharp gaze, but I ignored her, focusing on the matter at hand.


“Lucifer is bad enough on his own, imagine two of them,” Camio said.


“She’s asking me to bind the King of Hell…”


“She acts like she’s so in love with Lucifer,” I said, rolling my eyes.


“Yeah, but bondage isn’t love… I just can’t do it,” Fury said. “I mean, I probably could do it, but I shouldn’t do it. This is the kind of thing that could topple Heaven.”


“What happens if you just say no?” I asked her, keeping my voice low. “What if you refuse to grant the wish?”


Fury let out a heavy sigh, the blue flames in her eyes dimming slightly as the weight of the situation settled on her. “It’s not that simple, Joss,” she said, her voice tense. “I’m not a demon, I’m a jinn. There’s a big difference. Demons are damned souls, incomplete and corrupted through and through—”


“Hey now,” Camio said offended and defending his demon status. “We ain’t all that bad. Some of us have endearing qualities.”


“Sorry, Camio, but I didn’t make the rules.” Fury smirked, pointed toward Heaven. “Take your complaints to the man upstairs.”


Camio crossed his arms, shooting her a playful glare. “Well, if I’m so incomplete, then how am I a total hunk?”


“Easy there, buddy,” I said, giving him a patronizing pat on the shoulder. “I want to hear more about the genie rules.”


“Jinn…‘ Fury continued, “We’re something else. We’re spirits—neutral by nature, neither good nor evil. We exist in this weird in-between space, bound by rules and deals. I made some poor choices when I was younger, got myself mixed up in the wrong crowd—demons, mostly—and now I’m stuck working with them. It was centuries ago, but those sins added up, and now I’m here, a permanent resident of Hell.”


She paused, running a hand through her yellow and black hair—streaks that shifted color with her mood—clearly struggling with the gravity of what she was about to explain. “The thing is, as long as I do what I’m supposed to do, I’ve got a shot at getting out of here someday. But if I refuse to grant a wish I’m bound to fulfill... I’m screwed. It would keep me here forever, locked in this place with no hope of redemption. My essence—my very spirit—would be damned, twisted, and corrupted beyond recognition.”


“You’d become a real demon,” I said.


She glanced back at Camilla, who was still watching us with that smug, knowing expression. “And if that evil witch curses my spirit, that’s it. Game over. I’d be fucked forever, trapped as something worse than a demon, something that doesn’t even get a chance to visit the surface. I’d lose whatever shred of neutrality I have left, and that’s a fate worse than Hell itself.”


Camio, usually full of snark, looked unusually somber as he absorbed her words. “So, you’re really stuck, huh?”


Fury nodded, her expression grim. “Yeah, you could say that. But I’m not giving up without a fight.”


He squeezed her shoulder, offering what little comfort he could. “We’ll figure this out. We can’t Camilla win.”


“Wait a minute,” I said, the thought striking me like a bolt of lightning. “Maybe that’s part of the problem. Maybe expecting demons to solve a Hell problem is a mistake. Maybe we need to talk to an angel.”


Fury and Camio both looked at me, surprise flickering in their eyes. Her flames dimmed as she considered the idea, her brow furrowing in thought. “An angel? You really think they’d help us out?”


Camio snorted, though there was a hint of curiosity behind it. “Angels aren’t exactly known for getting their hands dirty with demon business. But... it’s not the worst idea I’ve heard.”


“We’re out of options,” I said, feeling a surge of determination. “It’s worth a shot, isn’t it? Maybe an angel could offer a way out of this mess that doesn’t involve you getting trapped here forever.”


Fury’s expression softened slightly, the tension easing just a bit. “I don’t know, Joss. But maybe... just maybe, it’s worth a try.”


Camio shrugged, a wry smile tugging at his lips. “Well, I never thought I’d say this, but maybe it’s time to call in a favor from the other side.”


The three of us broke from our huddle, our plan forming quickly as we exchanged determined glances. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what I was about to do, and walked back over to Camilla. She watched me with that same smug, knowing smile, clearly expecting me to concede to her demands.


“Hey, Camilla,” I began, keeping my tone light and friendly. “Look, this is a really big wish. You’ve got to understand, even for a jinn like Fury, something this significant isn’t just a snap-your-fingers kind of deal. She’s going to need some time to, you know, energize, reflect, and meditate on it to make sure everything goes off without a hitch.”


Camilla raised an eyebrow, her smile never wavering. “Is that so?”


“Absolutely,” I continued, nodding earnestly. “We’re totally committed to making this happen for you, but rushing it could lead to, well, let’s just say unintended consequences. And I’m sure you wouldn’t want that for something this important.”


Fury stepped up beside me, putting on her best serious face. “If you want this done right, I need to prepare. It’s in your best interest to give me the time I need to do it properly.”


Camilla’s eyes narrowed slightly as she considered our request. The room felt even heavier with the weight of her decision, but after a long moment, she finally nodded. “Fine. I’ll give you a little time—two days. Two. But don’t think for a second that I’m going to let you wriggle out of this. I expect results, jinn.”


“Of course,” I said with a smile that I hoped didn’t look too forced. “We’ll make sure everything is perfect.”


As Camilla turned away, satisfied for the moment, I let out a silent breath of relief. We’d bought ourselves some time, but now the clock was ticking. So, we needed to figure out our next move—and fast.
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THE CATHEDRAL OF ECHOES


I leaned against the wall, my mind a tangled mess of worries. The situation was bad, really bad. Ethan Kane had skipped out on Death, but that wasn’t what had me on edge. The real problem was that Fury was too close to figuring out what was going on with Lucifer—and it was only a matter of time before she put the pieces together. If she watched that video and saw how Ethan died, she’d learn the truth. And then what?


Why am I protecting Lucifer? The question gnawed at me like a splinter buried deep under my skin. I hated the secrecy, the lies piling up between us. But there was something about this—about Gretchen—that made me hesitate. Maybe it was guilt, or maybe I was just scared of what Fury would do if she knew the whole story. Either way, I was stuck with a secret I wasn’t ready to share.


As we left Camilla’s, the distance between us grew. Fury was ahead, her shoulders tense, her jaw set in that determined way she got when she was ready to tear into something—or someone. We needed a plan, but my mind was too muddled with everything I wasn’t saying.


Just as I was about to suggest our next move, Fury’s phone buzzed. The sharp sound cut through the smokey air, and I watched her pull it out, her eyes narrowing as she read the message.


“Lucifer,” she muttered, her voice flat. “The auction’s delayed until Monday morning.”


My heart sank. Of course, he delayed it. I wasn’t sure exactly what he was up to, but I knew it was diabolical. Fury didn’t know anything, and that was the problem. The longer she stayed in the dark, the more it felt like I was betraying her.


She shoved her phone back into her pocket, frowning. “He must have something huge going on up there.”


I swallowed hard, trying to keep my voice steady. “Yeah, sounds like it,” I said, even though the guilt was twisting in my gut.


She turned to look at me, suspicion flickering in her eyes. “What do you know, Joss?”


“Nothing important,” I lied, forcing the words out before I could second-guess myself. “We should focus on finding an angel. The rest can wait.”


Fury stared at me a moment longer, clearly searching for cracks in my story, but then her expression hardened, and she gave a sharp nod. “Fine. Let’s go to the Cathedral of Echoes.”


As I followed her through the winding cobblestone streets, I couldn’t shake the feeling that secrets were like ticking time bombs, ready to blow up in my face at any moment. And when they did, there would be Hell to pay. Literally.


The Cathedral of Echoes wasn’t exactly the place you went for a casual stroll. It was the kind of place you only visited when you were out of options—or had a death wish. Two massive doors loomed ahead of us, daring us to knock. Undecorated, slabs of iron, the whole vibe screamed, “Abandon all hope, ye who enter here,” with just a hint of sarcasm.


“This is where we make the call,” Camio said, his usual smart-ass tone replaced with something close to reverence.


Fury eyed the doors like they might bite. Her hand hovered just inches from the thick iron. I could see the tension in her entire body. The closer she got, the more she could feel the iron’s cold, oppressive energy radiating through the air. I knew what she was thinking—her powers would fizzle out the second she touched it, leaving her vulnerable, maybe even powerless inside. The thought clearly twisted her stomach.


“Are we sure this is gonna work?” she asked, her voice tight with unease. Even in Hell, this place had a reputation, and she wasn’t exactly thrilled about walking in with her abilities on lockdown.


“Nope,” Camio said with a shrug. “But it’s the best shot we’ve got. Heaven can’t ignore a call from this place. It’s a direct line to the angel switchboard—they have to pick up.”


I glanced around at the towering spires and the unnervingly quiet surroundings. “And if they don’t like what we have to say?”


Fury’s jaw tightened, and I saw the familiar flicker of blue flame in her eyes. “Then we’ll make them listen.”


With that, Camio shoved the doors open. A gust of cool air hit us, carrying the scent of burning votives and that particular brand of dread you only get when you’re about to do something really, really stupid. The inside of the cathedral was like a bad dream—shadows and statues everywhere, and they all seemed to be judging us.


I called out, “Hello?”


Only an echo greeted us, “Hello-o-o…”


“Well, this place is living up to its name so far,” Camio quipped.


“So far-ar-ar-ar…”


We walked down the aisle, our footsteps echoing off the cold stone walls, each step amplifying the eerie quiet. On both sides of the nave, towering stained-glass windows stretched up toward the vaulted ceiling, casting vibrant beams of colored light across the floor. Reds, blues, and golds shimmered as the hell-light filtered through the intricate designs, painting the otherwise somber space with a sacred glow. Tall iron spires jutted up along the walls, their sharp points reaching toward the ceiling, standing in stark contrast to the delicate beauty of the glass behind them.


Above the altar, the most striking window of all dominated the space—a vivid depiction of the scapegoat. The scene was rich in symbolism: a priest standing over two goats, one to be sacrificed to the Lord, and the other sent into the wilderness for Azazel.The colors of the glass were breathtaking. The priest stood in a moment of solemn decision, and the goats, with their knowing yellow eyes, almost seemed alive. It felt like a frozen moment of divine judgment, one that both demanded reverence and carried the weight of some ancient curse.


“And Aaron shall cast lots over the two goats, one lot for the Lord and the other lot for Azazel,” Fury whispered, recalling the scripture.


“Zel-el-el,” echoed the cathedral.


At the far end of the sanctuary stood a massive black mirror, not the kind you’d check your reflection in—it looked like something ripped straight out of a nightmare. Its surface was still and dark, swallowing any light that got too close. The beautiful stained glass nearby only made the mirror seem darker, like it was some kind of silent warning built into the cathedral itself.


Fury stopped in front of it and gave Camio a nod. He stepped forward, pulling out a silver knife and slicing his palm open. Blood dripped onto the altar, sizzling on contact. “We’re calling Heaven,” he said, loud enough for the universe to hear. “We need to consult an angel, and we’re not taking no for an answer.”


“Swer-er-er-er…”


For a moment, nothing happened. Then the mirror started to ripple, like someone had tossed a rock into a pond at night.


I grabbed Fury’s arm, my nails digging in. “Is this part of the show?”


“Show-ow-ow…”


The mirror exploded with light, so bright it made us all wince. When the glare finally faded, we found ourselves staring at an angel—except he wasn’t quite what any of us had expected. He stood before us, a stout figure barely reaching our waists, with short limbs, stubby wings, and a soft build that gave him an almost cherubic appearance. But make no mistake, this was a full-grown man, even if he only wore a diaper and stood about four and a half feet tall. His face, framed by a mane of curly brown hair and a thick beard, had that unmistakable look of someone who thought they were the most important being in the room—because, apparently, he was.


“Who dares summon me?” the angel demanded, his voice booming with all the authority of an archangel, even though he looked like he could be the poster child for celestial kindergarten. He puffed out his chest, which only emphasized how short he really was, making the whole scene feel more like a cosmic joke than a divine intervention.


“Hey, how come his voice didn’t echo?” I asked.


“Echo-oh-o.”


“Maybe because it’s too small,” Camio joked, and Fury immediately elbowed him for it.


“Small-all-all.”


I bit my lip, trying not to laugh. “Is this part of the show?” I muttered under my breath to prevent the echo. Fury shot me a look, her eyes flickering with that blue flame, telling me to keep it together.


“We summoned you,” Fury said, stepping forward, refusing to flinch. “Because we need your help.”


“Help-elp-elp-elp…”


“What makes you worthy of the great Aladiah’s assistance?” the angel declared, puffing out his chest even more.


Camio smirked and couldn’t resist, “Well, a la dee dah,” he mocked, drawing out the words. “Gotta watch out for the little guys who refer to themselves in the third person.”


“Son-on-on…”


Aladiah, who now that I looked at him closely, reminded me of Peter Dinklage in nothing but a diaper—only with wings—stared up at her with a mix of annoyance and disbelief. His small stature didn’t stop him from exuding the confidence of someone ten times his size.


“And why should I help you, demon?” he asked, his voice filled with the kind of self-importance that made you want to stand at attention.


“We’re out of options,” Fury replied. “So either help us, or find us someone up there who can.”


“Can-an-an…”


“Fuck, that’s annoying!” Fury snapped, her voice echoing back.


“Annoying-ing-ing…”


She rolled her eyes, muttering under her breath, “Great, now even my frustration is mocking me.”


The angel blinked up at her, clearly not used to being spoken to like that. There was a long, awkward silence, the kind that makes you wonder if you’ve just made a colossal mistake.


Finally, the cherub sighed, like he was already regretting whatever celestial decree had sent him here. “Fine,” he said, waving his small hand with exaggerated drama as he flared his white feathery wings—stunted but somehow still impressive. “But remember—everything comes with a price, and you’ve got a tab running.”


Then, out of nowhere, I felt a sudden thud against my side.


“Ow!” I yelped, jolted awake as something heavy bounced off my ribs. My eyes snapped open, and I found myself staring up at the bright, cloudless sky of Santa Monica. A football rolled lazily away from me, stopping just short of the shoreline. The distant sounds of kids laughing reached my ears.


A boy, maybe ten years old, came running up, red-faced and breathless. “Sorry, lady!” he called out, eyes wide with concern. “Are you okay?”


I sat up, brushing sand off my clothes, the remnants of the dream still clinging to the edges of my mind. “Yeah, I’m fine,” I muttered, more to myself than to him, trying to shake off the lingering unease. The football, however, had done its job—snapping me back to reality in the most abrupt way possible.


The dream had felt so vivid, so disturbingly real, but now in the light of day, it seemed almost absurd.


Almost.
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SEX ON THE BEACH


I waved the kid off with a tired smile, watching as he darted back to his friends, football in hand. “No harm done,” I called after him, though my ribs might disagree.


The pull of sleep was too strong to resist, and I let myself sink back into the darkness, where dreams—and hopefully a few demons—were waiting.


I fell asleep almost instantly, the world around me fading into a warm, hazy blur. But I didn’t return to the cathedral. Instead, I found myself wrapped in the softest, most luxurious red satin sheets, the kind that cling to your skin just right. A pleasant shiver ran through me as I felt someone familiar moving under the covers, their touch fiery and intimate.


My breath hitched as I realized what was happening—Fury was there, between my legs, her mouth working magic that sent waves of pleasure coursing through me. I couldn’t see her, but I didn’t need to. I knew her. To my surprise, I was delighted at how easily she could unravel me with just a flick of her tongue. My body arched, my fingers gripping the sheets, as I lost myself in the sensation.


“Oh, God…” I gasped, not caring if I was being too loud, not caring about anything but the growing pressure building inside me. It felt so damn good, and I wanted more, craved more. My hips bucked against her face, and she responded with an intensity that pushed me right to the edge.


And then, just like that, my entire body shuddered with one of the most incredible orgasms I’d ever had. I lay there, panting, utterly spent, a lazy smile spreading across my face. Whoever said sleep orgasms couldn’t compare to the real thing had clearly never experienced one like this.


Pleased with herself, Fury started to crawl up my body, still hidden beneath the sheets. My heart swelled with affection, anticipation, and the warmth of post-climax bliss. I was ready to pull her into a kiss, to thank her for—


But then the covers shifted, and the face that emerged wasn’t Fury’s.


It was Lucifer.


I froze, my breath catching in my throat as the realization hit me like a freight train. I had just had the most mind-blowing orgasm of my life… and it was Lucifer who had given it to me.


Oh. My. God.


My stomach churned, the pleasure of moments ago turning to cold dread. I bolted upright, my beach blanket tangling around me as I scrambled back to reality, as if I could somehow escape what had just happened. My mind raced, my heart pounded, and guilt crashed over me like a tidal wave.


How could this happen? I’m a lesbian. I’m supposed to be immune to the charms of men. This kind of thing shouldn’t happen, right? But there it was, undeniable and grotesque—his touch still lingering on my skin, seared into my memory.


Lucifer just made me come.


I felt a deep, gnawing shame churning in my gut. What did this mean? What did it say about me? This was Lucifer, the literal Devil, and I—oh god, I’d enjoyed it. I fucking loved it. My body had betrayed me in the most intimate, humiliating way possible.


Panic gripped me as I tried to push the images from my mind, tried to convince myself it wasn’t real, that it was just a stupid dream. But I knew better. My dreams always meant something. And the guilt stuck, like tar, coating every thought, every breath.


A new fear crept in, tightening around my chest—what if it wasn’t just a dream? What if Lucifer had actually been there, invading my mind, twisting my desires? My dreams have always had a way of bleeding into reality, of revealing truths I didn’t want to face. Had the Devil really been there? The thought made my skin crawl. How much of it was real?


I shuddered, trying to shake off the dread, but guilt made me question everything I thought I knew about myself. Still rattled, I pulled the blanket over my head like a shawl and stared blankly at the ocean.


“I’m in Santa Monica, not Hell,” I repeated over and over as I rocked myself. But the shame clung to me, tightening around my chest like a vice.


I had just had a sex dream about Lucifer. And I liked it.


I buried my face in my hands, trying to shake the mortifying realization. How the hell was I going to live with myself after this?


I sat there a moment longer, rocking as the ocean’s steady rhythm did nothing to calm the storm inside me. I knew I couldn’t just sit here wallowing. So, with a frustrated sigh, I gathered up my things, shoving them into my bag with more force than necessary.


As I marched off the beach, the sand crunching beneath my feet, one thing was crystal clear—there would be no more napping for me today. Not a chance in Hell.
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LATE IN LA LA LAND


I wiped the sleep from my eyes as I climbed the steps from the beach to the pier, the last scraps of the sex dream slipping away like sand through my fingers. I had no idea how long I’d been out, only that the ocean had lulled me to sleep better than any lullaby, leaving me with a killer crick in my neck and a faint taste of salt on my lips.


I paused, taking in the scene around me. Santa Monica Pier was alive, buzzing with the energy of tourists and locals. The Ferris wheel spun lazily against the bright blue sky. A group of kids laughed as they chased each other around the boardwalk, sticky fingers clutched around giant tufts of cotton candy, the sweet scent drifting through the salty air. Vendors were hawking everything from churros to sunglasses, and the distant crash of waves provided a soothing soundtrack to it all.


It was almost peaceful—almost. But that damn Ferris wheel had a way of spinning me back to darker places. The way it turned, slow and deliberate, reminded me of Clown Hell—one of the circles even seasoned demons avoided if they could help it. If you don’t know about Clown Hell, do yourself a favor and read my book on Envy. Trust me, you’ll thank me later. The memory of that twisted carnival, with its haunting laughter and grinning horrors, flashed in my mind, and I felt my stomach churn. But I wasn’t about to let that ruin my day. Not today.


I slipped on my sneakers, shook off the creeping dread, forced a smile, and headed toward my Subaru. I had somewhere to be, and it wasn’t the Underworld. My destination was a Hollywood set, where love and lust ruled the day. So, I tossed the memory of Clown Hell aside like last night’s bad dream, and headed straight for my car. Life in La La Land waited for no one.


Then I saw it—something small, bright, and fluttering beneath my windshield wiper. Neon orange. Crap. A parking ticket. Of course.


“Great,” I muttered, yanking the slip of paper free and glaring at the fine. Sixty-nine bucks. Seriously? “Sixty-nine bucks for couple hours of an ocean view. What a deal.”


I tossed the ticket onto the passenger seat, where it landed atop a pile of empty coffee cups and crumpled receipts. No time to dwell on it. Not when I had my first gig at Universal Studios, just as an extra, something to pass the time until I found my next story. I’d always wanted to be in a real Hollywood movie, but I was already running late. My phone buzzed, reminding me just how screwed I was.


“Oh, shit.”


I cranked the engine, wincing as the Subaru sputtered to life. I glanced at the clock. Forty-five minutes to make it to wardrobe and makeup. If I hit every green light from here to Hollywood, I just might pull it off.


Slamming the car into gear, I peeled out of the parking lot, my tires spitting sand as I sped toward the highway. I couldn’t help but laugh at today’s job—a romantic comedy called Love & Lust in La La Land. The script was ridiculous, something about two rival dating coaches who end up falling for each other while trying to out-seduce their clients.


Traffic on the 10 was the usual nightmare, but I weaved through it with the skill of someone who’s been cursed to drive these streets her whole life. My Subaru darted between lanes as I swore at every slowpoke in my way. No way was I letting something as predictable as LA traffic make me late for this. Not today.


As I exited onto Lankershim, Universal Studios finally came into view, its iconic globe spinning lazily in the morning sun. My grip on the steering wheel tightened, my heart doing a weird little jig of excitement and nerves. I was cutting it close, but I had a good feeling about today. I was going to get paid to watch two of Hollywood’s hottest stars make out while I lounged poolside. There were worse ways to make a few extra bucks.


I drove up to the lot entrance, my nerves buzzing as I spotted the security checkpoint up ahead. The guard, a burly guy with a buzz cut and a permanent scowl, leaned back in his chair, looking like he had all the time in the world—unlike me.


“ID?” he asked, his voice as flat as his expression.


I fished my wallet out of my beach bag and handed over my driver’s license. He examined it like it was some kind of ancient artifact, flipping it back and forth as if he expected the holographic seal to reveal a secret code.


“Where you headed?” he asked, finally glancing up at me.


“Wardrobe trailer,” I said, trying to keep my tone light. “I’m an extra. My call time was fifteen minutes ago, so if you could—”


“Extras still need to check in,” he interrupted, with the kind of authority that made it clear he wasn’t in a hurry. “What’s the production?”


“Love & Lust in La La Land,” I said, suppressing the urge to groan.


He grunted, then slowly punched the information into his computer. The seconds dragged by as he typed with the precision of someone who never rushes for anyone. My anxiety ratcheted up a notch with every deliberate keystroke, the ticking clock in my head growing louder.


“You’re running late,” he finally said, a smug look crossing his face.


“Yeah, I know,” I muttered, forcing a polite smile. “That’s why I need to get through.”


He eyed me for a moment longer, as if considering making me sweat a little more just for fun. I kept the tight smile plastered on my face, though inside I was practically screaming.


At last, he handed back my ID with a slow nod. “You’re clear. Follow the signs to Lot B. But next time, give yourself more time. This place can be tricky if you don’t know your way around.”


“Thanks,” I managed to say, shoving my ID back into my bag. I drove through the gate and found a parking spot near the trailers, killed the engine, and grabbed my stuff. No time to waste now. I bolted toward the wardrobe trailer, hoping they had something in my size that didn’t make me look like a total slut. But then again, this was Hollywood. Looking like a slut was practically part of the job description.


As I jogged toward the set, I couldn’t help but grin. Love, lust, and a little bit of chaos—just another day in La La Land.
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FROM THOR TO THUD


The next thirty minutes were a blur. I was hustled into the wardrobe trailer, where a harried assistant thrust a tiny, neon-pink bikini into my hands. “This should fit,” she said, clearly more hopeful than certain. “Lose the Chucks, go barefoot.”


I hesitated, looking down at the bikini and then at my blue sneakers, still firmly on my feet. I hadn’t even had the chance to take them off, and the thought of doing so now, in front of the wardrobe person, made my stomach twist. “Do I really have to go barefoot on camera?” I asked, trying to keep my voice casual, though the idea of exposing my missing toe on set made my skin crawl. “I know my shoes don’t exactly fit the look, but maybe... water socks?”


The assistant barely glanced down at my feet, her expression indifferent. “Sorry, no time for that,” she said, waving me off dismissively. “Just go barefoot; it’s fine. You’ll be out there for two minutes tops.” She didn’t wait for my response, already turning her attention to the next crisis in the trailer.


I swallowed the lump in my throat and nodded, even though she wasn’t looking. There was no way out of it. I’d have to deal with the embarrassment. I slipped off my sneakers, my toes curling instinctively, trying to hide the gap where my big toe used to be. It wasn’t perfect, but it would have to do.


I barely had time to change before I was whisked away to makeup, where a team of artists descended on me with brushes, powders, and a can of spray tan that left me smelling like coconut. They even spray-tanned my feet, the cool mist making me flinch as it hit the sensitive spot where my toe used to be. By the time they finished, I was a little dizzy, half from the fumes and half from the sudden transformation. When they were finally done, they handed me a pair of flimsy spa flip-flops.


Do you know how hard it is to wear flip-flops when you don’t have a big toe? I could barely walk. Every step felt like a battle to keep the damn things on, and I could feel every single rock and pebble digging into my soles on the way to the pool.


In that tiny bikini, I felt stripped to the soul. I glanced down, noticing the little triangles barely covering my chest—my left breast at least a cup size bigger than my right. Lopsided up top, missing an appendage down below, I wasn’t exactly feeling great about walking around like this. With nowhere else to go, I leaned against the wall outside the wardrobe trailer, waiting for the next set of instructions.


That’s when the trailer door swung open, and out sauntered Scarlett Johansson. In a stunning black bikini. Like it was nothing.


My jaw just about hit the pavement.


I’d heard the rumors, but I didn’t actually believe she’d be in this movie. But here she was, all curves and confidence, strutting like she owned the damned place—which, let’s face it, she probably did. She shot me a quick, polite smile as she breezed by, and I had to physically remind myself to close my mouth.


Well, this just got a lot more interesting, I thought, still trying to process the fact that I’d be sharing a poolside scene with one of the biggest stars in the world.


As Scarlett strutted off like a goddess on her way to Olympus, I leaned back against the wall, trying to regain my composure.


So, who’s the lucky guy? I wondered. Because let’s be real, it’s always a guy and a girl. This was a mainstream movie, after all—no surprises there. And if they’d landed Scarlett for this, you knew they weren’t skimping on the other half of the duo.


My mind started cycling through Hollywood’s A-list. Who could possibly be playing across from Miss Scarlett? Brad Pitt? Maybe, but I doubted it. Too much brooding. Ryan Reynolds? Nah, too much snark, though I wouldn’t complain. Chris Evans? Too obvious; Captain America and Black Widow felt a little too on the nose, even for Hollywood.


Whoever it was, they’d have to be on Scarlett’s level. Someone with enough swagger and star power to keep up with her in a scene that was bound to get hot and heavy. I couldn’t help but feel a little excited, a mix of curiosity and pure fan-girl anticipation.


Just as my curiosity about Scarlett’s co-star was about to boil over, the door to the trailer swung open again. This time, it wasn’t another Hollywood star, but a no-nonsense woman with a headset and a clipboard—the unmistakable attitude of a first assistant director.


“Extras, on set!” she called out, her voice sharp and efficient, cutting through the murmur of idle chatter. The other extras and I perked up immediately, like kids hearing the bell for recess.


The first AD didn’t have time for pleasantries—she was all business, directing us with quick gestures and a focused expression. “Alright, folks, we’re setting the scene. You’ll be positioned around the pool, some of you in lounge chairs, others milling around. Remember, background, not foreground—blend in, don’t stand out.”


She scanned the group with a discerning eye. “And resist the urge to photobomb. I don’t want to see anyone sneaking their face into the frame.”


A few of the extras chuckled nervously, but I could tell she wasn’t joking. I just nodded, mentally reminding myself to stay cool and do what I was told. The last thing I needed was to get kicked off set for being too eager.


We filed onto the set, and I couldn’t help but feel a little thrill as I stepped into the artificial sunlight spilling from massive overhead lamps. The pool was pristine, surrounded by artificial palm trees that had been wheeled in just for the occasion, and the whole area was already dressed to look like the ultimate LA luxury oasis.


The AD pointed to a spot near the deeper end. “You, in the pink bikini,” she said, her gaze landing on me. “Take that lounger over there, by the palm. And relax—look like you’re having the time of your life.”


I nodded and made a beeline for my assigned lounger. As I stretched out, I focused on finding that sweet spot between looking totally at ease and not bored.


Be wallpaper, I told myself, trying to channel all those nights spent watching Death in a dream. Just here to observe. Background, not foreground. Blend, blend, blend. Don’t get involved in the action.


Around me, the other extras were being positioned—someone handed out fake drinks with little umbrellas, and a couple of guys got a volleyball to toss around in the shallow end.


With everyone in place, the AD took a step back, surveying the scene. Satisfied, she pressed a button on her headset. “We’re ready for the principals. Bring out Scarlett and the talent.”


My breath caught in my throat. Talent? That had to mean her co-star. I craned my neck slightly, trying to catch a glimpse of who would be sauntering out next.


The trailer door swung open again, and out he stepped—Chris freakin’ Hemsworth. He moved with the kind of easy confidence that only comes from knowing you’re at the top of your game. Every inch of him screamed movie star, from the perfect tan to the abs that could cut glass. His short hair was tousled just enough to look effortlessly cool, and he wore a pair of swim trunks that hugged his hips like they were tailored by the gods themselves.


Holy shit, Thor, I thought. For a second, I forgot to breathe. He was even more impressive in person—taller, broader, and somehow even better-looking, if that was possible. He flashed a megawatt smile at the crew as he strolled onto the set, completely at ease, as if this was just another day in paradise.


Beside me, one of the extras let out a small squeak, quickly clamping a hand over her mouth. I couldn’t blame her. It wasn’t every day you got to share a set with two of the biggest stars on the planet.


But as starstruck as I was, I forced myself to remember the AD’s words: Background, not foreground. I was just a small part of the scenery. Chris Hemsworth and Scarlett Johansson didn’t give us a second glance as they took their marks near the pool, their focus entirely on the scene ahead.


Still, I couldn’t help but feel a little giddy, a mix of nerves and excitement bubbling up in my chest. Here I was, just a few feet away from Hollywood royalty, trying to act like it was no big deal. But inside, I was practically buzzing.


Blend, blend, blend, I reminded myself, settling back into the lounger. My eyes flicked between Chris and Scarlett as I thought: Just another day in La La Land.


But who was I kidding? This was anything but ordinary.


Hours passed, and the initial thrill of being in a Hollywood movie began to wear thin. Even in January, the set was sweltering. The pool area was lit up like a summer day, with powerful lights stanchioned all around. The water was heated, and the lights radiated an oppressive warmth, making it feel like the middle of July rather than the dead of winter. My skin felt tight from the constant heat, but my body was starting to shiver—goosebumps prickling up my arms whenever the cool breeze of reality blew through the scene.


Take after take blurred together, and what had started as a glamorous day on set quickly devolved into a grind. The relentless heat from the stanchioned lights wore everyone down, making the crew’s chatter grow more clipped and irritable. The AD’s once-sharp commands now came with an edge of impatience, as if the weight of the day was finally getting to her. The cameraman kept glancing at the sky, his face tightening with every passing minute as the natural light faded, competing with the artificial blaze around us. The pressure was on, and it was clear we were running out of time.


The stars, Chris and Scarlett, were now in the pool, their perfectly tousled hair and flawless makeup being adjusted for the umpteenth time. We were all just waiting around, pretending not to be bored, while they prepared for the big scene—the one everyone knew would be the climax of the movie. The steamy poolside kiss, or maybe more. Not that any of us extras would actually get to see much. From our angle, all we’d catch was the top of their heads or occasional splash.


The crew was on edge, the pressure mounting as the light started to wane. The extras around me had long since stopped stealing glances at the stars and were now just trying to keep their eyes open, hoping the day would wrap before they turned into prunes.


And then, just as everyone was getting ready for what felt like the thousandth take, it happened. Scarlett pulled back from Chris, a look of irritation crossing her face. Even from where I sat, I could see her mouth tightening.


She turned her head, calling out to the AD. “Can we get the intimacy coordinator out here? Now?”


A ripple of surprise ran through the crew. Heads turned, whispers spread. The AD gave a quick nod and motioned to someone off set.


I felt my stomach drop, an odd sense of foreboding washing over me. But I couldn’t have been prepared for what came next.


Out from behind the cameras, in her usual no-nonsense fashion, strode none other than Gretchen Stipple. But this wasn’t the Gretchen I was used to—the one I last saw decked out in full leather, looking like she’d just stepped off the set of a porno. No, this Gretchen was dressed for practicality and comfort, in loose, dark jeans and a simple, fitted black tee that looked like it had seen its share of long days on set. Her short platinum-blond hair was smoothed down. And instead of the fierce, take-no-prisoners vibe she usually radiated, she now exuded an air of quiet authority.


Gretchen, the last person I expected to see in the flesh today, was heading straight for the pool with that same calm, professional demeanor she always had. As the sex choreographer, she was the no-nonsense pro who made sure everything stayed above board, even when the actors were about to steam up the lenses. My mind was still trying to process it all when my body took over.


In my shock, I shifted on the lounger—and promptly lost my balance. Before I could stop myself, I slipped right off the chair, landing with an unceremonious thud on the pool deck.


A nearby extra, a guy with a smirk permanently etched on his face, glanced over and snickered. “Uh-oh, looks like someone fell asleep.”


The words hit me like a jolt, instantly triggering a flashback to that dream—the one where Lucifer had been front and center in ways I shouldn’t have been thinking about on a movie set. Guilt surged through me, and I overcompensated, my face burning hotter than the lights around us.


“I did not! No, I didn’t! I didn’t!” I snapped back, my voice louder than I intended.


“Quiet on the set!” the AD barked, her voice slicing through the air like a whip.


Every head turned toward me, and I could feel a wave of mortification crashing over me as I scrambled to get back onto the lounger. My movements were awkward, my heart pounding with the kind of embarrassment that makes you wish the ground would just swallow you whole.


The nearby extras looked down at me, stifling their laughter behind poorly hidden grins, but I barely noticed. My eyes were locked on Gretchen, who, thank the stars, didn’t seem to have noticed my not-so-graceful tumble.


All I could think was: Of course it’s Gretchen.


Because if there was one thing I knew, it was that life in La La Land was full of surprises—and none of them were ever boring.
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ONE HELL OF A CAMEO


I managed to settle back onto the lounge chair, still reeling from my graceless fall, but my focus was locked on Gretchen as she strode toward the pool, all business. The crew parted for her like she was Moses at the Red Sea—no one was foolish enough to get in her way.


Without missing a beat, Gretchen knelt beside the pool, right next to Chris, whose impressive physique was mostly hidden beneath the water’s surface. From where I was sitting, only his head and shoulders were visible above the rippling water, making it look like he was in way over his head—though the pool wasn’t nearly that deep. He was obviously standing on the bottom, not treading water.


“Alright, Chris,” she began, her voice firm but measured. “You’ve done this before—both of you have—just not together. So let’s keep it professional. Play the angles. It’s all about what the camera sees, not what you’re actually doing.”


Chris furrowed his brow, adjusting his stance in the water. “I know, but doing it in a pool is tricky. Buoyancy… I push one way and float another. I didn’t mean to grab her, I was just trying to hang on. Hard to keep everything... you know, under control.”


“Don’t grope,” Gretchen cut in, her tone leaving no room for argument. “You don’t need to hold onto anything—literally or figuratively. Keep it light, keep it respectful. The camera picks up everything, including tension. So relax.”


She glanced at the pool, then back at Chris. “Remember, the water’s not that deep. You only look like you’re in over your head. We’ll shoot your body double’s legs dangling later, as if you’re doing this in the deep end. All you have to do right now is stand there in the water and go through the motions. No need to overthink it.”


Scarlett, who had been watching from the edge of the pool, let out a small, almost imperceptible sigh. I caught a flicker of something in her eyes—relief, maybe? Or was it something else? Whatever it was, there was definitely some history there, the kind of tension the gossip rags would salivate over. I couldn’t help but pick up on it, my empathic senses tingling with the unspoken vibes between the two stars.


Chris opened his mouth, likely to protest or crack one of his usual jokes, but Gretchen raised an eyebrow, shutting him down with a look. It was the kind of look that said, “We’ve been through this before, and I’m not going to repeat myself.”


“Focus on your partner,” she continued, her voice softening just enough to be encouraging. “Scarlett’s the priority here. Make her feel comfortable, and you’ll both look better on screen. Trust me.”


Scarlett gave a subtle nod, her posture visibly relaxing as she let out another breath. Her lips curled into a small, appreciative smile, and I could tell she was grateful to have Gretchen there—someone who wouldn’t hesitate to keep even the biggest stars in check.


Gretchen stood, her job done for the moment, and glanced over at Scarlett. “You good?”


“Yeah, thanks,” Scarlett replied, the gratitude clear in her voice. Their eyes met, and for a moment, there was an unspoken exchange that passed between them, something that felt deeper than just a working relationship. It made me wonder what kind of history the two women really had.


Gretchen nodded and turned her attention back to the rest of the set, her authoritative presence lingering even as she moved on to check in with the AD. I watched as Chris adjusted his position in the water, his earlier bravado tempered by Gretchen’s firm coaching.


Note to self, I thought, never underestimate the power of a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing.


The director took his place behind the monitor, leaning in with a focused intensity as the crew finalized their positions. The lights were adjusted one last time, and the set fell into a tense silence. Even the extras held their breath, knowing the drill after hours of shooting.


“Alright, everyone, we’re rolling,” the director called out, her voice cutting through the stillness. “And... action!”


Scarlett and Chris slipped into their roles effortlessly, the awkwardness from earlier smoothed over by Gretchen’s firm guidance. They moved through the water with practiced ease, their bodies close but not touching too much, their faces inches apart, eyes locked in a steamy, camera-perfect gaze. The sexual tension between them was palpable, but this time it was all part of the act, perfectly crafted for the lens.


I watched, doing my best to blend into the background like wallpaper. Everything seemed to be going smoothly, the crew focused on capturing the perfect shot. But then, out of the corner of my eye, I caught a glimpse of something that made my blood run cold.


Standing behind the director’s chair, just off to the side, was Lucifer. He was dressed in a plush white bathrobe, the very image of casual confidence. But it wasn’t the robe that sent a jolt through me—it was the fact that he was there at all, casually whispering with Gretchen like he belonged on set.


And then the Devil winked at me, knowingly.


My heart skipped a beat, and before I could stop myself, I let out a small, involuntary yelp.


The sound wasn’t loud, but on the set, it might as well have been a shout.


The director’s head snapped up, his expression a mix of confusion and irritation. Scarlett and Chris broke their pose, turning toward the sound—toward me—and the crew exchanged puzzled glances.


“Cut!” the director barked, frustration lacing his voice as he stood up. “What the hell was that?”


I shrank back into my lounger, wishing I could disappear into the fake palm tree behind me. My eyes darted back to where I’d seen Lucifer, but he was already gone, leaving only the lingering sense that I’d somehow just screwed up in front of everyone.


Gretchen, still standing near the director, raised an eyebrow, her gaze finding me almost immediately. She didn’t say anything, but the look on her face was enough to make my cheeks burn with embarrassment.


Great, I thought, of all the times for Lucifer to make a cameo.


The director sighed, running a frustrated hand through his hair. “Reset, everyone. Let’s take it from the top.”


The crew scrambled to reset the scene, the tension even thicker now. I bit my lip, trying to pull myself together, but my heart was still racing. I knew I’d have to explain myself later, but for now, I just had to get through this without any more screw-ups.


And somehow, I did.
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BIGGER BOX, STILL SHITTY


By the time I dragged myself back to the extended stay, night had swallowed West Hollywood. The flickering neon barely lit up the cracked pavement outside. I parked the Subaru and hauled myself to my room, feet feeling like they were weighed down with cinder blocks.


The room wasn’t much—faded carpet, peeling wallpaper, the kind of place that had given up years ago. But it was cheap, and for now, it was home. I kicked off my sneakers and made a beeline for the tiny kitchenette. My stomach growled, reminding me that the granola bar and coffee from craft services earlier weren’t going to cut it.


I rummaged through the cabinets and came up with a pack of Samyang Spicy Chicken Ramen and an apple that looked past its prime. Gourmet dining at its finest. As I crunched on the apple, I filled a mug with tap water and shoved it in the microwave. The machine hummed to life, and Nina popped into my head. Ever since the nightmare at my old house—her psycho ghost mom, the whole horror show—I couldn’t nuke anything without that memory creeping in. I already wrote all about it all in Gluttony, and it wasn’t a story I wanted to linger on.


As the water boiled in the microwave, I heard a soft fluttering coming from the corner.


“Alright, Rio, chill out.” I glanced over at his cage. The little green parrot had been cooped up all day and was clearly not happy about it. His wings rustled inside the cage, and his orange eyes gleamed with irritation.


“Awk! Let me out! Out!” he screeched, ruffling his feathers. “Rio wants more space!”


I opened the bird cage, and he shot out like a feathery bullet, squawking loudly. His wings flapped wildly as he circled the small room, doing loops before landing unsteadily on the back of a chair.


“Bigger box, still shitty, awk!” Rio squawked, clearly unimpressed with my digs, like they were no better than the place he’d been cooped up in all day.


I shook my head, grabbing a bag of parrot pellets from the cupboard. “Yeah, yeah, it’s not the Ritz,” I muttered, pouring some into a tiny ceramic bowl. “Here you go.” I set the bowl down on the table in front of him.


Rio cocked his head, eyes beady and intense as he hopped closer. “Gimme a cracker, bitch!”


“Listen, you, I had a hard day—”


“Cracker me, bitch!”


“Quit calling me a bitch.”


“Cracker! Gimme! Gimme!”


“Eat your parrot chow.”


He snatched a pellet with his beak and crunched, crumbs flying everywhere as he said, “I’mma good bird. Awk!”


“Okay, okay, you’re a good bird.”


After that, Rio went quiet and ate, too hungry to talk. But as soon as the microwave dinged, he couldn’t help himself—he mimicked the sound perfectly.


“Beep! Beep! Beep!” he sang, pausing in the middle of his meal to tilt his head and give me a knowing look before going right back to pecking at his parrot pellets.


I poured my hot water into a bowl with crumbled-up noodles, grabbed a fork, and hurried away. With dinner in hand, I collapsed onto the bed, the springs creaking under me. I clicked on the TV with the remote, flipping through the cable channels until I landed on an old rerun of Lucifer.


Of course, I thought with a smirk. I couldn’t seem to escape him, even in the comfort of my makeshift home.


But just as my finger moved to push the off button, my eyes caught sight of the TV. Tom Ellis, in all his devilish charm, was on screen, trading flirty smirks with Chloe Decker. The chemistry was undeniable, but it was the next scene that really hooked me—Mazikeen walking in, her eyes narrowing with jealousy as she caught the two of them together.


Rio fluttered up and landed next to me, craning his head to get a better look at the screen.


“Pretty boy! Pretty boy with fire! Awk!” he squawked, his eyes tracking the screen intently.


“Yeah, yeah, you love him,” I muttered, slurping noodles as Lucifer charmed his way through another crime scene.


I knew better than to get sucked in, but I couldn’t help myself. My hand fell away from the remote, and I found myself glued to the screen, watching Lucifer juggle his affections between the two women, each one vying for his attention in their own way. I knew it was just a show, just actors playing their parts, but something about it hit close to home—like a warning.


Before I knew it, my bowl was empty, the last of the ramen gone, but I was still watching, unable to tear myself away. Maybe it was the familiarity, or maybe it was just the absurdity of seeing this sanitized version of my reality, but for the moment, I let myself get lost in it, if only to escape my own thoughts.


The warmth of the noodles settled in my stomach, making me drowsy. Before long, my eyelids grew heavy, the TV screen blurring as sleep finally claimed me. I drifted off to the sound of Lucifer making some witty remark, the irony of it all not lost on me.


Tomorrow was another day, but for now, the crappy hotel bed, loudmouth parrot, and a worn-out detective drama were enough.
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MY SPICY RAMEN CONFESSION


As soon as I drifted off, a dark dream pulled me under, and soon, I was happily back in Hell. The blistering heat, the stench of sulfur, the distant howls—it all felt strangely familiar, almost like coming home. How messed up was that? But as bizarre as it was, the truth was undeniable: I felt more at ease here than I ever did in Los Angeles.


The landscape shifted, and suddenly, I was standing in the Cathedral of Echoes again. The cavernous space loomed around me, its Gothic architecture and endless shadows just as ominous as ever. There was something oddly comforting about being back here.


Then I saw her—Fury, kneeling alone on the steps leading up to the altar, all fire and attitude even in repose. My heart surged with relief, and before I knew it, I was rushing toward her.


“Fury!” I called out, my voice echoing in the vast emptiness of the cathedral.


“Fury-ry-ry-ry-ry…”


She turned her head slowly, eyes blazing with that intense blue fire. A smirk curled on her lips. “Took you long enough,” she whispered, her tone dripping with that familiar mix of sarcasm and warmth.


I slowed as I approached, a bit taken aback to see her alone. “You’re still here?” I asked, the question tumbling out before I could stop it.


“Here-ere-ere…”


“You gotta whisper,” she said in a low voice as she got off her knees to stretch a bit, her gaze shifting back to the empty altar. “Yeah. That little munchkin of an angel put me on hold,” she said, her whispers laced with irritation. “So I’m just waiting here, praying for a solution to this whole Camilla situation.”


I asked in a whisper, “Where’s Camio?”


She shrugged and mumbled something like a “dunno.”


I nodded, understanding the frustration that must be bubbling beneath her calm exterior. Still, just being near her made me feel better. “You know, I always feel safer here in Hell,” I whispered, barely catching my breath. “I feel safer with you.”


She raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised. “Wow,” she said, with a low chuckle, “that’s really saying something.”


I managed a weak laugh, the tension in my chest easing just a little. “Yeah, I guess it is.”


Her eyes narrowing slightly, as if she was reading something deeper beneath my words. “What’s got you so rattled lately, Joss? Something going on in LA?”


Her question hit me like a punch to the gut, and all the walls I’d been holding up started to crumble. The truth was, I didn’t know where I belonged anymore.


“I left Philly,” I started as I sat on the marble step, my voice barely above a whisper. “I sold my home. I moved out west, thinking maybe I’d find something better, something that made sense. But I’ve been bouncing around Los Angeles for a few months now, trying to find my place, and it’s not working out. The City of Angels… do I even belong there? I don’t know what I’m doing. I’m certainly not writing. I should be writing.”


“Yes, you should.” She sat next to me. “What’s stopping you?”


Fear. The answer was fear, but all I said was, “I don’t know.”


“Yes, you do.” Her voice softened, and she reached out, her hand warm as it wrapped around mine. Her grip was firm, grounding me in the moment. She looked straight into my eyes, no trace of her usual sarcasm or teasing. “You’re spooked, Joss. What’s really going on? Tell me the truth.”


I hesitated, the weight of what I was about to say pressing down on me. “You remember that email you got about the latest baddy—Ethan Kane? The one you mentioned at Camilla’s?”


Fury’s eyes narrowed as she focused. “Yeah, I remember.”


“I think I know why Lucifer’s stalling his auction.”


“Oh, really? Why?”


“Because there’s more going on than just another skipped soul,” I murmured, my voice barely a whisper.


Her gaze sharpened, a flicker of concern crossing her face. “What do you mean? What’s going on?”


“Do you have your phone?”


Fury scoffed lightly, pulling her red iPhone from her jacket pocket. “Yeah, of course. I always have my phone. Why?”


“Open that email,” I said, my heart pounding in my chest. “Watch the video.”


Fury didn’t hesitate, her fingers moving swiftly over the screen as she located the email and opened the attached video. I watched as her expression shifted, the blue fire in her eyes flickering as she took in the scene unfolding before her—the scene of Gretchen and Lucifer, and the moment when Lucifer killed Ethan Kane.


I didn’t need to watch the video—I remembered every move, every word, every breath, because I was there. But I wanted to see it again, so I watched over her shoulder.


“Look at you,” Gretchen sneered, and the Cathedral did its thing.


“You-ou-ou…”


Not wanting to hear this scene echoed through the church, I blurted, “Oh, my God, turn it down!”


“Down-own-own…”


Fury fumbled with her phone as Gretchen continued, “The almighty Devil, reduced to this—trapped and helpless. Pathetic.”


“Pathetic-ic-ic…”


Finally, Fury lowered the volume to a level that didn’t set off the echo chamber. Her face remained impassive at first, but as the video continued, I saw her jaw tighten, the fire in her eyes growing more intense. She didn’t say a word as the video played, but I could sense the anger brewing inside her.


When the video ended, she looked up at me, her eyes blazing with a mixture of anger and something else—something deeper. “What the hell is this?” she asked, her voice low and dangerous. “You dreamt about this, didn’t you?”


“Yes,” I whispered.


“Why did Lucifer kill that guy?” she muttered to herself, then asked me, “And why didn’t you tell me about this sooner?”


I swallowed hard, knowing there was no easy answer. “I didn’t know how to tell you. I didn’t know what the dream meant or what to do at the time. But I couldn’t keep it from you anymore.”


“You always give me a heads-up, a little telepathic shout-out—‘hey, you’re prolly gonna get summoned,’” she said, her tone firm but not unkind. “Even with Lucifer killing the guy, that ghost is still gonna be a bounty.”


“Maybe...” I trailed off, uncertainty gnawing at me as I pulled away from her.


Blue flames flickered in her eyes, a mix of curiosity and concern. “What do you mean?”


I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. “There’s something about this one that feels different, Fury. I don’t know how to explain it, but it’s like... it’s like this isn’t just about another skipped soul. It feels bigger, more dangerous. I think Lucifer’s up to something.”


“Of course he is; that’s why he’s stalling.” Fury’s expression shifted, her gaze turning inward for a moment as she processed my words. Then, she looked back at me, her eyes hardening with determination. “If there’s more going on, then you need to tell me. No more secrets, Joss.”


“What secrets?” I denied everything, my voice tight as I tried to deflect.


Fury didn’t buy it for a second. “I know you’ve been blocking your thoughts lately. Even here in this echo nightmare, we coulda just used telepathy, but nope. We’re whispering instead. Why?”


“Because you said to whisper.”


“Bullshit, the Joss I know woulda just jumped into a quiet mind conversation. It’s second nature to you. But you didn’t. And that speaks volumes.”


“Fury—”


“It’s like you’ve put up a stone wall around your mind.” Her eyes bore into mine, searching for any crack in my defenses. “Why are you shutting me out?”


I felt a pang of guilt, knowing she was right. I had been closing myself off, trying to keep things hidden from her. But now, faced with her unwavering gaze, I knew I couldn’t keep it up any longer.


“It’s just… there are things I’m not ready to face,” I admitted, my voice faltering. “I’ve been trying to protect myself, but maybe I’m just making things worse.”


Fury’s expression softened slightly, though the intensity in her eyes remained. “You don’t have to protect yourself from me, Joss. Whatever it is, we’ll deal with it together. But I need you to be honest with me. What’s really going on?”


I took a deep breath, feeling the weight of her words. This was it—the moment where I had to decide whether to keep hiding or to finally let her in. And as much as it scared me, I knew I couldn’t do this alone anymore.


“I’m scared, Fury,” I confessed, the words slipping out before I could stop them. “I’m scared of what’s happening in LA, of what’s happening to me. I don’t know who I’m becoming, and I’m terrified that I’m losing myself. That’s why I’ve been blocking you out… because I don’t want you to see how messed up I am right now.”


Without hesitation, Fury reached out and took my hand again, her grip firm and steady. “You’re not losing yourself, Joss. You’re just going through Hell—literally and figuratively. But you’re still you, and you’re stronger than you realize.”


“Spare me the platitudes.” I rolled my eyes. “You sound like Patience right now.”


“Bite your tongue, woman!”


“Woman-man-man.”


“Fury,” I started, my voice low, the weight of my confession making it harder to breathe. “I don’t need a pep talk. What I need is... to confess.”


“Confess?” Fury sounded amused. “This isn’t exactly Vatican territory. You sure you’re in the right place?”


Without a word, I tugged at her arm, pulling her toward a small alcove tucked behind a stone pillar. There, like something straight out of a bad movie set, stood an old confessional booth. I wasn’t Catholic, but I’d seen enough films to know how this was supposed to go down. Besides, I couldn’t bring myself to say it while staring at her face.


“You serious right now?” Fury’s eyebrow shot up as she followed me inside. “A confessional? In Hell? Where’s the priest?” She grinned, stepping into the empty side of the booth. “Honestly, there are priests all over the place down here.”


I snorted despite myself. “And yet not a one in sight.”


I slipped into the opposite booth, the wooden divider separating us. Hiding behind the lattice somehow made it easier to get the words out. My pulse raced, heart thudding against my chest like a warning bell, but I couldn’t keep this secret any longer.


I clenched my hands in my lap, squeezing them tight. “I’ve been carrying this around, not long, but it’s too big, and I can’t keep it to myself anymore.” My voice trembled as I finally forced the words out. “I had a sex dream about Lucifer... and I liked it.”


“Yeah, I saw Death’s cam footage. No big whoop.”


“No, I mean after that. I was alone with Lucifer in a dream and he was… he was… giving me head.”


There was a moment of stunned silence from Fury’s side of the booth, then I heard her cackle—loud, unrestrained. “Well, that’s one helluva confession!” she said, still laughing. “Guess I better call in some favors. We might need an actual priest for this.”


“It’s not funny, Fury.”


“Gargle with a shot of holy water and all will be forgiven, child,” Fury joked. Through the lattice, I caught a glimpse of her mimicking a Catholic cross, her smirk just barely visible in the flickering light. Her fingers moved in a mock blessing, the glint in her eyes more mischievous than reverent.


“Fury, please, I need to talk about this.”


“Well, spit it out, Joss. At least there’s no echo in here.” Her tone had just the right amount of condescension to make my skin crawl.


“I thought you’d understand… I think… I might be… I don’t know. He gives me butterflies. No man’s ever done that before. And, you know, he’s literally Satan.”


“Oh, wow…” Fury’s concern quickly turned into something sharper. Through the narrow slats of the partition, I saw her eyes narrow as she leaned in closer, the flicker of intensity unmistakable. “Tell me everything,” she demanded, her voice dropping to a low, serious tone. “I want to know every single detail.”
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GOING FREUDIAN AND BACK AGAIN


I spilled everything to Fury—how Lucifer went down on me in my sleep, every vivid detail of the dream, and how it left me reeling. I explained the guilt that gnawed at me afterward, how I didn’t want to be caught in Satan’s web, didn’t want to feel anything for him. But then I saw him at the pool, standing there like the sun itself, impossibly real. It felt like he was stalking me—both in my dreams and in the waking world.


“Everywhere I look, he’s always there,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper again.


Through the confessional’s wooden lattice, I caught glimpses of Fury’s face. Her expression hardened, her eyes narrowing in thought, the light casting shadows across her features. “You know who else is always there?”


I frowned, confusion stirring in my gut. “No... who?”


“You,” Fury said, her voice edged with a bitterness I didn’t expect. “Your dreams always mean something, Joss. You know that.”


“I know,” I admitted, the weight of her words sinking in like lead.


A smirk tugged at the corner of her lips, visible just through the grid. “Maybe you want to be bad now,” she teased, her tone darkening. “I mean, no one’s naughtier than the Devil.”


I felt a shiver run down my spine at her words. “Maybe I do,” I replied, my voice barely a whisper. “But it scares the hell out of me. What if this isn’t just some twisted fantasy? What if I’m actually falling for him?”


Fury’s smile faded, her tone shifting from teasing to something more serious, almost haunted. “Look, Joss, I know what it’s like to be with him,” she admitted, her voice softer, tinged with a trace of old wounds. “Lucifer... he’s got this way of pulling you in, making you feel like you’re the only one who matters—at first. But it’s a dangerous game, and trust me, it comes with a price.”


She leaned in closer to the partition window, all traces of sarcasm gone. “You need to figure out what you really want, Joss. Because once you go down that dark path, there’s no turning back.”


I bolted out of the confessional, the wooden door creaking as it slammed behind me. My feet hit the cold stone floor of the cathedral, and before I knew it, I was pacing in the dim light, my thoughts swirling like a storm. Fury’s words still echoed in my mind, but I couldn’t accept that my dreams were as straightforward as she made them out to be.


“Maybe it’s not literal,” I muttered, more to myself than to Fury, who had just stepped out of the confessional. She stood nearby, watching me with an unreadable expression. “Maybe I’m not really… attracted to Lucifer. Maybe it’s something else.”


She raised an eyebrow but didn’t interrupt, letting me work through my thoughts out loud.


“Freud had this whole thing about dreams being symbolic, right?”


“Right-ight-ight-ight…”


Fury burst into laughter while applauding, “Watch out; she’s gone Freudian, folks!”


“Folks-olks-olks…”


“No, hear me out,” I whispered rushing over to her, so I could keep my voice down. “What if this sex dream was just my mind’s messed-up way of dealing with something deeper? Like, maybe there’s a inner struggle going on in my life, and that’s what this is really about.” I paused, trying to convince myself as much as Fury.


“Lucifer—” I kept theorizing. “He’s… he’s power, pure and simple. Maybe I’m drawn to power, not him specifically. Maybe I want that power for myself, to feel in control for once.”


Fury’s eyes narrowed slightly as she listened, but she stayed quiet, letting me continue.


“Yeah, that’s it,” I said, grasping at the idea like a lifeline. “It’s not about sex or attraction. It’s about power, about wanting to be strong, to stop feeling like I’m flailing around, reacting to chaos. Maybe these dreams are just my subconscious trying to work through these feelings of powerlessness.”


I searched her face for any sign that she bought into my theory.


Fury finally spoke, her voice calm and low but laced with that familiar edge. “You might be onto something, Joss. Or maybe you’re just trying to explain away something you’re not ready to face. Either way, you need to dig deep and figure out what’s really going on inside that head of yours. Because whatever this is, it’s not going to just go away.”


I sighed, running a hand through my bright-red hair. “Yeah… maybe. But for now, this is what I’m sticking with. It’s easier to believe it’s about power and control than to admit I might be falling for the Devil.”


“Whatever helps you sleep at night, Joss.” Her lips twitched into a faint, knowing smile as she leaned back against the confessional, the tension in her posture easing just a bit. “But that’s the thing, isn’t it? You’re stuck between two worlds—Hell and Hollywood. And from what I can see, neither one’s giving you what you really want.”


I frowned, the weight of her words sinking in. “You think I’m running away, don’t you? That all this Lucifer drama—it’s just me avoiding the real question: Where do I want to end up?”


Fury nodded slightly. “It’s not just about him, Joss. You’ve been bouncing around, trying to find your place in the world—a new home. But are you sure you’re where you even want to be? Making movies, chasing that Hollywood dream… is that really you?”


I stared at the marble floor, my thoughts swirling. “I used to think it was. But now? I don’t know. I always dreamed of watching our story on the silver screen. That’s why I came to California and hung around this long, but Hollywood isn’t the movie Mecca it used to be. Streaming, indie projects... it’s all changed. Maybe I’m just chasing a ghost, something that doesn’t exist anymore.”


Fury’s gaze softened, and she reached out, resting a hand on my shoulder. “You need to be honest with yourself, Joss. Is LA really where you belong? Is Hell? Maybe it’s some place you haven’t been yet. It’s time to figure out what you actually want, before you lose yourself trying to fit into a place that doesn’t fit you.”


At least Hell is real. Everything in Hollywood is so shallow and fake—


“Gretchen’s real too,” Fury interrupted, cutting through my thoughts like a knife.


I sighed, the sound heavy with longing that betrayed my true feelings. “Yeah, she is.”


“She could be the key to all this.”


“And that ghost, Kane… he’s her ex-husband—”


“Aha, the plot thickens!” Fury exclaimed, a wicked grin spreading across her face.


“Thickens-ens-ens…”


I whispered, “I was there when Lucifer killed him and got the feeling that wan’t the first time they’d crossed paths. Gretchen, Kane, Lucifer, there’s a story there.”


“Welp, looks like we’ll just have to track down Big Baddy Kane before the Monday auction then.”


“What about Camilla?” I asked, concern creeping into my voice.


“That shriveled old hag can wait,” Fury said dismissively. “I came here looking for direction on what to do next, and then you showed up with the answer.”


“Fury?”


“Yes, Joss.”


“I have another confession.”


“Jesus, once you open the floodgates, it just keeps coming.”


“I want Gretchen too.”


Fury’s eyebrows shot up. “You want her want her?”


“I do.”


“Wow, and after that amazing verbal Freudian gymnastics routine explaining away your Lucifer lust.”


“I think I want both of them—Lucifer and Gretchen, at the same time. I can’t stop thinking about it.”


Fury snarked, though there was a hint of something else in her eyes—maybe jealousy. “Yeah, well, why choose, right?”


“Right-ight-ight…”


Her smile was tight, and she quickly looked away, trying to hide whatever she was feeling.


“I still… I still love you,” I softly said.


She patted me on the head, her touch surprisingly gentle. “Sure, okay, Joss,” she whispered, her tone light but with an undercurrent of something unspoken. “But you don’t have to feel obligated to include me in your sexual fantasies.”


I swallowed hard, the weight of everything pressing down on me. Wanting them all at once—Fury, Lucifer, and Gretchen—wasn’t just a passing thought; it was something deeper, a need I couldn’t shake. But the real question, the one that chilled me to the bone, rose in my mind: What if I’m losing myself? What if I can’t control these dark desires? And if I somehow get what I want… what will I become?
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THE SEX QUEST NEGOTIATIONS


The Cathedral of Echoes was as disturbing as it sounds. Shadows crawling up the walls, weird noises bouncing around like they’re laughing behind your back, and that constant feeling like someone’s watching you. I wasn’t sure why I picked that place to drop the bomb on Fury, but here we were, sitting on cold-ass altar steps in the middle of Hell’s creepiest church.


Fury wasn’t even paying attention. She stood a few feet away, her brow furrowed in concentration as she tried to conjure a ball of blue flame in her hand. But instead of the usual flicker and swirl, all she got were a few pathetic sparks. Her lips tightened in frustration, but she kept trying, over and over, like sheer willpower would be enough to make it work.


“Fucking iron,” she muttered.


Typical Fury—always needing to be in control, always pretending like nothing could touch her. But this? This was different. The iron of this place were messing with her, and she hated it. I could see the tension in her shoulders, the way her jaw clenched every time the sparks fizzled out. She’d never admit it, but being powerless here? It was getting to her.


I pulled in a deep breath and bit the bullet. “There’s something we need to talk about.”


“About-out-out...”


Her head didn’t even turn. “Oh, there’s more? Spit it out.”


“Out-out-out…”


I glanced around, half-hoping the walls would swallow me whole so I wouldn’t have to say it. But nope, still sitting there in this godforsaken cathedral, trapped by my own damn emotions. I could feel the weight of it pressing down on me, this weird pull that I couldn’t shake. Something dark, something intimate. And I had no freaking clue what to do about it.


“I’m… being pulled… into something,” I finally said, my voice sounding way shakier than I wanted it to. “It’s, uh, like a sexual journey.”


“Journey-ney-ney…”


That got her attention. Fury blinked, then slowly turned to look at me, her expression unreadable. “A what?”


“What-what-what?”


God, this was a mistake. I should’ve just kept my mouth shut, I thought, and lowered my voice to avoid the echo, “It’s some kind of, I don’t know, spiritual growth thing. Sexual. And I don’t think I can avoid it.”


For a second, she just stared at me. Then, she let out this derisive little laugh. “So, what—you’re expecting me to chaperone your sexcapades now? This is Hell, Joss, not a weekend retreat for kinky soul-searchers.”


“Chers-ers-ers…”


My temper flared. “It’s not like that!” My voice echoed like I’d just announced my sexual wish list to all of Hell. Great. I rubbed my temples, trying to rein in the frustration bubbling up. “I don’t even fully understand it myself, okay? All I know is I can’t do this alone.”


Fury clenched her fist, finally giving up after the last pitiful spark fizzled out. There was no flame, just a flash of irritation in her eyes. “Joss, you’re always diving into weird shit, hoping to find a story. This is just another attempt to fight off the boredom—”


“Dom-dom-dom…”


Before she could finish, a voice boomed from above, completely breaking the mood.


“Wow, these acoustics are amazing!”


“Zing-zing-zing…”


Both of us jerked our heads up to see Camio perched on a balcony, grinning like a moron. He waved, completely aware of the serious conversation he’d just crashed.


Fury groaned. “What the hell are you doing up there?”


“There-ere-ere…”


Camio shrugged, held up one finger, and mouthed, one sec. Then, instead of jumping, he turned and jogged to the back of the balcony, his footsteps echoing through the cathedral as he clomped down the stone steps. We could hear every single step—clomp, clomp, clomp—the sound bouncing off the walls until, finally, he came running out from a side entrance, completely out of breath.


“Exploring!” he wheezed, doubling over for a second. He continued in a whisper, “You know, getting the vibe of the place. Didn’t realize I was gonna stumble into a front-row seat to this little lusty confession. A sexual journey, huh? Hell’s never dull, that’s for sure.”


“Sure-ure-ure.”


I wanted to disappear.


Fury shot him a death glare. “Shut up, Camio.”


“Mio-oh-o…”


He threw up his hands in mock surrender, but honestly, I wasn’t really paying attention to him anymore. My mind was spinning. The whole thing was ridiculous—I knew that. A sexual journey? Come on, it sounded like some cosmic joke. But once the idea had wormed its way into my head, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. It was like an itch I couldn’t scratch. And yeah, maybe there was more to it. Maybe something bigger was going on, something I wasn’t equipped to handle on my own. But the truth?


The truth was that I was curious. I mean, who wouldn’t be? I was single, bored, and this was… well, something new and forbidden. Weird, sure, but also something that had its hooks in me now. The more I thought about it, the more I wanted to see where it went. Was it really that crazy to wonder if there was more to this than just some sexy adventure? Maybe I wanted to know what this journey would show me—about myself. And, hell, I wasn’t exactly getting any action lately, so… why the fuck not?


“I don’t want to do this,” I muttered, more to myself than to them. “But I don’t have a choice.”


That was a fucking lie and I knew it.


Camio plopped himself down in the first pew, just a few feet away from where I was sitting on the steps leading up to the altar. He looked way too casual for the situation, leaning back like we were all just hanging out at a coffee shop as he whispered, “Well, it’s definitely gonna be entertaining. That’s for sure.”


Fury shot him a glare sharp enough to cut glass. “Who said you could watch?”


“Watch-atch-atch…”


He chuckled, the sound bouncing off the cathedral walls and echoing all around us, as if the whole place was in on the joke. “Ah, so the negotiations have begun,” he said, grinning as he mocked his own echo, “Un, un, un.”


Fury, now sitting beside me on the steps, ignored Camio completely. She leaned in close, her breath hot against my ear, sending a shiver of desire down my spine that I tried—and failed—to ignore. “What exactly are we talking about here?” she whispered, her voice low and intense.


I swallowed hard, feeling that familiar weight settle in my chest, but now it was mixed with something else. Her breath, her closeness—it lit up something in me I hadn’t expected. My pulse quickened, heat pooling low in my gut. God, why did she always have this effect on me?


“I don’t know,” I admitted, a little breathless. “But it’s pulling me in, Fury. And I… I need you.”


There was a long, painful silence. Fury’s eyes flickered with that blue flame she always had when she was pissed or uncomfortable. She didn’t do feelings. Hell, she barely did conversations unless they involved threatening to light someone on fire. This wasn’t her thing. I could see her struggling with it, trying to figure out if she could just say no and walk away.


Camio, ever the peanut gallery, piped up again. “Come on, Fury. You’re not gonna let Joss go on this erotic journey alone, are you? She’s your girl.”


“Girl-irl-irl…”


Fury shot him a look that could’ve melted steel. “Stay out of it, Camio.”


“Mio-oh-o…”


But I wasn’t about to let this go. I needed her. “Fury, I can’t do this alone,” I said again, my voice low and almost breaking. “Please.”


She flinched. Just a little, but enough that I saw it. For Fury, that was a big reaction. Her fists clenched, and I knew she was fighting against every instinct she had to tell me to handle it myself. I held my breath.


Finally, she let out a heavy sigh and snapped her fingers, hoping for flames. Nothing. Not even a spark. Her jaw tightened, and she clenched her fist in pure frustration, fed up with the place sapping her power. “Alright. Fine. You’re not doing this without me. Lucifer’s too dangerous, somebody’s gotta watch your back… I’m with you.”


Relief washed over me so fast I almost teared up. “Thank you.”


“We just gotta wrap this up before the auction on Monday,” she whispered. “Hell, if I do my job right and catch Kane, there won’t even be an auction.”


Camio clapped his hands together, grinning like an idiot. “Oh man, this is gonna be good. Are we packing anything fun for this journey? Like, what’s the dress code for a sex quest?”


“Quest-est-est…”


Leather. Definitely leather. The thought hit me, and then I caught a whiff of Fury’s worn-in motorcycle jacket—the rich, musky scent of it. My knees went weak, and I nearly creamed myself right then and there.


Meanwhile, Fury shot him a glare so intense it might’ve actually singed his shirt. “I swear, Camio, if you don’t shut up…”


“Up-up-up…”


He laughed, but at least his commentary stopped. I tried to pull myself together, focusing on what Fury had just agreed to. She was with me. We could do this, together. That thought alone gave me strength, even if the idea of what this journey entailed still scared the hell out of me.


Fury, being Fury, immediately shifted into protector mode. “Look, if we’re doing this, we’re doing it my way. I don’t care if it’s the dream world or some freaky sex club—we’re not taking chances.”


I nodded, still trying to steady my breathing. “Agreed.”


Before we could get any further into the conversation, the cathedral’s shadows seemed to shift. The angel mirror, dark and slick like obsidian, rippled as though it were made of liquid. My stomach flipped at the sight, but it wasn’t completely unexpected. I had seen this trick before.


The surface shimmered and then, with an obnoxious little pop, Aladiah—our favorite little cherub—stepped through the black mirror like it was nothing. He floated down with a smug look on his face, his wings flapping lightly.


“Well, well, well,” he said, his tiny voice still refusing to echo in the vast space. Clearly enjoying himself, he repeated it, louder this time, as he held up a copy of Fury’s binding I.O.U. contract. “Looks like you’ll be needing some angelic assistance after all, but it’ll cost you.”


Fury crossed her arms, her jaw tight. “Of course it will.”


“Will-ill-ill...”


The cherub’s pudgy bearded face lit up with faux concern as he examined the contract, holding it between two stubby fingers. “I read the fine print, by the way. This is airtight. She’s got you over a barrel. The only way out of this mess?”


He paused for dramatic effect, his wings fluttering as if in thought. Then, with an innocent smile, he concluded, “Kill the witch.”


I blinked. “What?”


“What-ut-ut?”


Aladiah shrugged, as if the idea was the most logical thing in the world. “Yup. One clean stroke. Witch goes down, contract dissolves, and poof—you’re free. But, y’know, it’s just a suggestion.” He grinned wider. “Take it or leave it.”


Before I could process the absurdity of what he’d just said, Fury let out an exasperated sigh. “This place is ridiculous,” she muttered, rubbing the bridge of her nose. “Can we talk somewhere else?”


“Else-else-else…” came the mocking echo from the cathedral’s vast, hollow space.


“Where?” Aladiah asked, his wings fluttering with amusement.


“I don’t care, anywhere but here,” she grumbled, lowering her voice to avoid another echo. “This place has been draining me since I walked in.”


Aladiah, of course, couldn’t resist. He cupped a hand to his ear, leaning in dramatically. “What? I can’t hear you!”


Fury’s patience snapped, and he shouted at the top of her lungs, “I don’t care!”


The words barely left her mouth when a loud crack echoed through the cathedral, and the stained glass window depicting the scapegoat shattered into a million pieces. Shards of glass rained down, in a brilliant, chaotic display.


For a moment, we all stood frozen, staring at the shimmering mess. Then Aladiah’s face twisted into a stern expression, his wings stiffening as he pointed an accusing finger at Fury. “You’re paying for that, young lady.”


My hero blinked at the cherub, then deadpanned, “Great. Just what I need. Fine. I’ll pay. Can we just go?”


And then we all disappeared.









14




FURY ON CLOUD NINE


The second we blinked back into existence, I had to stop and catch my breath. The annoying repetition and oppressive shadows of the Cathedral of Echoes were gone, replaced by a place so surreal, I could only think one thing: Heaven?


It had to be Heaven.


Clouds, soft and impossibly thick, billowed beneath my feet, giving a gentle spring with every step. Above me, they twisted into arches and swirling shapes, as if the entire sky was alive, constantly shifting and shimmering. Sparkling fountains of glittery light danced and bubbled nearby, casting the softest hues of gold and silver across everything. The air itself seemed to glow with a warmth that wasn’t just light—it was like it radiated peace. Serenity. And something else I couldn’t quite place.


“Whoa,” I muttered, turning in a slow circle. “Am I dreaming? I mean, I know I’m dreaming, but are we… in... Heaven?”


Aladiah hovered in midair, wings fluttering lightly as he tilted his head with a smug grin behind his thick beard. “Cloud Nine,” he said, gesturing grandly around us. “My personal paradise. No echoes, no tricks, no weirdness here. Promise.”


I didn’t know if I could trust that promise, but I couldn’t help being taken in by the scene. Cherubs—actual cherubs—were fluttering around, all soft, baby-faced, and dressed in their little heavenly diapers, frolicking in the air. Some flew in lazy circles, while others shot arrows tipped with tiny red hearts. A few splashed and laughed in the shimmering fountains, their small white feathery wings beating with delicate grace. All around, their soft giggles filled the air.


I glanced at Fury, half expecting her to roll her eyes, but even she looked a little caught off guard, her lips pressed tight like she didn’t want to admit the place had an effect on her.


Everywhere I looked, the place glowed—soft, ethereal, like something from a blissful dream. The scent of fresh blossoms and honey wafted around us, and for a second, I almost believed.


“Yeah,” I whispered to myself. “This might actually be Heaven.”


Before I could get too lost in the scene, Camio scoffed, hands on his hips as he eyed the cherubs fluttering around. “Really? Diapered cherubs with heart arrows? This is way too tropey for me.“ He raised an eyebrow, smirking. “What’s next, harps?”


As if on cue, the soft strumming of harps filled the air, playing an otherworldly tune that seemed to mock the demon.


Camio threw his head back and laughed, gesturing to the cherubs frolicking in the clouds above. “Heh-heh, guys, real funny. Harps, ha ha, you sure got me.”


Fury crossed her arms and shot a glance at Aladiah, her expression flat. “Okay, nice show and all, but let’s talk about my I.O.U. What did you find in the fine print?”


Aladiah, still fluttering around leisurely, grinned and held up his copy of the contract again. “The terms are pretty straightforward. You either grant the wish or...”


“Or what?” I asked, feeling a knot tighten in my stomach.


“Or forfeit. Which, as you can probably guess, is... not ideal,” Aladiah said, almost casually as he explained further. “You have to pay Camilla one wish, or the contract terms of collection come into effect. If you fail to fulfill your obligation, well, you lose more than just your essence deposit—your soul and all your power will belong to the contract holder.”


“She’d own me?“ Fury asked. “Like a slave?”


“Worse, more like she’d absorb you.”


“Eww,” I said.


“Here’s a radical thought,” the angel suggested. “Why don’t you just grant her wish?”


Fury’s eyes narrowed. “Because she wants me to make her Lucifer’s queen.”


The cherub shrugged, unconcerned. “It’s just the wish of a lonely old lady. It could be granted.”


Fury stiffened. “But that could mean the end of everything!”


Aladiah waved his chubby little hand dismissively. “Meh, who cares? Who cares who Lucifer’s married to? God doesn’t care what’s happening in the Devil’s bedroom, and neither do I. We’ve got bigger things to worry about up here.”


Fury scowled, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Oh yeah? Like what? Floating around, playing grab-ass?”


Before Aladiah could respond, Camio suddenly perked up. “Wait, wait, I have an I.O.U. too. To Camilla.”


The angel blinked, then rolled his eyes. “Well, I didn’t review your contract, but I’m guessing it’s the same—except you’re just a demon fool. You don’t grant wishes, do you?”


He shook his head. “Well, no.”


“So, what did you offer her in exchange?”


Camio puffed out his chest, grinning like an idiot. “My eternal service—”


Fury punched him hard in the arm before he could finish. “You stupid idiot! You sold yourself into slavery just to have a hot body?”


“Sure as fuck did, sweet cheeks,” he replied, unapologetically.


She growled in frustration.


“Wait…” He tugged at her arm. “Are you saying you think I’m hot?”


Fury threw her hands up, and blue flames flickered from her fingertips. At least her powers were back. “Great. Now we’ve got to deal with this too? What the hell are we supposed to do?”


Aladiah chuckled, completely unfazed by the bickering. “I told you before, just kill the witch, and it’s over. End of story.”


Fury spun around to face him, her eyes narrowing. “Kill her? She’s already dead, genius. She’s in Hell. What exactly are we supposed to do? Have you noticed? Hell is where bad people go after they die.”


The lackadaisical cherub shrugged, floating in the air as if they were discussing a minor inconvenience. “Details, details. Dead or not, Camilla has an essence, doesn’t she? The same way you do. Get rid of that, and poof—problem solved.”


Fury folded her arms, clearly not buying it. “I know how to capture someone’s spirit, but how exactly would I kill a soul?”


His grin widened, clearly enjoying himself. “Ah, now you’re asking the right questions. You don’t just kill her vessel; you have to destroy her essence. Everything that she is must die. That’s the tricky part. But don’t worry, it’s not impossible... Just complicated.”


Camio, rubbing his arm where Fury had punched him, perked up. “Complicated? How complicated are we talking here?”


Aladiah smirked. “Let’s just say it involves a little more firepower than your average ghost-hunting gig.”


Fury’s blue flames flared. “I’ve got firepower.”


“Not that kind,” the cherub said, wagging his stubby finger. “You’re going to need something a little... special.”


Fury’s patience was wearing thin. “Fine, where do we get it?”


His eyes sparkled mischievously. “Oh, it’s closer than you think. But of course, it’ll come at a price.”


Fury groaned. “There’s always a price.”


I stepped forward, cutting through the back-and-forth before it spiraled completely off track. “The clock is ticking… Lucifer, Gretchen, Kane… we’ve got all of that to deal with before Monday’s auction.” My gaze flicked to Fury, and I felt a surge of impatience. “We don’t have time for this soul-killing crap.”


Camio grinned, leaning in with that trademark smirk. “Oh, right, the sex quest. Hubba hubba.”


Aladiah’s eyebrows shot up, his voice cutting in sharply. “Excuse me, the what now?”


Camio, never one to miss an opportunity, gestured toward me with a flourish. “Oh, this one over here—the rad redhead—she’s on an erotic mission, a sex quest if you will. Fulfilling her ultimate devilish fantasies, making all her dark dreams come true. And guess what? We’re along for the ride!”


Before he could finish, I elbowed him hard in the ribs. “Shut up! The angel doesn’t need to know that,” I hissed through clenched teeth.


“I could join you,” Aladiah offered, glancing over his shoulder with a smug grin. He gave a little wiggle of his tiny wing and added, “I make a great wingman.”


Fury seemed lost in thought, her eyes narrowing as she half-listened to the conversation. I could tell she was focused, but her mind was somewhere else, turning over some idea. Then, she raised a hand. “Wait a minute, guys. Hold up.”


We all paused, turning toward her.


“Camilla gave me two days,” Fury said slowly, her eyes darting between us. “The auction’s in two days. What if we’re looking at this all wrong? What if these aren’t conflicting agendas? What if we could… use Lucifer to set a trap for Camilla?”


“Oh, she’d walk right into it,” I said, feeling a spark of hope. “She definitely wants him.”


“Like killing two birds with one stone,” Camio added, nodding enthusiastically.


As the conversation continued, Aladiah, hovering nearby with a thoughtful expression, casually reached into a nearby cloud like he was grabbing his morning coffee. From the swirling mist, he pulled something that made us all pause—his celestial weapon. A sleek, metallic mini crossbow gleamed in his hands, sharp and deadly. He slung a quiver over his shoulder, the bolts inside glistening with a faint, sickly green sheen. As he loaded one into the crossbow, a drop of something viscous dripped from the arrowhead, sizzling when it hit the cloud beneath him.


Poison.


Fury’s eyes locked onto the crossbow, and she raised an eyebrow. “That’s it? That’s the soul-killing weapon?” Her voice dripped with skepticism, but the flicker of hope in her eyes betrayed that she was at least half-serious.


Aladiah grinned, casually inspecting the the crossbow as if showing it off. “Oh, this?” He smirked, shouldering the weapon with an air of confidence. “The Heartpiercer. Not your average bow and love-arrow. This baby’s taken down demons twice your size. Let’s just say, it’s awesome.”


Camio snorted. “Looks like Cupid’s been hitting the gym.”


“I’m not Cupid,” the dwarfish angel said, puffing out his chest and stroking his beard with a smug grin. “If anything, I’m the antithesis of Cupid.”


Camio’s eyes lit up as if struck by a brilliant revelation. “The Anti-Cupid?”


Fury folded her arms, unimpressed by the clever banter. “So, is this the weapon we need or not?”


Aladiah smirked, locking a bolt into place. “Maybe it is, maybe it isn’t. I guess you’ll just have to wait and see.” He shouldered the crossbow with a cocky grin. “But I wouldn’t bet against it.”


My expression hardened. “We don’t have time for games. Let’s move.”


Fury’s eyes blazed with determination. “You heard the woman, the meter’s running.” She snapped her fingers, pointing at Aladiah. “You’re coming with us, Anti-Cupid.”
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CAR ALARMS AND CRYSTAL BALLS


The blaring car alarm hit me like a punch to the gut, jolting me out of the dream so fast I nearly jumped out of my skin. One second, I was in Heaven—well, Cloud Nine—and the next, I was back in my crappy motel bed at the Extend-A-Stay in West Hollywood.


The noise was right outside my window, shrill and insistent, the flashing headlights throwing harsh streaks of light across the room. I groaned, pushing myself up and rubbing my eyes. My first thought was that it had to be my car—because of course it would be. I stumbled over to the window, peeking through the blinds just to make sure.


It wasn’t mine. Some beat-up old beater sat there instead, rusty patches all over, with one of those sad donut tires in place of a real one. Why a car like that would bother to have an alarm, I didn’t know. Perfect. I could already feel my patience wearing thin.


As if things weren’t bad enough, Rio got all riled up by the racket and started mimicking the car alarm, almost perfectly. Now I had stereo alarms bouncing off the walls—one from the parking lot and one from my bird inside.


“Seriously?” I muttered, dragging my hands down my face.


My headache bloomed, and my annoyance skyrocketed. I grabbed my phone from the nightstand and checked the time—2:22 A.M. I groaned. It wasn’t even morning yet, and I was already ready to lose it.


I dug through my nightstand for some earplugs, crammed them into my ears, and shoved a pillow over my head, squeezing tight, desperate to drown out the noise. But it didn’t help. The alarm was just too close, too loud. And the flashing lights—those damn headlights—kept cutting through the dark, relentless.


I threw my pillow at the window, got up, and stomped into the kitchen. I wanted to pace, but the place was too damn small for that. Every step felt like I was turning in circles. I certainly wasn’t going to go outside at this time of night, not in West Hollywood. So… what was I supposed to do? I couldn’t even settle Rio down—he was still squawking out that awful alarm in perfect sync with the one outside.


A friendly voice broke through the chaos, but it wasn’t in my mind. It came from my altar. Precious, her soft tone resonating from inside her crystal ball.


“Turn on some music for the bird,” she suggested.


So, I did. I grabbed my phone and synced it up with the small portable speaker I kept on the counter—not exactly a boombox, but it did the job. After a quick scroll through my playlists, I picked something that felt right for the moment: “Wicked Game” by Chris Isaak. The slow, sultry guitar strummed through the room, wrapping around the chaos with its dark, hypnotic pull.


Rio immediately stopped mimicking the alarm and tilted his head, captivated by the shift in sound. The harsh noise outside was still going, but the music softened the edges of my frustration. At least for now.


By the time the song reached the chorus, the car alarm chirped twice and finally went silent. Of course, Rio mimicked that sound too, perfectly. And just as I let out a sigh of relief, Chris Isaak’s voice crooned through the speaker: “No, I don’t want to fall in love.”


And that’s when Rio latched onto it. “I-yaiiiii don’t wanna fall in love,” he repeated, over and over and over, each time dragging out the word “I” like his life depended on it.


I groaned. “Great. Thanks, Rio.”


Then the neighbor started pounding his fist on the wall, screaming, “Keep it down in there!” As if anything happening in my place was as bad as that damned car alarm. It was probably his fucking car that woke us up in the first place.


I flicked off the music and stretched out my hand to Rio. He climbed up, his tiny claws tickling as he made his way to my shoulder. I stroked the soft patch of baby-blue feathers on his head, more to soothe myself than him. My breath caught in my chest as I exhaled a long, deep sigh. I lit the red candle with a shaky hand, watching the flame come to life, then settled cross-legged in front of the makeshift altar on the coffee table. The candle’s flicker played over the Buddha statue, casting shadows that seemed to breathe. Rio perched quietly on my shoulder, his warmth grounding me as I stared into the soft, glowing silence.


Closing my eyes, I began chanting softly under my breath, “Om Mani Padme Hum,” over and over.


The words flowed like a gentle river, soothing the tension in my chest. I repeated it quietly, focusing on the sound, the rhythm, the meaning—letting it wash over me, calming my mind and body. Rio, clearly picking up on the shift, let out a soft, content trill—a low, happy sound like birds make when they’re calm. It wasn’t the high-pitched mimicry of earlier. This was different. Gentle. Almost like a bird’s version of a purr. I continued my mantra, letting the sound of his quiet trills blend with the peace settling over us both.


I sat there in silence for awhile, the calm washing over me as Rio’s soft trills continued. The tension in my body slowly unwound, and for a few moments, everything felt still. Peaceful.


When I got up to put the now-sleeping Rio back in his cage, a voice floated out from the crystal ball, soft but probing. “What’s bothering you?”


I hesitated. I still felt raw and vulnerable from confessing my lustful sins to Fury, and I really didn’t want to rehash it all again. Besides, my feelings about Precious were… complicated. I adored her, sure. She had a special place in my heart—after all, I’d packed her up and dragged her across the country with me. But she once whacked me over the head with a cast-iron skillet. You’d have to go back and read Envy, for all the dirty details. Because to this day, I still couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that I shouldn’t trust her completely. There was always something just beneath the surface with Precious, something she wasn’t saying.


So I covered Rio’s cage and sidestepped the real issue. “I fell asleep at the beach and had a nightmare about a guy named Ethan Kane,” I said, avoiding eye contact with the clear grapefruit-sized crystal ball she now called home. “And I can’t seem to stop thinking about him and his ex—”


Precious cut in, her voice suddenly sharp. “Gretchen?”


“You know her?”


Precious’s voice took on a knowing edge. “Oh, I know her. You never forget the person who pops your BSDM cherry, heh-heh. She lived in Vegas for awhile, trying to ditch that freak Kane. Vegas is the perfect place to hide in plain sight, if you know what I mean.”


“I do,” I said, trying to keep my tone casual. “With all the chaos in that city, I imagine it’s pretty easy to disappear.” I paused, then added, a bit too quickly, “Tell me about Gretchen.”


Precious’s voice took on a nostalgic tone. “Oh, we go way back. We met at the Hard Rack Cafe, back in the day. We were both go-go dancers, perched on pedestals next to the gaming tables, dressed in nothing but a fancy bra and panties. Our job? To shake our asses to the beat of rock and roll, keeping the energy alive on the casino floor.”


“Ah, Vegas,” I sighed, a wave of nostalgia washing over me.


“Anyway, the Hard Rock used to host an event called the Fetish & Fantasy Halloween Ball. It wasn’t a real fetish ball, more of a touristy costume party thing, but it was the perfect chance for us role-play and rake in big tips. That’s where I met Gretchen. That’s how it all started.”


“Tell me more!” I said, the excitement slipping into my voice before I could stop it.


Precious chuckled softly, clearly pleased by my interest. “Well,” she said, her tone teasing, “why don’t you get comfy on the sofa, lay back, and relax. I’ll tell you the whole story.”
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THE PROBLEM WITH FETISH BALLS


I wanted nothing more than to crawl back into bed, but sleep was out of reach—my mind racing too fast, spinning with thoughts I couldn’t quiet. Maybe listening to this story would do the trick, help calm the chaos in my head. So, I lay back, took a deep breath, and let myself sink into the tale.


“This was way back before I became a stripper, just so you know. I was innocent once too.”


I laughed out loud at that one.


And then Precious began, her voice slipping away as the scene came into focus. Suddenly, it wasn’t just a story anymore—I could almost feel the warm desert air, hear the distant hum of Vegas nightlife, and see the neon lights flashing in the distance. Halloween night at the Hard Rack Cafe back in 2014. The streets were alive with energy, people in costumes spilling out of clubs, the laughter of lots of naughty devils and sexy bunnies cutting through the chaos.


Precious stood there in her pink satin bra and panties trimmed with black silk fringe—her red hair teased high, eyes wide with the rush of the night. She wasn’t ready to stop dancing; the thrill of the shift still buzzed in her veins. But as a new dancer, she knew the experienced girls always claimed the night crowd, where the real money was made. Reluctantly, she climbed down from her pedestal, earlier than she wanted.


As she stepped away, Gretchen, with her confident strut and smirk, grabbed her arm. “Come on, newbie,” she said, pulling Precious along. “Let me show you how to really work a night like this.”


They clocked out together, pushing through the backstage doors into the locker room. The loud thrum of the casino faded as the dull fluorescent lights buzzed overhead. Precious watched as Gretchen casually stripped off her own pink satin go-go gear. Her body was flawless, and Precious found herself standing awkwardly in front of the beautiful, naked woman.


Gretchen tossed her bra and panties into a corner locker and pulled out a different outfit entirely—an all-black, super-shiny latex getup. She held it up with a grin, the material gleaming under the harsh lights. “Time for the real fun.”


But getting into that thing was no easy task. “Grab the baby powder,” Gretchen said, tossing a small bottle toward Precious. With an almost mechanical routine, they dusted the latex inside and out. Then came the stretching and pulling, Gretchen wiggling and contorting as Precious tugged and adjusted the tight rubber. It took time—longer than Precious would’ve guessed—and by the end, both of them were half-laughing, half-sweating as Gretchen made the final adjustments to skintight outfit.


Gretchen grabbed a towel and a spray bottle from her locker, handing them both to Precious with a sly grin. “Alright, newbie,” she said, raising her hands high in the air, the latex squeaking slightly as she stretched. “Spray me down.”


Precious blinked, holding the bottle awkwardly, but Gretchen just nodded with a look that said, this is what you do. So, Precious gave the latex a light mist, the milky spray beading on the slick surface.


“More,” Gretchen said, her voice full of amusement.


Precious added more until Gretchen was properly coated. “Okay, now wipe me down,” Gretchen said, tossing her head back like she was enjoying it. Precious took the towel and carefully wiped off the excess powder, buffing the latex to a high gloss.


By the time she was done, Gretchen’s outfit shone like glass, hugging her curves perfectly. She turned to admire her reflection in the full-length mirror.


“See? Now I’m dressed for the Fetish Ball,” Gretchen said, eyes glinting with pride. “Takes a little extra work to get that attention, but trust me—it’s worth it.”


Precious stood back, still catching her breath from the effort. “You weren’t getting enough attention in that?” she said, nodding at the discarded go-go uniform.


Gretchen winked. “Honey, this is Vegas. Everyone always want more.”


Precious stepped back, impressed despite herself. “You’re... definitely going to turn some heads.”


“That’s the plan,” Gretchen said with a wink. She reached back into her locker and pulled out a bright pink wig, shaking it out before carefully placing it on her head. The neon hair was a stark contrast against the shiny black latex, but somehow it all worked. Perfectly.


She turned to the mirror and began touching up her makeup, expertly applying fresh eyeliner and lipstick. Precious watched in awe as Gretchen transformed, her confidence only growing with each swipe of mascara.


It was one of those moments. The kind where you look at someone and see them for what they really are—unapologetically themselves. Gretchen knew who she was, and she wasn’t pretending to be anything less than a queen. With her lips a perfect shade of crimson and her pink wig perfectly set, she looked at herself, proud of the image she’d created.


“There,” Gretchen said, admiring her reflection as she gave herself a playful slap on the ass. A sharp crack echoed through the locker room, followed by a satisfied grin. “Now that’s how you get attention.”


Precious, still holding the damp towel, caught her own reflection in the mirror. She felt small next to Gretchen’s boldness, her own hair and pink satin outfit suddenly feeling too... plain. She shifted on her heels, unsure of how she fit into all of this.


Gretchen caught her gaze in the mirror and smirked. “Don’t worry, newbie. You’ll get there.”


Precious glanced over, her eyes drifting toward the open locker. She leaned in, peeking at the assortment of clothes and accessories inside. “Do you have anything else in there?” she asked, a hopeful tone creeping into her voice. “Something I could wear?”


Gretchen smirked, giving Precious a once-over. “Oh, absolutely! You can’t wear that dingy old uniform to the Fetish Ball.” She reached into her locker and pulled out a leather halter top, holding it up with a grin. “Try this.”


From the bottom of the locker, Gretchen grabbed a punk rock-style miniskirt, purple and pink plaid, and tossed it onto the bench. “And this.” She added a leather halter top. “It’ll fit you perfectly.”


Precious quickly got undressed and slipped into the purple and pink plaid skirt. She stood there, still topless, as she reached for the leather halter top on the bench. But before she could grab it, Gretchen snatched a roll of black electrical tape from her locker.


Without giving Precious a chance to protest, Gretchen tore off four pieces and leaned in, pressing bold X’s over her nipples.


Precious frowned, glancing down. “Uh… what’s that for? I’m not going topless.”


Gretchen shrugged, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Eh, just in case. You never know how the night will go.”


Precious stared at the X’s for a moment, then sighed, deciding it wasn’t worth the argument.


As Precious slipped into the leather halter top, Gretchen’s eyes lit up with sudden inspiration. “Ooh, I have just the thing.” She turned back to her locker, rummaging through it before pulling out a thick, black leather bondage collar. The collar had a large, metal O-ring in the front, perfect for attaching a leash, which Gretchen promptly did, holding up the silver chain with a smirk.


With a mischievous grin, Gretchen stepped behind Precious and buckled the collar around her neck, giving it a playful tug. “There,” she said, adjusting the leash in her hand. “Now you just follow me like a good girl, and everything will be fine.”


Precious swallowed, her heart racing. She wasn’t sure whether to feel excited or terrified. Maybe a bit of both.


Gretchen strutted out of the locker room, her latex outfit shining under the fluorescent lights, with Precious following closely behind on the leash. They made their way to The Joint, a general admission concert hall where the Fetish Ball was held. The moment they approached the entrance, Gretchen winked at the security guard, who gave her a knowing nod. No ID check. No tickets. She strolled right in like she owned the place.


Inside, the atmosphere was electric. People crowded around the bar in the back, lined up to buy drinks, all dressed in wild costumes. Men paraded around in assless chaps, while women flaunted sexy animal costumes, many with ears and tails, so many tails. There were even a few men in suits, looking like they had stumbled into the wrong party but didn’t care. And of course you had your amateur cross-dressers.


The entire event felt like a Halloween parade—an endless show-and-tell, with everyone strutting their stuff and gawking at everyone else. Voyeuristic, for sure. But there wasn’t much actual action. Just a sea of bodies, all too aware they were being watched.


Gretchen leaned in and whispered to Precious, nodding toward a group of people. “See that guy in the suit? Total tourist. First Fetish Ball. And that guy over there? Just here hoping to get laid. Feel his desperate vibes? Poor thing doesn’t stand a chance.”


Precious took it all in, eyes wide. “Wow... this is a whole world.”


Gretchen smirked. “Welcome to Vegas, newbie.”


“Just when I started to get a little bored with watching all the costumes—and, honestly, you can only look at so many bare asses before it’s like, meh—Gretchen yanked my leash, pulling me toward the stage. My heart skipped a beat when I saw what she was leading me to. There, on display for the entire audience, was a massive spider web-like structure—metal, maybe wood, shaped like an eight-point star with ropes crisscrossing the frame.”


Precious’s voice picked up, and I could practically feel her reliving the rush as she continued.


“She marched me right up to it, spun me around with a firm hand,” Precious went on, almost breathless. “‘Come on, newbie, time for some fun,’ she said.”


I could hear how wrapped up she was in the memory, the intensity behind her words. “Before I could protest, she spread my legs, guiding my arms up to the web’s rests. I felt the cool touch of the ropes as she tied me up in fancy knots—ankles, wrists—until I was fully restrained, bound for the audience to watch. Then, she tore off my top and got creative with the rope. That woman was a real Shibari artist.”


Precious paused for a moment, and I could almost picture the grin on her face. “As she finished securing the last knot over my breasts, I felt the spotlight shift. Eyes were on me, and then it started—a few crumpled bills hitting the stage, followed by more. The audience, eating it up, tossed cash at our feet. Gretchen smirked and leaned close to whisper in my ear, ‘See? They love it.’”


Her voice buzzed with energy, so full of life it was hard to believe she wasn’t still breathing. But that was the cruel irony—Precious only sounded alive. Her soul was trapped in the crystal ball.


“The money kept coming,” Precious continued, “and I could hear the crowd murmuring, the thrill of it building in my chest. And that’s when it hit me. That’s when I was hooked. The rush, the attention, the money—it was all too easy to fall into.”


Then came Ethan.


Precious’s voice shifted, the excitement draining as she spoke. I could tell this part of the story wasn’t as thrilling for her—it was darker, more intense.


“I didn’t know who he was,” she said, a tension creeping into her tone, “but suddenly Gretchen froze, her confident swagger just... gone.”


I could hear the unease in Precious’s voice as she painted the scene. “She made eye contact with a man standing in the front row, right where a mosh pit would be during a concert. He wasn’t like the others. He wasn’t gawking, throwing money, or laughing. He just stood there, glaring at her like he wanted to kill her. His eyes burned with rage, a silent accusation between them, like he was saying, How dare you do this?”


Precious paused before she continued, her voice shaking slightly. “Gretchen’s face paled. Her hands started trembling, and she took a step back. ‘Shit,’ she muttered, eyes still locked on him.”


“What did you do?” I asked, then yawned.


“Before I could even figure out what was happening, Gretchen bolted. She ran—ran—right off the stage, leaving me bound to the spider web, with all eyes on me. I tugged at the ropes, panic rising, but they held firm.


“See? The problem with fetish balls is anyone can buy a ticket, including psychopaths. The crowd hadn’t noticed Gretchen’s exit yet,” Precious said, her voice barely above a whisper. “But Ethan had.”


I started snoring loudly, sprawled on the sofa, totally asleep. Her story droned on in the background, but somewhere along the way, I’d drifted off, the stress of the night finally catching up with me.


The crystal ball went quiet for a moment, as if even Precious was resigned to letting me sleep. Then, her voice cut through the silence, a little annoyed.


“Joss? Joss, are you even awake?”


I didn’t stir.


Precious sighed, the crystal ball dimming slightly. “Unbelievable...”


And with that, her sexy flashback ended.
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ALONE IS NEVER SAFE


The motel sofa creaked under me as I drifted into lucidity, Precious faded into the background, a distant hum that I couldn’t focus on anymore. She was still talking about Gretchen—how the fetish scene had swallowed them whole. But it wasn’t enough. Not anymore. Precious could only take me so far, and Gretchen? She was the real story.


I needed to go deeper.


I’d done this before—back when April had kidnapped me and Fury. I’d been drugged, half out of my mind, but still, I’d managed to raid my captive’s nightmares, see the twisted mess in her head, feel her fear. Many times, the only way to figure out what someone’s hiding, even from themselves, is to slip into their dreams. I’ve gotten better at it since then, sharper, more deliberate.


Now, I was aiming for Gretchen. Not a casual dream drop-in like I sometimes did, hoping to pick up random thoughts. No. This was deliberate. I was going to invade her subconscious, pull the truth from the darkest parts of her mind, and she wouldn’t even know.


I let go, sinking into that in-between space, my body heavy and still on the couch, but my mind? My mind was already slipping through time and space. I focused on Gretchen Stipple, picturing her face, her body, her story—how she dominated the Devil, how everywhere she went, she had everyone wrapped around her little finger. But that wasn’t what intrigued me. It was the power behind it, the darkness I sensed underneath.


Precious could tell me her version of the story all night long, but it wasn’t enough. I needed the source. I needed Gretchen.


The room around me fell away as I reached out with my mind, feeling for the threads that would lead me to her dream. It wasn’t long before I found it—a tangled, messy thing, sharp with fear and guilt. A nightmare.


Perfect.


I let myself slip further in, my breath slowing as my motel room completely faded away and the edges of Gretchen’s mind came into focus. Shadows twisted around me, thick and dark, pressing in from every angle. The cold sting of her fear drew me in like a magnet.


I knew how to get what I needed from other people’s dreams. But this time was different. This wasn’t about survival. This was about knowing her—her story, her secrets, her power.


I braced myself as I pushed deeper, the dream solidifying around me. Whatever Gretchen was hiding in here, I was about to see it. And I wasn’t going to stop until I did.


Ethan stood in the kitchen she once shared with her husband. Her hair was longer then, darker—a rich brown that framed her face. She couldn’t have been older than her mid-20s. They were arguing, but I’d come into the dream too late to catch what had sparked it. His face was red, veins bulging, as he screamed at her, wrath lacing every word. Gretchen stood there frozen, trying to hold herself together, until he grabbed their orange cat and hurled it against the wall.


The sickening thud of the impact made my stomach turn. Gretchen started crying, her sobs breaking the tense silence that followed. She bolted for the office, frantic, pulling open drawers and shuffling through papers. A moment later, she yanked out a small backpack, something prepped for this very scenario. It was clear this wasn’t the first time she’d thought about leaving.


She headed for the door, desperate, but Ethan blocked her path. “You think you’re going to get far?” he sneered. “I know all about your secret bank account. You’re not getting anywhere on $716.38.”


He’d quoted her exact balance.


“How did you know?” Her voice cracked, eyes wide with disbelief.


He smirked, smug. “I hacked your account—months ago. Been monitoring it ever since.”


She tried to turn away, de-escalate, disengage, but he wasn’t done. He grabbed the coffee table and hurled it at her. It crashed against the wall, papers and books flying everywhere. The scene was chaotic—pages fluttering, a stack of notebooks hitting the floor, evidence of their shared life in graduate school.


That’s when Gretchen made her move, rushing for the door in a last, desperate attempt to escape. But she didn’t make it. Ethan lunged, tackling her from behind. She fell, landing hard on her backpack as his fists came down, striking the back of her head over and over. The pain was unbearable.


But in the madness, the backpack had saved her. The burner phone inside, pre-programmed to call 911, had dialed the number when she landed on it. And neither of them realized that the emergency dispatcher was recording everything. The sound of his abuse, her cries for him to stop—it all played out for the police, who were already on their way to rescue her.


That was the night Ethan Kane went to jail, and his wife found herself in a shelter for battered women.


Gretchen jolted upright in bed, a scream caught in her throat as she gasped, “No!” Her body trembled, drenched in sweat, burgundy sheets tangled around her legs like a trap. She sat there, panting, her breath ragged and desperate, eyes wide and darting around the room as if Ethan might still be there. Her hands gripped the black comforter tightly, knuckles white, trying to ground herself in the present.


The dream had shaken her—shaken both of us.


I felt myself being kicked out, the force of her terror pushing me back to the edge of consciousness. But I didn’t leave completely. I lingered, hovering in that shadowy space just outside her mind, watching, waiting. She wouldn’t stay awake long, not once the adrenaline wore off. So I hung back, ready for her to drift off again, ready to slip back in the moment her eyes fluttered closed.


Because I wasn’t done yet. There was more I needed to see. So, I took the time to explore her fancy condo. The place was perched high in the Los Angeles hills, with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a sweeping view of the city below, sparkling under the night sky. The space was sleek, ultra-modern, and impossibly pristine—every surface seemed to gleam. The walls were a stark, crisp white, contrasting with the sharp lines of the glossy black furniture. Her home had that cold, sterile feeling you only get from places that are more about presentation than comfort


Her bedroom, though, had a touch of warmth. Rich burgundy satin sheets stretched tight across the king-sized bed, catching the dim light from the city and shimmering with every shift. Her black high-end comforter looked as smooth and expensive as it probably was. Everything else—the sleek black nightstands, the minimalist silver lamps—fit the sharp, modern theme, but the bed felt like Gretchen herself: bold, luxurious, and impossible to ignore.


It took her a long time to settle down, her breath coming in shaky, uneven gulps. She lay back down, curled into herself, still trembling. Sleep didn’t come easily, but eventually, she began to drift. Lucidity hit her like a heavy fog, the in-between space where your body starts to relax, but your mind won’t fully let go. I lingered close by, watching her fight to stay awake. But sleep was winning, pulling her back under, back into that vulnerable state.


And I was there.


Shallow sleep, the worst kind. She wasn’t fully out, but not awake either. That kind of sleep where you never get that good, deep rest. And I stayed with her, even in the fragile moment when she was hovering on the edge of dreams, resisting them.


That’s when Kane struck.


It started with a shift in the room, a cold presence that snaked its way through the sheets. Gretchen’s breath hitched, her body going rigid as something crept under the covers behind her. She lay there, eyes squeezed shut, frozen, trying to convince herself it wasn’t real.


But then she smelled him.


That familiar, musky scent hit her—Ethan. Once, it had drawn her in, but now it triggered an immediate jolt of adrenaline, her body going rigid with fear.


His spirit. He was here. She didn’t need to open her eyes to know it was him. And when his hand slid over her waist, pulling her back against him, her breath caught in her throat.


“Did you miss me?” His voice was a low rasp, close to her ear. The sound of it sent a chill down her spine.


He moved slowly, deliberately, as though he was savoring the moment. The weight of him pressed her deeper into the mattress, trapping her, and before she could even scream, he was already inside her. The sharp, violating pain sent shockwaves through her body. She gasped, but no sound came out. Her throat locked tight, choking on the terror that gripped her.


He laughed—low, mocking—as he started to move, his hand wrapping around her throat. The pressure built slowly at first, tightening with each thrust. Gretchen clawed at the sheets, her body thrashing in a desperate, helpless attempt to fight him off, but he was too strong.


“You thought you’d escaped me?” His laugh was cold, so was his breath against her neck. “You’ll never get away, Gretchen. Never.”


The grip on her throat tightened until she could barely breathe, her vision starting to blur from the lack of oxygen. And still, he laughed, his sickening pleasure echoing in the room, overpowering the sound of her strangled cries.


She couldn’t move. She couldn’t scream. All she could do was lie there, trapped, suffocating under the weight of him as he raped her, his cruel laughter echoing in her ears, filling the room with horror.


And then, just as quickly as he came, Kane was gone. The sheets fell flat, and Gretchen was left gasping for air, clutching her throat, her body trembling uncontrollably. Her nightmare had come to life, and she was trapped in it.


She clutched the covers and yanked them over her head in a clumsy, desperate attempt to hide. Even now, with Kane gone, the terror lingered. It always did. Being alone was never safe. Not when he was alive, and certainly not now.


That’s why she couldn’t be alone with anyone—not really. Intimacy was impossible without an audience; she needed witnesses to make her feel safe. Kane had ruined her, left her terrified of what might happen when no one was watching.


But I was there, still watching.


And I could feel it—her fear, her panic, her pain. There was something between us, some connection I didn’t understand. Even now that she was awake, I was still there. I was still in the room, hovering at the edges of her consciousness, like a shadow. Watching. Feeling every raw nerve as trauma rippled through her. I wasn’t supposed to be here, but I couldn’t leave.


Her hand shook as she reached for her phone on the nightstand. She couldn’t be alone right now. She wouldn’t survive it.


So, she dialed Lucifer.


And he picked up after the first ring.
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THE DEVIL ON SPEED DIAL


The phone trembled in Gretchen’s hand as she pressed it to her ear, the sobs already choking her. “E-Ethan… Ethan…” Her voice cracked, barely a whisper, but filled with enough pain to cut through the silence.


“Gretchen?” Lucifer’s voice was sharp, demanding. “What did he do? What happened?”


She couldn’t find the words, her chest tightening, and she gasped between the sobs, “He… raped me…”


His tone shifted, confusion flickering through his words. “Rape? He raped you again? Gretchen, he’s dead.”


“He… he… He came back.” She struggled, tears pouring down her face. “He’s a ghost… Ethan… he’s… he’s still…”


There was a long pause on the other end. Then, with disbelief thick in his voice, Lucifer spoke slowly, “A ghost? Sure. But… a rape ghost?”


Her sobs intensified, her words tangled in the flood of emotions. She could barely get anything out now, just repeated gasps for air and the name, “Ethan… Ethan…”


Lucifer didn’t waste another second. Before she could even process what was happening, he snapped his fingers, and with a crackle of power, he was there. In the bedroom.


Gretchen didn’t even flinch. She was too far gone, lost in the pain and horror of the moment. Lucifer crossed the room in two quick strides, his expression shifting into something I didn’t recognize. He wasn’t angry. He wasn’t cold. He just… held her.


The Devil held her.


His arms wrapped around her trembling form, pulling her in as if he could protect her from whatever nightmare she’d just survived. Gretchen melted into him, her tears soaking into his chest as she clung to him like a lifeline. He didn’t say anything at first, just let her cry, his fingers tracing soothing circles on her back, his presence strong and solid.


It was bizarre. Unnerving, even.


I was still there, watching it all unfold, somehow still tethered to Gretchen. And for the life of me, I couldn’t figure it out. The connection between them. The way he seemed to know exactly what to do, how to calm her. This wasn’t the Lucifer I knew, the one who ruled Hell with an iron fist and a smart-ass grin. This was something else—something real. Something tender.


I stood in the shadows, trying to wrap my mind around it. What was going on between these two? What kind of hold did she have on him?


Whatever it was, it was deeper than I’d thought.


Lucifer held Gretchen close, her body trembling in his arms, the sobs coming in waves. He whispered, “I’m here now. I won’t let him hurt you anymore.”


She just sobbed harder, her fingers clutching his shirt like it was the only thing keeping her from falling apart completely. He rocked her gently, one hand stroking her hair, the other steady on her back, as though he could hold her together through sheer will alone.


After a long moment, when the tears started to slow but the fear still lingered, Lucifer’s expression hardened. He pulled back slightly, just enough to look at her, his voice low but firm. “I’m going to find a way to catch this bastard. He doesn’t get to come back and keep haunting you like this.”


Gretchen sniffled, her face buried in his chest. She didn’t respond, but he knew she was listening.


“I wish I could kill him again,” he continued, his jaw tightening. “I’ll make him suffer. I’ll drag him down to Hell myself if I have to.”


She shuddered, another tear slipping down her cheek, and he pulled her even closer, his tone softening again. “I swear to you, Gretchen, I won’t let him get away with this.”


And then something bizarre happened. Lucifer turned away from the sobbing woman, his eyes narrowing as he looked right at me. The whole time I’d been in the room, Gretchen hadn’t seen me, hadn’t even sensed I was there. I’d assumed I was invisible, just lingering in the shadows of her mind.


But Lucifer knew.


He locked eyes with me and said, “Did you see what happened, Joscelyn?”


I froze. My heart skipped a beat. “You… you can see me?”


He gave a slight nod, his gaze sharp and unwavering. “I can see you. Now, tell me. Did you see what he did?”


The weight of his stare was crushing. It felt like being cross-examined on a witness stand, and for a second, I could barely find my voice. But I forced the words out, stuttering as I told him what I saw. The coldness. The smell. The ghost. Kane crawling into bed behind her, how he had hurt her, how he’d laughed. How helpless I’d felt just watching it happen.


Lucifer listened, his expression darkening with every detail. When I finished, he didn’t say anything for a long moment, just sat there, holding Gretchen and staring into the distance like he was already formulating a plan.


Then, he turned back to me, his voice low, but clear. “I’m going to need your help.”


My breath caught in my throat. Help? He wanted my help? The Devil himself?


I blinked at him, completely stunned, my mind scrambling to catch up. He could’ve knocked me over with a feather. “Y-you want me to help you?”


“Yes,” he said, his tone serious. “You have powers. You were there. You can help track him. And right now, I need every advantage I can get to catch this bastard.”


I swallowed hard, my thoughts spinning. He was actually asking me for help. Me. I blinked, still trying to process everything. “But… what about the auction? The bounty? I thought there was—”


“There will be no auction,” he cut me off, his voice cold, final. “No bounty. No bidding war for that piece of scum. I will tear his soul apart, bit by bit, myself.”


His words hung heavy in the air, a promise laced with wrath. I could feel the weight of it, the raw power simmering beneath the surface. But then his expression hardened further, his eyes narrowing with grim determination.


“But we have to do it before Tomorrow night.”


I swallowed, my throat dry. Tomorrow night? That didn’t leave us much time. “What’s happening Tomorrow night?”


Lucifer’s gaze flicked to Gretchen, who was still curled in his arms, her breathing shaky but more even now. He didn’t answer me right away, but I knew whatever it was, it was bigger than any auction or bounty. It was personal.


“I’ll explain later,” he said, his voice softer now, glancing at Gretchen who was still clinging to him. It was clear he was being careful, protecting her from the weight of whatever was coming. “Right now, what I need you to do is go find Fury. I’m going to need her for this too. And so will you.”


The way he said it left no room for argument. Whatever was about to happen, Fury was going to be crucial. I nodded, my mind racing as I tried to piece together the next steps.


“Go, Joscelyn,” he repeated, his gaze locking on mine with an intensity that made my stomach flip. “Find Fury. We don’t have much time.”
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THE LOVE POTION COMMOTION


When Satan tells you to do something, you do it. I mean, what was I going to do—say no? So, I didn’t waste any time. I reached out to to my fiery demon hero with my mind, focusing on that familiar connection.


Hey, Fury, where are you?


She responded almost immediately, her voice a casual hum in my head. {Ah, we just walked into Wicked. Sick. You wanna meet us here?}


I let out a breath, mentally preparing myself to explain all this to her. Yeah, I’ll be right there.


I focused, concentrating hard, and shifted the dream. Gretchen’s bedroom dissolved around me as I pulled myself through the familiar channels of astral projection. It wasn’t long before the world bent and I landed at Wicked Sick Pawn Shop. Easy jump.


I didn’t know what happened while I was away, but when I walked into that pawn shop, Camio and the Aladiah were fluttering around Fury like she was the last woman… well, I was gonna say on Earth, but I guess in Hell is more accurate. The sexual tension between them was undeniable, which totally threw me off. I mean, Fury had never given Camio a second look before, and cherub? He was a little person, or a little celestial, or whatever you’d call him. I guess dwarf angel. The whole thing was just really weird, but what hit me hardest was how out of place I felt—like the odd man out in the middle of whatever the fuck this was.


Camio leaned in, his eyes burning with a sultry gleam. “You know, Fury,” he purred, his voice low and silky, “I’ve been thinking about you. A lot. And I can’t help but wonder... when are we going to do something about this tension between us?”


Her lips curled into a smirk, her gaze locking onto his. “Oh yeah? What exactly did you have in mind, Camio?”


He chuckled, his fingers brushing along her arm, slow and deliberate. “I could show you. But I think it might involve peeling that jacket off first… and maybe a bit more after that.”


Before she could respond, Aladiah fluttered closer, his voice smooth as honey but a touch more desperate. “Hey, now. Let’s not forget, I’ve been waiting my turn too. I mean, come on, Fury. What’s a guy gotta do to get some attention around here?” He shot Camio a playful glare before turning his focus fully on her. “I may be smaller, but trust me, I’ve got... size where it counts.”


Fury laughed, the sound rich and teasing. She gave the angel a playful once-over, arching an eyebrow. “Size, huh? I might have to see what you’re working with, Aladiah.”


Camio scoffed, sliding a hand to the small of her back, his thumb tracing the curve of her spine. “Oh, trust me, sweetheart. You won’t care about ‘size’ once I’ve had a taste of you. I promise you that.”


Fury grinned, clearly enjoying the attention from both of them. “Mmm, you boys sure know how to sweet talk a girl. Maybe I’ll test you both out. See who can handle me better.”


Aladiah’s wings fluttered excitedly, his eyes lighting up. “That sounds like a challenge. You know I never back down from a challenge.”


Camio leaned closer, his lips brushing against her ear. “Neither do I, short stuff.”


Before the tension could climb any higher, a wet, guttural sound cut through the air—a cough, followed by the unmistakable sound of someone clearing their throat... loudly.


Chester Betterhamm slid out from the back room to take his place behind the counter, his grotesque form dripping with slime, his voice coming out in a raspy, phlegm-filled grunt. “Ahem... excuse me, but are you gonna buy something? Or are you just here to turn my shop into a pickup joint?”


I stepped into the pawn shop, and immediately, something hit me—hard. A sickly sweet smell, like someone had dumped a truckload of rotten roses in the room. The scent was so overpowering it made my eyes water, and before I knew it, I was sneezing uncontrollably.


“Ah-ah—choo!” I wiped my nose, blinking through the haze, and that’s when I saw it—a shattered bottle on the floor, a pool of glowing pink liquid slowly spreading across the cracked tiles.


And, of course, Fury was standing right in the middle of it. The pink stuff had splattered her jeans up past her knees.


“Great,” I muttered, lifting my foot slightly, the glowing liquid clinging to the toe of my shoe. “I’m allergic to roses. Just what I needed.”


Fury teased me. “Guess that makes you a little... delicate, huh?”


My eyes locked onto her. “Delicate? Hardly.”


She smirked, leaning against the counter, her eyes glinting with amusement. “You know, they say a sneeze is like a mini-orgasm. Play your cards right, and maybe I can hook you up with the real thing.”


My heart did a little flip, and I couldn’t help but smile. “Careful, Fury. I don’t fall for just anyone.”


She tilted her head, giving me a slow once-over, her grin widening. “Good thing I’m not just anyone, Joss.”


Chester groaned from behind the counter, covering his nose with his filthy hanky so he wouldn’t smell the roses. “Oh, geez, not that. You spilled a damned love potion.”


I raised an eyebrow. “Love potion?”


“Yeah. An ultra-rare Aphrodite love potion—imported from Mount Olympus. And it’s cursed, of course,” Chester added, shaking his head in frustration. “Because as you all probably figured out by now, everything here at Wicked Sick is cursed, including me.”


I looked down at the bottle, still holding the broken piece, the glowing liquid shimmering in the dim light. “So... what’s the curse?”


Chester shrugged, wiping a slimy hand over his greasy, tumor-ridden face. “Eh, nothing too bad. You fall in love with the first person you see... and then, well, things just get... complicated.”


“Great.” I dropped the glass piece back to the floor like it was on fire.


The first person I saw was Fury, but I was already in love with her, so I didn’t see how this could get any worse.


Famous last words.


I couldn’t help myself. I had to ask. “Okay, Fury, who was the first person you saw?”


She leaned back, thinking for a second before flashing me a teasing smile. “Honestly? I was thinking about you. It was like I could see you in my head—talking to Lucifer in a bedroom or something. But in the real world, it was Camio and Aladiah standing right in front of me.”


“Yeah, I’m the one who knocked the bottle off the counter,” Camio said. “Oops.”


I turned to him, eyebrow raised. “And who was the first person you saw?”


He smirked, clearly enjoying himself. “Fury, obviously.”


Before I could even ask, Aladiah practically bounced in place, wings fluttering. “Me too! First person I saw was Fury!”


While all this was going on, Chester was busy rummaging through a dusty old army crate behind the counter, muttering under his breath. A moment later, he pulled out a freaking gas mask, the kind you’d see in a bunker. He strapped it on with a loud huff and gave us a glare through the foggy lenses.


“Yeah, no thanks,” Chester grumbled, his voice muffled by the mask. “I don’t want anything to do with any love potion nonsense. You’re paying for that, by the way. Νερό της Αφροδίτης is very rare and expensive.”


“Just charge my store credit.” Fury said it like it was the most casual thing in the world, her voice smooth and unconcerned, completely at ease. After all, why would she be bothered? She was surrounded by people who adored her.


She reached out, her fingers brushing along Camio’s rugged jaw, tracing the sharp line of it like she was admiring a prized possession. He leaned into her touch, eyes dark with desire. Without missing a beat, she turned her attention to Aladiah, letting her fingers playfully tease the tips of his feathery wings. He let out a soft sound, his wings fluttering under her light touch, clearly enjoying the attention.


Then, before I could react, Fury turned on her heel and strode right up to me. The teasing smile on her lips didn’t fade as she closed the distance, and before I could even say a word, she leaned in and planted a kiss on my lips. It wasn’t a shy, quick peck, either—it was a full-on, make-your-heart-stop kind of kiss. The pawn shop, Hell, everything disappeared for a second.


Meanwhile, Chester had started sweeping up the broken glass, treating the spilled love potion like it was some kind of hazmat situation. His movements were precise, deliberate, as though the shimmering pink liquid could melt through the floor. He pulled out an old battered spray bottle and misted a thick black inky substance over the glowing potion. Immediately, the pink glitter began to fizz and bubble, like acid eating through metal, turning dark and slimy as it shriveled into nothing. The smell of burnt sugar filled the air, and Chester, still in his gas mask, muttered, “A waste of perfectly good antidote,” his voice muffled behind the mask, making the whole scene even more absurd.


My ears perked up. Did he say antidote?


When Chester finally looked up, his voice came out muffled through the mask. “Are we gonna do business or what?”


“Go ahead, everyone. Pick something out. I’m buying,” Fury said, her voice full of casual confidence.


The moment the words left her mouth, I remembered the last time I was here and made a beeline for the exact aisle. My heart skipped a beat when I spotted them—the handcuffs, still sitting there under a layer of dust, but waiting. I didn’t hesitate. I snatched them off the shelf like they’d been meant for me all along.


“Well, isn’t that generous?” Camio grinned, glancing at Fury. “Remind me to pay you back later… if you know what I mean. Hubba hubba.”


She just grinned, but Camio’s attention had already shifted to the swords behind the counter. His eyes narrowed as he scanned the display, his expression darkening when he didn’t see what he was looking for. He leaned over, catching Chester’s eye.


“Hey, where’s my Folly Blade?” Camio asked, a hint of frustration creeping into his voice. “It should’ve come back where when I got killed topside.”


“It did.” Chester didn’t even look up from his task, wiping down the counter like he had all the time in the world. “Sold it last week,” he said flatly. “Sorry.”


Camio scowled. “Bummer.”


I pushed my way past him and dropped the cuffs on the counter. “I’ll be taking these.”


Fury gave me a look—eyebrows raised, a playful smirk dancing on her lips. {Hmm, you’re kinkier than I thought. Impressive.}


The unspoken words hung in the air.


I couldn’t stop myself. Leaning in closer, my voice dropped to a low, sultry tone. “You know, Fury… maybe we should test these out. Together.” The words slipped out before I could think, and my pulse quickened as her eyes darkened with interest.


“Alright, lovebirds, if we could get back to business for a second,” Chester grumbled, his patience clearly thinning as he locked eyes with Camio through his foggy gas mask. “Look, you don’t want that old blade anyway. It wasn’t all that special. But this—” he reached beneath the counter, pulling out a long, slender rapier with a strange aura swirling around it. “This is the Pesky Poltergeist Poker. Cuts through ghosts like a hot knife through butter.”


Camio raised an eyebrow. “Pesky what-now?”


Chester grinned—or at least, I think he did, judging by the tone in his voice. “Pesky Poltergeist Poker. Perfect for your line of work. Trust me.”


Camio eyed the blade, then shrugged. “Fine. I’ll take it. But if it doesn’t work as advertised, I’m coming back for you.”


Chester’s laugh was a low, wet gurgle. “Oh, it works. You’ll see.”


“Nothing for me, thanks,” Aladiah said, raising his crossbow with pride. “I’m good.’


“You looking to sell that?” Chester’s bloodshot eyes widened, practically gleaming at the sight of the celestial object in his store.


“Not a chance,” came the sharp reply.


Chester leaned in, undeterred, his voice slick with greed. “Come on, name your price. I’ll make it worth your while.”


“I said it’s not for sale,” the response was firm, leaving no room for negotiation.


Chester’s smile faltered, but the hunger in his eyes didn’t fade. “Everything’s got a price. You’ll come around.”


Fury’s eyes landed on a familiar sight—Quackzilla, the little rubber duck that used to belong to Beelzebub. Her heart tightened for a second. Of course it was back here. Like all cursed objects, it had returned to the pawn shop when Beelzebub died.


“You wanna buy the duck?” the shopkeep asked.


“It belonged to Beelzebub,” she muttered, her gaze locked on the tiny yellow squeak toy.


“Yeah, sorry about your big red friend,” Chester replied, his voice muffled behind the gas mask.


She took a slow breath, the weight of memories pressing on her. “Will I buy it? No,” she said quietly. “But I’ll put it on layaway.”


“Layaway?” I cut in, raising an eyebrow. “You’ve got enough store credit, remember you left a chunk of the gold stop sign here last time. Why not just buy it outright?”


Fury shrugged, still staring at Quackzilla as she tried to shake off the creeping sadness. “I don’t know if I’ll ever see him again,” she admitted, her voice quieter, more sullen. “It would hurt too much to have that thing around… the memories, you know?”


Camio, sensing the shift, pouted dramatically. “But you didn’t think to put my Folly Blade on layaway for me after I died?”


Fury turned to him with a small smirk, trying to bring the mood back. “Don’t be hurt. I’m buying you the Poker, aren’t I?”


Her eyes landed on a whip, coiled like a black snake on the wall, the thick handle wrapped in leather. It looked like it could do just as much damage with the handle as with the lash. She wanted it, and Chester could see it the moment her gaze lingered a little too long.


“A fine choice,” Chester’s voice oozed from behind the counter, the usual mix of slime and salesmanship dripping from his tone. “Wicked Whip of Woe—stainless steel core handle wrapped in enchanted leather. Sturdy enough to knock someone out cold before you even crack it. Interested?”


Fury crossed her arms, cocking her head slightly. “How much?”


Chester leaned in, his beady eyes glinting with greed. “For you? Let’s say... three hundred damned souls. A bargain.”


Fury scoffed, shaking her head. “Three hundred? You’re dreaming, Chester. How about one fifty?”


Chester clutched his heart, feigning a wound. “One fifty? For the Whip of Woe? You insult me! Two hundred, and I’ll throw in an enchantment to make it invisible to spirits. Perfect for ghost hunting.”


Fury’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t need it to be invisible to spirits. I want that fucker Kane to see it coming. How about one seventy-five, and you throw in a charm that banishes spirits directly into one of Hell’s holding cells.”


“Oh, brilliant idea, my love,” Camio teased, pretending to crack an invisible whip with a sharp snap. “Just gonna whip that poor ghost straight into the Sin Bin, huh?”


As soon as I heard Camio call Fury his love, something snapped inside me. Jealousy burned through my veins, quick and sharp. Before I knew it, I was leaning against the counter, trying to play it cool. My hand slipped toward the spray bottle of antidote, fingers curling around it. Without thinking, I shoved it underneath my sweatshirt. Yeah, I knew it was shoplifting, but I had to do something—anything—to take control of this situation. I couldn’t just stand there and watch.


Chester considered the offer, his eyes gleaming. “Deal. But only because you’re my favorite customer, Fury.” He extended a greasy hand.


She shook her head, ignoring the hand. “Just add it all up. How much store credit do I have left after all this?”


“The broken bottle of Νερό της Αφροδίτηςr, handcuffs, the poker, the whip, and a deposit on Quackzilla…“ Chester wiped his hand on his pants and added it all up on his ancient calculator. “As you wish. But after this, we’re even.”


Fury objected, “What already?”


“Yup, already.”


Just as the deal was wrapping up, the jingle bells hanging on door slapped against the glass, the sound sharp in the tense silence. Everyone turned. Camilla strode in, her eyes gleaming with a knowing smile.


“Hellooo, Chester,” she purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “I’m here to pick up my special order love potion.”
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A FACE FULL OF ANTIDOTE


We all turned at once as Camilla marched into the shop. Her eyes locked on Fury’s, and in a flash, her expression shifted from sweet to seething—like she could melt iron with a single glare.


Fury didn’t blink. “What do you need a love potion for, Camilla?” she asked, arms crossed. “You’re gonna get your wish and become Queen of Hell, why would you need that?”


Camilla took a slow, deliberate step forward, her lips curling into a sharp smile, but the anger never left her eyes. “Being married to Lucifer and ruling as Queen is one thing, Fury. Having him actually love me? That’s another. I just wanted to cover my bases.”


Fury narrowed her eyes, and I could feel the tension rising between them like an electric current crackling through the room. “So you want to force him into loving you too? You don’t think your wish is enough?”


Camilla scoffed, stepping closer, and I instinctively moved to put myself between the two of them as she said, “I know how sneaky you jinn can be, so I special ordered this potion months ago. I wasn’t sure I could trust you to follow through on my wish. And now that I see you here, shopping, when you said you needed time to meditate and prepare… Well, it seems I was right.”


Her words hit like a punch, and it became clear. Camilla’s wish to become Queen of Hell would ensure her power, her position, even her physical connection to Lucifer. But making him love her on top of all that? That would require a separate wish. That’s why she needed the love potion—to manipulate his feelings through artificial chemistry. She was covering all her bases, as she put it, but she was also playing with dangerous forces—forces that could have consequences far beyond her control.


I glanced at Fury, her expression tight, then back at Camilla, who was inching closer. The air in the shop felt thick, suffocating, and I knew I had to do something before this turned into an all-out disaster.


“Stay back,” I warned, holding up a hand as Camilla took another step toward. The last thing I needed was for that old hag to get a whiff of Fury and fall in love with her too. Things were already complicated enough. But the witch ignored me, her gaze still locked on Fury, and my heart began to race.


“Stay back,” I repeated, louder this time, but she was closing the distance.


My pulse quickened, and before I even realized what I was doing, I reached under my sweatshirt and pulled out the spray bottle of antidote. Without thinking, I aimed and spritzed her like a bad cat, shouting, “Antidote!”


The black spray hit her square in the face, and Camilla recoiled, a mix of shock and rage flashing across her aged features. “You little—” she spat, wiping her eyes furiously as the antidote dripped down her face.


For a brief moment, silence hung in the air. Then her eyes turned cold, burning with indignation. “You’re going to regret that.”


And just like that, I knew I was in serious trouble.


Before I could respond, she lunged at me, claws out like a hellcat. We collided, my back slamming into a shelf behind me as she grabbed a fistful of my hair. Without thinking, I yanked back, hard, catching her wrist and pulling her down with me. The two of us hit the floor in a tangled heap, arms flailing, fingers scratching for blood. The air filled with grunts, curses, and the sound of breaking glass as we knocked over shelves in our struggle.


“Are you insane?” I shouted, managing to twist away just as her nails raked across my cheek.


“Insane? You just sprayed me with antidote!” Camilla screeched, grabbing at my hair again, yanking hard. “How will Lucifer love me now?”


I let out a strangled growl and kicked her leg, knocking her off balance. We both tumbled into a display stand, sending trinkets crashing to the floor. Around us, cursed objects clattered to the ground, some glowing, some buzzing with ominous energy.


Chester, his face twisted in horror behind the gas mask, scrambled behind the counter, hands thrown up in frustration. “Stop! You’re breaking everything!” His voice was muffled behind his gas mask, but the panic was unmistakable. “Do you have any idea how much all this stuff costs?!”


But Camilla and I were too far gone. We rolled across the floor, slapping, scratching, pulling hair like two feral cats, completely oblivious to Chester’s cries of despair. I landed a solid slap across the bitch’s face, and she responded by digging her nails into my arm. The pain shot through me, but I wasn’t about to back down.


“You’re ruining my shop!” Chester howled, wringing his hands. “Stop it, or I’ll—I’ll—”


Camilla and I knocked over another shelf, sending an enchanted mirror shattering against the floor, its shards twinkling like deadly stars. The room was chaos, and through it all, Chester’s wails grew more frantic, his eyes bulging behind his mask.


“Ladies!” he finally roared, his voice rising above the crashing chaos. “Knock it off right now!”


But neither of us was listening. We were too busy tearing into each other like we were fighting for our lives—or at least our dignity.


Camilla had me pinned, her bony knees digging painfully into my sides. I struggled beneath her, but she had the upper hand, her eyes wild with rage. With a quick glance around, she snatched a heavy, ancient-looking stone gargoyle from a nearby shelf. It was small, but dense—probably some cursed relic that would do more than just crack my skull.


She raised it high above her head, her face twisted into a snarl. “This is what you get for crossing me, mortal!”


I barely had time to react. My arms shot up, hands frantically shielding my face, bracing for the impact.


But it never came.


Instead, a sharp thwack echoed through the room, followed by a choking gasp. I peeked through my fingers just in time to see Camilla’s face go slack with shock. She wavered, her grip loosening on the gargoyle as she dropped it beside me with a thud.


An arrow protruded from her chest, buried deep, right through the heart.


I gasped, my eyes darting to the side. Aladiah stood across the room, his wings still fluttering softly behind him, his crossbow aimed and ready.


“I told you,” the cherub said calmly, lowering his crossbow. “I don’t back down from a challenge.”


Camilla’s eyes glazed over, her lips moving as if trying to form words, but nothing came out. She toppled sideways, collapsing off me, her body landing with a hollow thud on the shop floor. I rolled away, gasping for breath, still stunned by how close I’d come to having my skull smashed in.


Chester’s panicked voice rang out behind me. “What the—my gargoyle! You maniacs! My shop! Do you know how much that thing is worth?!”


But all I could do was stare at Camilla’s still form, the poisoned arrow sticking out of her chest, and the eerie silence that followed her fall.


Camio stepped closer to the old lady, his brow furrowed as he waved a hand in front of her face. She didn’t flinch, didn’t blink—nothing. Just those dull, glassy blue eyes staring straight ahead, like she was looking through him.


“Hey, you alright?” He snapped his fingers in front of her nose, but still no reaction. She might as well have been a mannequin.


Camio glanced over at us. “I think she’s gone. Toast. Dead.”


Without wasting a second, we scrambled to gather up our merchandise—cuffs, whip, Camio’s new sword—and made a beeline for the door. Aladiah’s crossbow still hung loosely in his hand, his eyes darting nervously between Chester and Camilla’s lifeless body.


The proprietor’s voice followed us as we pushed open the door, the bell jingling harshly, “Don’t come back!”


The hot air outside hit like a slap, a much-needed jolt after the weirdness of that place. I shook it off, trying to focus on what came next.


But just as we stepped out into the street, I stole one last glance through the plate glass window.


The old lady was still lying there, unmoving.


Except for her hand.


I swear I saw it twitch.
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STALKERS GONNA STALK


As we moved through the cobblestone streets of Hell, Fury glanced over at Aladiah, her pace slowing for a moment. “Hey, by the way... thanks,” she said, her voice softer than usual, almost hesitant.


Aladiah blinked, clearly taken off guard. “For what?”


“For handling our witch problem,” she said, gesturing vaguely behind us. “I didn’t exactly have a plan for that, so... yeah. You saved my ass. Appreciate it.”


A small smile tugged at the corner of his lips, his wings fluttering slightly. “No problem. You know I’ve got your back, Fury.”


She nodded, her usual edge creeping back as she coiled the whip over her forearm and snapped it securely to the keeper on the shoulder of her leather jacket. The sharp click of the fastener signaled that she was back in control. “Good. Now that my I.O.U. is no longer an issue, we’ve got a ghost to track down.”


Camio glanced at her, his brow furrowed as he tucked the poker into the sash wrapped around his waist. “But we’re doing this off the books. How are we supposed to find Kane without a tracking device?”


“I haven’t figured that out yet,” she said.


“Maybe we don’t need to track the ghost at all,” I said. “He’s after Gretchen, right? So, all we really have to do is find Gretchen.”


“She’s right. Stalkers gonna stalk,” Fury chuckled.


I nodded, shoving the handcuffs into my back pocket. “Exactly. Kane is obsessed with that woman. We just need to get to Gretchen, and the ghost will come to us.”


“We use Gretchen as bait,” Camio said.


“That sounds a little harsh,” I said, “But yeah, basically.”


And honestly? That’s where I wanted to be. Yeah, sure, the idea of facing Kane scared me—he was terrifying, no denying that. But knowing Lucifer was with Gretchen? That gave me a little more confidence. Lucifer could handle Kane, and I knew that as long as I was near Gretchen, I’d be near the Devil, too. And for reasons I didn’t want to fully examine, that made me feel safer than I cared to admit.


Before I could say anything more, a voice cut through the air like a knife.


~Yes, come to me.~


I froze. The smooth, commanding voice was unmistakable, sliding into my mind like silk, wrapping around my thoughts. Lucifer.


~You’re special, Joscelyn.~


My heart skipped a beat. This wasn’t the first time I’d felt his presence, but it was the first time he had spoken to me directly in my mind—his voice deep and dangerously close, like he was standing right behind me. My skin prickled with unease, and yet... I couldn’t deny the strange comfort in his tone.


Special? I thought back, feeling a warmth I wasn’t sure I wanted.


It felt like a trap, but somehow, I couldn’t resist leaning into it.


How are you doing this? I mentally asked, even though I knew the answer. Lucifer always had his ways of weaving into people’s heads, binding them to him. And now, he was weaving into mine.


Fury and Camio continued talking, unaware of the war happening inside my head. I was half-listening, but Lucifer’s voice drowned them out, his words filling my mind.


~I’ve been watching you, Joscelyn... You’ve always been special to me. You’re vital to Hell’s future.~


My breath hitched. There was something deeper going on here, something I couldn’t fully grasp, but it was clear—Lucifer wasn’t just playing games anymore. He wanted me, and not just for his amusement. This was something bigger.


Before I could respond, he continued, his voice dripping with command. ~Say you’re mine, Joscelyn, and I’ll protect you—and your friends.~


The words hit me like a punch. Mine. He wanted me to say it, to give in. But after everything that had happened—I couldn’t trust him. Not fully. But I also couldn’t deny the power he held over me.


What about Gretchen? I asked, my mind buzzing with uncertainty. I had seen him with her, seen the way they interacted. So why was he interested in me?


~What about her?~


I saw you… with her.


~I know.~ His response was calm, like he’d been expecting this. ~I felt you watching us back in the dungeon. And I liked it.~


My pulse quickened. I wasn’t sure if it was the admission or the cool way he said it that got to me.


~Gretchen has her clients, her lovers. I have mine. We trust each other. We each do what we want, and neither of us owes the other anything.~


Oh, so it’s an open relationship, I thought, a bit too skeptical with my tone.


His voice slid through my thoughts, making it impossible to look away from the truth of it. ~It’s not a competition, Joscelyn. I know you’re curious. You should join us.~


Why me?


~You... you’re different.~


My heart quickened despite myself. Different how? What does that mean?


~Our connection, Joscelyn—it’s more than just coincidence. Why do you think we keep crossing paths? There’s something about you that’s woven deeper into Hell than you realize. I am your destiny.~


Destiny? I swallowed hard, trying to process his words.


~Yes, destiny. Say you’ll be mine, and I’ll give you the world.~


Lucifer didn’t say he was in love with me, but what he did say felt heavier, deeper, more intense than love—like I was part of something far more dangerous than I ever realized. I shook my head, trying to clear the fog he had wrapped around my mind, and my heart. But then I felt it again—the warmth, the irresistible pull.


It was intoxicating.


I’m yours, I thought, almost without realizing it. The words slipped from my mind before I could stop them.


Lucifer’s laughter echoed in my thoughts, warm and satisfied. ~And I will always protect what’s mine.~


The world around me blurred for a moment, the heat of Hell shifting as Lucifer’s grip tightened, and I knew then—whether I liked it or not, I had just made a deal with the Devil.


“Joss. Joss. Joss.” Fury’s voice cut through the brain fog, sharp enough to make me flinch. “Where are you, Joss?”


I blinked, the conversation I’d been having with Lucifer dissolving like smoke. He always had a way of slipping into my thoughts when I least expected—or wanted—him there. I hadn’t even realized I’d zoned out.


“Oh, sorry,” I muttered, shaking off the remnants of Satan’s voice in my head. “I’m here. I’m paying attention.”


Fury’s eyes narrowed, her blue flames flickering beneath the surface, but she didn’t push it. “Good, because we’ve got a problem.”


We were standing in the crumbling remains of what used to be a warehouse—or maybe it was a mansion, or a castle. Hell’s landscape shifted like that. Never stable. Just like the plan we had to get back to the surface.


“We’ve got no tracking device, so no way to make the Portal Rotunda work,” Fury continued, pacing with the kind of frustration that usually ended with something—anything—going up in blue fire. “And without an angel mirror charm like the one I left at the Bureau, we’re stuck. Unless the celestial has a brilliant idea?”


The ruins went quiet, everyone looking to Aladiah for a solution. The man-cherub stood off to the side, short arms crossed, his wings tucked tight against his back. His face had that perpetual ‘I know something you don’t’ smirk that was wearing thin.


But he only shrugged. “I dunno.”


“Seriously?” Camio said, shooting him a look. “You zapped us all to Heaven and back, but ‘I dunno’ is all you got?”


Before Aladiah could answer—or Fury could rip him apart—something strange happened. The air around us shifted, like reality itself was giving up. There was no warning, no build-up. One second we were standing there, arguing about how to get out of Hell, and the next—poof. We were gone.


Just like that.


Vanished into thin air.
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AMBUSHED BY THE MORNINGSTAR


We reappeared, standing in the middle of Gretchen’s living room. The sudden shift from Hell’s ruins to LA’s sleek modernity was more than a little disorienting. My stomach lurched with the unexpected teleportation, but I couldn’t shake the gnawing guilt in the pit of my gut. Lucifer had been in my head just moments before, whispering cryptic sweet nothings, but I never thought he’d actually snap his fingers and bring us all here.


The place was every bit as chic as I remembered from my dreams—floor-to-ceiling windows offering an expansive, unobstructed view of Los Angeles. The skyline glittered far below as the first rays of sunlight crept over the eastern mountains. As the sun rose, a golden glow spread over the city below.


Gretchen’s condo was perched high enough to see it all—the jagged edges of the San Gabriel Mountains in the east, the vast stretch of the Pacific Ocean to the west, and every piece of LA spread out like a map in between. Sunlight flooded the room, soft and warm, chasing away the last traces of night. Everything inside was as meticulously designed as the view outside—sharp lines, cool tones, and the unmistakable luxury of someone who had curated every piece of furniture as if for a magazine spread. A glass coffee table gleamed under the growing light, while an oversized sectional dominated the space, perfectly positioned to enjoy the view. A minimalist bar cart stood to the side, stocked with high-end liquors Gretchen never touched. She didn’t mind if her clients indulged, but she would never work with her senses dulled.


Lucifer leaned casually against the kitchen island, his figure draped in a red silk robe. He looked younger this time—too young, maybe—like some Hollywood actor freshly cast in a leading role. But it didn’t matter how much he changed his appearance. Fury knew him instantly. She always did.


Her eyes narrowed the second she laid eyes on him, and I could feel the tension fill the air. My heart sank, knowing I’d been secretly talking to him, even in my head. Fury wouldn’t let that slide.


“Gretchen’s in bed,” Lucifer said, his voice smooth, as if the whole world hadn’t just shifted around us. “I gave her a sleeping pill. She needs the rest. Big night tonight, she’s hosting an event at Club Libertine.”


He nodded toward the hallway, where a closed door led to the master bedroom. Fury’s gaze didn’t follow. She was locked on Lucifer, her jaw clenched tight.


“What are you doing here?” Fury’s voice cut through the stillness like a knife, each word heavy with suspicion. Her eyes glinted dangerously as she took a step toward him, the familiar blue flames flickering just beneath the surface. “You’ve got some nerve ambushing us—”


“Now, here I thought you’d be grateful. I brought you right to Gretchen.” Lucifer’s smirk widened, that infuriating look of amusement dancing in his eyes. “And to answer your question, I’m protecting her from Kane, that’s what I’m doing here.”


But I knew that wasn’t entirely true. I swallowed hard, the guilt twisting inside me. This was my fault. He’d been in my head, talking to me, and now here we were—all together.


Fury’s flames flared for just a second, her fists clenched at her sides, but she didn’t back down. She never did. “What’s your game this time, Lucifer?”


He tilted his head, feigning innocence, though his eyes gleamed with mischief. “No game, my dear. Just… ensuring everyone is exactly where they need to be.” His gaze flicked to me for a beat, and I could tell he wanted to wink—he almost did—but held back. “And it seems we’re all exactly where we should be.”


“Bullshit,” Fury shot back, her voice low and dangerous. “You don’t just do things for no reason.”


Lucifer chuckled softly, his hand rising to swirl the ice in his tumbler of mineral water. “Oh, Fury. Always so suspicious. But you’re right. I rarely do anything without a purpose.”


She took another step toward him, her voice a growl. “Then spit it out. What’s your purpose here?”


Before Lucifer could answer, Aladiah cleared his throat, drawing both their gazes. He had stayed silent during the exchange, but now he stepped forward, his face carefully composed, though there was a tension there I hadn’t seen before.


Lucifer’s eyes slid toward the cherub, his smile curling as if noticing him for the first time. “And who’s this?” His voice dripped with charm, velvet over steel. “I don’t believe I’ve had the pleasure.”


He extended his hand, his movements slow, deliberate, every gesture carrying an undercurrent of power. “Lucifer Morningstar. Though, I suspect you already know that.”


Aladiah stiffened. His wings twitched ever so slightly, betraying the tension he was trying to keep hidden. He didn’t hesitate long, though. With a measured breath, he stepped forward and took Lucifer’s hand in a brief, controlled shake.


“Of course,” the angel said, his voice even, though there was no missing the wariness in his eyes. “I’ve heard the stories.”


Lucifer’s smile widened, his eyes sparkling with amusement. “Good. That means I’m doing something right.”


As the tension hung thick in the air, I couldn’t help but notice that Camio was unusually quiet. Normally, he’d have something snarky to throw into the mix, or at least a side comment, but now? Nothing. He stood there, stiff as a statue, his gaze locked on Lucifer in a way that made me uneasy. It wasn’t just surprise or wariness, either—there was something more, something deeper. His eyes didn’t just follow Lucifer’s movements; they studied him—admired him.


I frowned, trying to shake the uneasy feeling creeping over me. Camio had never been shy about his feelings toward Lucifer, yet here he was, rooted to the spot, staring at him like… well, like he knew something. Something the rest of us didn’t.


“Camio?” I asked, my voice cutting through the rising tension. He didn’t respond, didn’t even blink. His focus was so intense it was unnerving.


Fury, still glaring daggers at Lucifer, hadn’t picked up on it yet, too focused on the Devil in front of her. But I could feel something was off with Camio. Way off. His silence wasn’t just odd; it was suspicious.


I needed to get Lucifer alone. I wasn’t even sure why that seemed like the most pressing thing, but it was gnawing at me. Sure, I could reach him in my mind now, but somehow that didn’t feel like enough. I needed answers. I needed to figure out what his real plan for me was, and I needed to do it face to face.


The problem was Fury. She was seething, barely holding it together after being yanked out of Hell and brought here without warning. Lucifer might’ve said we were exactly where we needed to be—and deep down, I knew he was right—but try explaining that to her. Her anger burned too hot to see the bigger picture right now.


We were supposed to be discussing how to set a trap for Kane, but with everyone on edge, there was no way we’d be able to work together. Aladiah was fidgety as hell, which wasn’t surprising—he’d never seen the Devil in the flesh before. And Camio? He was acting downright weird, staring at Lucifer like he was seeing something the rest of us couldn’t. Maybe he was.


And Gretchen... God, I wanted to check on her. Lucifer had said she was sleeping, but I wasn’t sure I trusted him. The guilt twisted inside me again. It was because of me that we were all here, wasn’t it? Because I let Lucifer into my head. Now he was playing puppet master, pulling the strings and watching us dance.


So what now? What was I supposed to do?


I couldn’t get Fury to calm down, not right now. She’d see right through me. And there was no way she’d let me go off with Lucifer alone. Not that I could blame her—I wasn’t entirely sure I should be alone with him, either.


I glanced around the big, open room. Aladiah looked like he wanted to disappear, Camio was making goo-goo eyes at Lucifer, and Fury... she was ready to explode.


I had to make a decision. My gut told me that we needed to start talking strategy—Kane wasn’t going to trap himself, after all—but there was no way we were going to get anywhere with Fury so on edge. Maybe... maybe I could talk some sense into her.


If we checked on Gretchen together, I could at least make sure the woman was okay, and in the process, give Fury a chance to cool off. And if she saw Gretchen right there, the perfect bait handed over on a silver platter, maybe—just maybe—she’d realize how smoothly this had all come together. Maybe she’d even forget how furious she was at Lucifer.


Yeah, that was my next move.
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NO ORDINARY CLOSET


“Okay, I’m calling a timeout,” I announced, tugging Fury down the hallway toward the master bedroom. “Give us a moment to check on Gretchen, please.”


Lucifer, leaning casually against the kitchen island, raised an eyebrow but nodded. “Sure. But don’t wake her. She needs her rest.” His voice was calm, maybe even a little too accommodating, but I didn’t have time to think about it.


We stepped into the bedroom, and I closed the door behind us. The space was every bit as refined as I’d remembered—now with morning sun casting warm shadows over the sharp, sleek furniture. The king-size bed dominated the room, its luxurious sheets gathered neatly around Gretchen’s still form. She lay there, breathing softly, completely unaware of our presence.


“See?” I whispered to Fury, motioning toward the sleeping woman. “Gretchen’s right here. All we have to do is stay with her, and Kane will come to us. It’s perfect. Please, don’t worry about Lucifer.”


Fury’s eyes flicked between me and Gretchen, her anger still simmering just below the surface. But as she watched the woman sleeping, I could see the tension in her shoulders begin to ease. Slowly, the flames beneath Fury’s skin dimmed, and she let out a slow breath.


“Fine,” she muttered, still glaring at the door as if Lucifer were standing right behind it. “But if this blows up, I’m blaming him.”


“Okay, that’s fair,” I said, my voice softer than I intended, the weight of my secret gnawing at me. I could barely meet her eyes, the guilt from my little psychic sidebar with the Devil still heavy in my chest.


Fury glanced toward the other side of the room, then, without a word, veered off and opened a door. I didn’t realize where she was headed until she stepped into the bathroom.


“Uh, what are you doing?” I whispered, following her as I pushed the door open wider.


Ignoring me, she crossed the sleek, modern bathroom with its pristine marble countertops and chrome fixtures, making a beeline for the medicine cabinet. With a flick of her wrist, the mirrored door swung open.


“You’ve gotta be kidding me,” I muttered.


But Fury didn’t respond. She was already rummaging through bottles and containers like she had every right to be there.


“What the hell, Fury?” I marched in after her, my voice low but urgent. “Why are you going through Gretchen’s stuff?”


She shrugged, casually plucking up a prescription bottle and examining the label before putting it back. “Just checking for anything... interesting.”


I crossed my arms, exasperated. “We should be preparing for Kane, not snooping.”


Fury barely glanced at me, her fingers still rifling through the bottles. “Hey, you never know what someone might be hiding.”


“Will you stop that?!” I hissed.


She pulled out a small prescription bottle, scanning the label with a smirk. “Bingo! Zoloft… Looks like Gretchen’s got a few secrets of her own.”


“Antidepressants are hardly incriminating,” I muttered, grabbing the bottle and shoving it back into the cabinet before snapping it shut.


Fury’s eyes darted around the bathroom, clearly not done with her investigation. Before I could stop her, she spotted another door off to the side and pushed it open.


“Wait—” I started, but she was already through it.


The pocket door slid wide open, revealing what looked like a walk-in closet—except there were no clothes. Not a single hanger or stitch of fabric inside. The space was dark and quiet, the floor covered with interlocking rubber tiles—like an empty stage, waiting for something or someone to bring it to life.


Fury stepped inside, her brow furrowing as she scanned the shadowed room. With a flick of her wrist, she switched on a light—not the usual bright glare, but a deep red floodlight that bathed everything in a sultry, seductive glow. Shadows clung to the edges, leaving the room dark and mysterious, the kind of space that felt alive with secrets. “What kind of closet doesn’t have clothes?” she muttered, her voice low and amused, the red light catching the glint in her eyes.


I followed her in, the unease settling in my stomach. “This is no ordinary closet.”


Fury’s gaze drifted upward. That’s when we both noticed it—a bondage swing, tucked away in the shadows. Leather straps hung from steel hooks in the ceiling. It was the only piece of furniture in the tiny room, hidden like a well-kept secret.


But what made the space even more unsettling was the soundproofing—noise-dampening foam panels covered the walls and ceiling, the kind used in radio booths or recording studios. The soft texture seemed out of place in a space like this, but it wasn’t hard to figure out why it was there. The room wasn’t just hidden—it was insulated, designed to keep whatever happened in here completely private.


Fury stepped forward, her curiosity taking over as she reached out to test the swing. She gave it a solid yank, watching the straps sway as the steel hooks held firm. Satisfied with its sturdiness, she continued poking around, her eyes scanning the shadows like she was searching for something else.


Then, she found it.


“Would you look at this,” she muttered, stepping over to the far wall. What should have been a wall of hooks and shelves for accessories and shoes was filled with something much more interesting. Neatly staged were a variety of devices—a cat-o’-nine-tails, a paddle, several whips. Fury’s hand paused on one, running her fingers over the leather, before glancing down at the Wicked Whip coiled around her own shoulder. It was almost identical.


Her eyes gleamed with amusement as she continued down the line, spotting rows of toys: butt plugs, vibrators, fuzzy handcuffs, and more, all organized with the same meticulous care that Gretchen had put into the rest of her condo.


“Well,” Fury smirked, tossing a glance over her shoulder at me, “the woman’s got a full arsenal here.”


I didn’t respond, my mind still reeling from it all. Fury casually plucked the flogger from the wall, testing its weight in her hand.


“Looks like she’s got good taste, too,” she added, raising an eyebrow before hanging it back in its place. “Quality shit.”


I was instantly aroused. I didn’t know if it was the lingering effects of the love potion, the forbidden allure of the room, or just the overwhelming sense of being here—alone with Fury, surrounded by all these toys and that damn sex swing. Whatever it was, it hit me hard. My heart raced, and the heat pooled low in my belly, a reaction I couldn’t control, couldn’t stop.


I slid the door shut behind me, the soft thud of wood meeting wood breaking the muffled silence that filled the room. My breath hitched as I turned to Fury, who was still inspecting the shelves, oblivious to the sudden shift in energy.


I swallowed hard, trying to steady my voice. “Fury…”


“Ooh, nipple clamps,” she said with a naughty gleam in her eyes, pulling the chain off the wall and spinning around to show me. Her grin was wicked, the metal glinting in her hand, and something about the casual way she held them—like this was all just another day in the life—made the heat in my chest flare even hotter.


Before I could think, before I could even question what the hell I was doing, I moved in. I couldn’t hold back anymore. The distance between us closed in an instant, and my lips crashed against hers, fierce and full of need.


She froze for just a second, surprised, but then she gripped my waist, pulling me closer. The kiss deepened, raw and electric, the room around us forgotten as everything narrowed to this moment.


Fury pulled back just enough to break the kiss, her breath hot against my lips, eyes burning with the same intensity I felt inside. She didn’t have to say anything—her gaze alone was enough to set every nerve in my body on fire. But then she grinned, that devilish smirk only she could pull off.


“You wanna play, don’t you?” she murmured, her voice low and teasing as she dangled the nipple clamps between us, the metal clinking softly.


I stared deep into her eyes, unable to look away, feeling the magnetic pull between us growing stronger by the second. My heart pounded, and without thinking, I nodded. “Mm-hmm.”
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THE UNHOLY TRINITY


Fury smiled, something dark and hungry flashing in her eyes, and then all hesitation vanished. The room, the toys, the swing—it was all part of the game now. And we were about to play.


Her eyes darkened as she leaned in close, her voice dropping to a near whisper with an edge that sent a shiver down my spine. “Okay,” she murmured, her words slow and predatory, “take off your clothes.”


The room felt heavy with her command, the air charged. My hands shook as I grabbed the hem of my T-shirt. Her eyes stayed on me, unblinking. I swallowed hard and began to strip, one piece at a time, under her steady gaze. I couldn’t believe I was actually doing it.


“You can leave your socks on if you like,” she said, fully aware of how self-conscious I was about my missing toe.


So, I did. Stripped down to the bone, except for my socks.


Fury stepped closer, the swing swaying lightly behind her as she twirled the nipple clamps between her fingers. Her eyes locked on mine, full of heat and mischief, and she moved with a deliberate slowness that made my breath hitch.


She leaned in, her lips brushing just against my ear as she whispered, “Hold still.”


With slow, deliberate care, she opened one of the clamps, letting the cold metal brush my skin before tightening it around my nipple. I gasped, sharp and involuntary, but Fury didn’t flinch. Her eyes glinted with satisfaction as she took in my reaction. Then, just as torturously slow, she repeated the process on the other side, on my breast with the scars, and locked the second clamp into place.


I expected a jolt of sharp, pleasurable pain, but there was nothing. Just the cold press of metal against my skin, tracing the scar that circled my nipple. At least my largest scar—deep and ugly from the lumpectomy—was hidden under my arm. That one was gnarly. The breast itself, marked with a sigil tattoo over the biopsy scar, had been numb ever since I started my cancer meds. Now, it was more of a reminder of what I’d lost than anything that could ever feel good again.


But it was Fury, and I’d loved her for so long that my heart took control. They say the brain is the sexiest organ, and when it craves pleasure, it knows how to create it. Then, like a miracle, I felt warmth bloom in my nipple—a place that hadn’t felt pleasure in nearly a year. For the first time in what felt like forever, it wasn’t pain or numbness, but something real, something alive.


“Do not resist,” Fury murmured, her voice soft yet commanding, her breath warm against my skin. She gave the chain a gentle tug, just enough to make the clamps tighten, sending a surprising pulse of sensation through me.


I bit my lip, the tension pulling me forward as she slowly guided me toward the swing. Her grip on the chain was firm but teasing, the sway of the leather straps behind her beckoning. My pulse quickened, every step toward the swing amplifying the heat between us. With just the right amount of pressure, her grip on the nipple chain tightened, reminding me exactly who was in control.


“Oh,” I gasped, then bit my lip. I didn’t want to ruin it with words.


She suddenly let go, her strength undeniable as she effortlessly lifted me off the ground. Instinctively, I wrapped my legs around her waist, holding on tight as my arms found her shoulders. The warmth of her body pressed against mine, and I couldn’t help but nuzzle into her neck, breathing in the intoxicating mix of leather and heat.


She let out a soft growl of approval, her hands gripping my thighs as she hoisted me up and into the swing. My heart pounded as she set me down, her body pressed close as the leather straps cradled my ass. I clung to her, my lips grazing the curve of her neck, unable to resist the urge to kiss her there, feeling the hot pulse beneath her skin.


My gaze flicked to the bondage bracelets already fastened to the swing’s rings, hanging there like an open invitation. Fury didn’t hesitate. With a firm but gentle touch, she guided my hand upward, her fingers grazing my skin as she secured the first bracelet around my wrist, the movement smooth and deliberate.


The buckle fastened securely, firm but not tight. Her eyes never left mine as she repeated the motion with the other wrist, locking me into place. stretching my arms high—just enough to remind me I was at her mercy, anchored to the swing.


“Fury…” My breath caught in my throat as I settled into the swing, my legs still wrapped around her. “Fury, I—”


“Don’t speak,” she commanded, peeling me off her with deliberate force.


I was left hanging, breathless, as she returned to the shelf filled with toys—devices, tools, whatever you wanted to call them. She was in control now, and every movement made it clear. Her fingers skimmed the selection until she picked up a long, sleek black bar. A spreader bar. I watched, heart pounding, as she turned it over in her hands, the attached anklets gleaming in the dim red light.


Without a word, she moved back to me, slow and deliberate. Fury spread my legs apart, her hands firm yet patient as she guided my knees wide. My pulse quickened as she buckled the first strap around my ankle, the familiar pressure grounding me, even through my socks. The tension in my body built with every movement, anticipation coiling inside me.


Then, just as carefully, she fastened the other side, locking my legs in place, leaving me wide open and utterly exposed. That’s when the streak in her dark hair flared bright red—exactly the same shade as mine.


She was aroused too.


Something inside me broke, like a dam giving way all at once. I gasped as the rush of heat overwhelmed me, and I couldn’t hold back. Fury stood there, watching me, her eyes dark and unrelenting as they roamed over my body—naked, spread wide open, and utterly at her mercy.


The intensity of her gaze sent shivers down my spine, and I felt it—felt how wet I was, more than I’d ever been in my entire life. Every nerve was on fire, every inch of my body aching for her touch. She didn’t have to say a word. Just the way she looked at me, the hunger and control in her eyes, was enough to make my heart race and my body tremble.


“You like that, don’t you?” Fury whispered in my ear, her breath hot and teasing against my skin. My body shuddered at the sound of her voice, the words sending a jolt through me that I couldn’t control.


Yes,“ I gasped, breathless, my voice barely more than a whisper. “Yes.”


She slid behind me, her calculated movements slow and deliberate, and her hands found my breasts, fingers kneading and massaging in a way that made my head spin. Every touch intensified the heat already flooding through me. I gasped, arching slightly into her touch, helpless to resist as she explored my body with confident ease.


“Yes.” The word escaped my lips again, almost involuntarily, as Fury’s hands continued their slow, deliberate massage. Every stroke, every touch sent waves of heat coursing through me, leaving me trembling. My head tilted back, eyes half-closed as I let myself fall deeper into the sensation, her strong hands owning every inch of me.


“Yes,” I whispered again, my voice breathy and desperate, as if the word alone could somehow capture everything I was feeling. “Please more.”


But then, like a whisper in the back of my mind, I heard his voice—Lucifer’s voice, smooth and insistent.


~What are you doing, Joscelyn?~


Instead of freezing in fear, the question sent another rush of heat through me. He was watching—he knew—and somehow, that made everything even more intense. A thrill shot through my body, and I could feel my pulse quicken, my breaths coming even faster. The idea that Lucifer was there, lurking in my mind, only made me want this more.


I bit my lip, a sharp breath escaping as Fury’s hands began to roam, sliding down my body, fingers tracing the sensitive skin of my thighs. Bound and unable to move, I was all hers. Her touch was deliberate, teasing, inching closer to the heat pooling between my legs like she owned me.


And right now, she did.


My head spun with the thought of Lucifer—lurking in my mind, watching everything unfold. Fury’s fingers brushed against the slickness that awaited her, and I let out a breathless gasp.


The tension between us, between all of us, was unbearable.


You like this, don’t you? I thought back to him, a wicked smile tugging at my lips as I gave in to the moment.


Lucifer’s voice entered my mind again, smooth as silk and dripping with amusement. ~Oh, Joscelyn… love doesn’t even begin to cover it.~


His words sent a jolt through me, dark and delicious. He was reveling in this, watching, feeling everything I did, feeding off Fury’s energy like always. And knowing that made my desire for both of them overwhelming.


Fury’s fingers teased the slick heat between my thighs without going inside. I could feel her breath on my the back of my neck, her touch so confident and in control, and the electric tension between us was almost unbearable.


But then, out of nowhere, her hands stopped.


I blinked, my breath catching in my throat. That’s when I felt it—her presence. Not just physically, but in my mind. Fury was eavesdropping on the little mental exchange between Lucifer and me.


I gasped softly, eyes widening as I realized what was happening.


{You like that, too, don’t you?} Fury’s voice suddenly echoed in my mind, low and teasing as she plunged a finger inside me for the first time. It wasn’t just Lucifer in my head now. She was there, as well, fully aware of the game the three of us were playing.


Lucifer’s laugh echoed in my head, dark and full of satisfaction. ~It seems our dear Fury wants to join the sexy telepathy.~


Oh, my God. The heat between my legs intensified as Fury added another finger, pushing deeper inside, driving me further into a pleasure I could barely contain.


Caught between the two of them—Lucifer’s seductive voice and Fury’s fiery touch—I couldn’t think, couldn’t speak. All I could do was give in.


To both of them.
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A GHOST IN THE CLOSET


Fury had me spread wide like some offering, vulnerable, and completely under her control. My breath caught in my throat as I tried to stay in the moment, but something felt wrong. The air was colder than it should’ve been, and a creeping chill slithered up my spine. I shivered, and it wasn’t from her touch.


“Fury...” My voice came out shakier than I wanted as I squirmed in the swing, the restraints biting into my wrists and ankles. “Something’s not right.”


She barely glanced at me, her attention too focused on whatever sexy game she had planned next. “Relax,” she said, her voice low, almost distracted. “You’re fine.”


But I wasn’t. Something—someone—was here. I tugged at the restraints, the swing creaking as I tried to turn my head to see. “Fury, please.”


Before she could answer, the light went out. Then, I heard it—a cold, mocking laugh that made my blood freeze.


“Gretchen…” he said, “still up to your old tricks, I see.”


My heart stuttered in my chest. That man’s voice sent a wave of dread crashing over me. The room, once filled with the heat of our game, now felt cold.


“Fury...” I whispered again, panic rising. I twisted my neck as far as the restraints would let me, trying to see what the hell was going on.


She turned her head toward the sound, her posture rigid, alert. “Who the fuck are you?” Her voice was sharp now, all playfulness gone.


“You know who I am.” The voice was closer, too close. “Don’t play dumb, Gretchen. You think your little game is going to keep me away?”


I went cold all over. Gretchen? He thought Fury was… Gretchen?


Fury’s hand gripped the strap beside me, her knuckles white. “You’ve got the wrong bitch, asshole.”


The shadowy figure hesitated as he tried to make sense of what was happening. “What...?” He took a step forward, and his voice dropped to an angry snarl. “You’re not Gretchen.”


“No,” I said, my voice soft, vulnerable. But I raised my eyes, locking onto him with sudden intensity. “She’s not. But I know exactly who you are—Kane.”


“Oh, so this is the infamous Ethan Kane,” Fury said, stepping between us, her stance protective.


Kane’s confusion turned into anger. “Where’s Gretchen?” His voice got louder, filled with menace. He took another step forward, and Fury squared up, ready to meet him head-on.


“You don’t get to ask questions,” Fury growled. “You’re in my territory now.”


Kane eyed me up like a piece of fresh meat. “Who’s this little morsel?”


“Not Gretchen,” Fury said. “And not someone you should fuck with.”


“Oh, she’ll be mine,” he spat, his voice laced with possessiveness. “And I’ll take her any way I want.”


“You even try,” Fury hissed, “and I’ll rip you apart.”


Kane laughed, the sound so cold it made my skin crawl.


A surge of panic hit me. His voice… God, I could feel the violence dripping from it. My body tensed. My heart raced. I felt more exposed than ever, every inch of my skin burning with the fear. I tried to speak, but the words wouldn’t come. Fury’s hand twitched toward her side where her whip was strapped, but I knew what she was thinking—there wasn’t enough room in here to use it.


“I’ll put you down, Kane,” she said, her voice hard, but I could hear the hesitation.


He moved closer, and his gaze landed on me, sending a shiver of disgust through my entire body. “She looks good like this,” he sneered, eyes raking over me like I was something to be consumed. “All tied up, helpless. Maybe I’ll have some fun before I go.”


“No!” I gasped, my voice barely above a whisper, my body trembling in the restraints.


Fury moved so fast I barely saw her, stepping up to Kane, her blue eyes blazing. “Touch her, and I’ll send you to a place worse than Hell.”


His laugh cut through the air, his body flickering. “Too slow, demon.”


And just like that, he vanished—his body shimmering and fading into the padded wall behind him. Gone, like smoke.


“No!” Fury roared.


I felt the whole space tremble with her rage, but it didn’t make me feel any safer. My heart was still racing, my skin tingling with the memory of Kane’s eyes on me.


“Fury…” I gasped, struggling to catch my breath, the panic still clinging to me.


Her eyes blazed with that familiar blue fire, her expression tight and seething with frustration. She moved quickly, unbuckling the restraints with jerky, aggressive movements. “The bastard finally showed his face.”


My wrists came free, and I rubbed at the red marks left by the straps. “I know what he’s capable of, Fury. We can’t let him get away.”


Fury’s lips curled into a sharp grin, but it wasn’t the kind that offered comfort. It was a promise of violence. “Oh, we won’t. Now we hunt.”
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THAT WON’T HAPPEN AGAIN


The second my ankles were free, Fury wasted no time. She slid the closet door open with a force that nearly tore it off its track, then bolted through the bathroom, leaving a trail of chaotic energy in her wake. I barely had time to scramble out of the swing and yank on my T-shirt, my legs shaky from both the restraints and the shock of what had just happened.


In the bedroom, I heard the unmistakable sound of a bed creaking, sheets rustling frantically. Gretchen. Her voice followed, trembling and laced with fear.


“He’s here! Ethan... Help! He’s here! Do something!”


I hurried to the doorway, catching a glimpse of her sitting up in bed, clutching the covers to her chest. Her eyes were wide, darting around the room, looking for the ghost she couldn’t outrun even in death. Her fear was contagious, flooding the room.


Fury, already halfway across the bedroom, skidded to a stop. “Where’d he go?” she barked, her voice a harsh snap.


Gretchen pointed with a shaky hand toward the door. “Out there... he... he just vanished through the wall! Do something! Please!”


Fury didn’t hesitate. She was a blue blur of rage and fire as she dashed out of the bedroom, already chasing the ghost that had slipped through her grasp. The door slammed open against the wall with a loud bang, leaving the hinges barely holding on. I trailed behind, my heart pounding, knowing we were in a race against something not entirely of this world.


The hallway stretched ahead, lit by sconces that cast shadows over the beige-and-white striped wallpaper. My socked feet slipped silently across the floor as I tried to keep up with Fury, her form already a blur ahead of me. My thoughts were a jumbled mess—Kane, here, threatening me, and then vanishing like smoke. What if Fury hadn’t stopped him?


Suddenly, just as I rounded a corner, I saw them—Fury and Lucifer, colliding with a force that knocked them both back a step. The air crackled with tension as the two most dangerous beings I knew stood face to face, their power practically vibrating the air.


The Devil’s eyes flared red with anger, frustration, maybe even a hint of embarrassment. He hadn’t planned for this. I could tell.


“What just happened?” Fury snapped, her eyes narrowing into blue slits as she steadied herself.


“He got away.” Lucifer’s gaze flicked down the hallway, where Kane had disappeared through the wall. His lips curled into a dark smile, but there was no humor in it. “I was enjoying the girlie show,” he drawled, his voice smooth, but there was an unmistakable edge. “But that bastard Kane decided to crash the party. Again.”


Fury’s fists clenched at her sides as she took a step toward him. “Kane’s not just a normal baddy. He’s more than that, isn’t he?”


Lucifer’s eyes darkened back to brown, his smirk fading. “Oh, I know exactly what he is. He’s been after Gretchen for years.”


“But why do you care?” Her voice was low, full of anger. “What’s so special about this mortal woman?”


A cold tension hung in the air between them, and I could feel it as I stepped into the hallway—the history, the weight of whatever the hell was between Lucifer and Kane. It wasn’t just about a ghost. This was personal. My breath caught as I realized how deep this went.


Lucifer’s took a step closer to Fury, his eyes narrowing. “Do you even know why he wants her? Why we’ve been locked in this sick game?”


Fury’s gaze didn’t waver. “I know enough.”


“Do you?” He sneered, glancing down the hallway toward the bedroom, his expression softening. “He’s been obsessed with her since long before he died. Hell, since long before I entered the picture. Kane wants Gretchen because she was the only thing in his miserable, pathetic life that gave him a sense of control. She was his prize, his possession. And he’ll do anything to keep her.”


I could hear the venom in his words, and it sent a chill down my spine. This wasn’t just about some petty grudge. This was years of hatred and obsession, and Gretchen was caught in the middle.


“But Kane didn’t love her,” Lucifer continued, his voice lowering to a dangerous whisper. “He used her. Abused her. Broke her down until she had nothing left to give. And when she finally found a way out—when she finally came to me asking for protection—he lost his fucking mind.”


Before Fury could respond, a soft creak echoed from the bedroom door. I turned just in time to see Gretchen stepping into the hallway, her face pale, eyes wide with a mix of fear and anger. Her voice was barely above a whisper, but it cut through the tension like a knife.


“And that’s why you killed him.”


Lucifer’s expression shifted, something darker flickering in his gaze. “I killed him because he didn’t deserve you. Because after everything he put you through, he wouldn’t let you go. And you know what the sickest part is? Even in death, he still thinks you belong to him.”


Fury stiffened beside me, but Lucifer’s gaze remained fixed on Gretchen. For a moment, none of us moved. Gretchen’s eyes were locked on Lucifer, a strange, haunted look in them, like she’d been pulled back into the nightmare she thought she had escaped.


Gretchen stepped closer, her hands trembling at her sides. “I know exactly what he did—” Her voice cracked, but she held steady. “I know you tried to save me, Lucifer. But you just made it worse.”


The silence that followed was suffocating, and for a moment, I thought Fury might explode with the tension hanging in the air. But she didn’t. She stood there, watching the two of them like she was bracing for impact.


Lucifer’s face darkened, a flicker of something—guilt, maybe—crossing his features. But he didn’t respond. He just stood there, as if waiting for Gretchen to either lash out or crumble under the weight of everything that had happened.


She did neither.


I swallowed hard, struggling to process it all. With our psychic connection humming between us, I could feel something raw and festering in Lucifer’s heart. This was personal. His hatred for Kane ran deep, and at the center of it all was Gretchen.


I’d be lying if I said it didn’t make me a little jealous.


Fury’s temper flared, and she jabbed a finger at his chest. “Kane was here, in my space, and you him get away.”


Lucifer’s smirk widened, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “Your space? Darling, everything below and above is mine. Don’t forget who runs the show.”


“Not this time,” Fury shot back, her voice a hiss. “I’m taking this fucker down.”


Lucifer stepped closer, his dark presence looming over her. “You’re too emotional about this. That’s why he got the jump on you.”


I interrupted, my voice unsteady. “He got the jump on us, because we were…”


Lucifer’s gaze flicked to me, a knowing smirk tugging at the corner of his lips. “Otherwise occupied?” he finished for me, his tone dripping with amusement.


Embarrassed, I tugged the hem of my T-shirt, wishing it were longer.


“We were distracted,” Fury snapped, her blue eyes burning into mine before turning back to Lucifer. “That won’t happen again.”


My heart sank when I heard Fury say the words, “That won’t happen again.” I couldn’t lie—it stung. There was something cold in the way she said it, a sharp reminder that whatever had just happened between us was already being pushed aside. A distraction. I was a distraction.


And I couldn’t shake the feeling of disappointment settling deep in my soul.
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POSSESSION IS NINE-TENTHS OF THE DRAMA


And there we were. Me, Gretchen, Fury, and Lucifer, all standing in the hallway together. The Devil with three women who, in their own way, all loved him. On the surface, Fury might’ve hated his guts, but there was love tangled up in that mess too. We were all tied to him, bound by history, by desire, or by fate.


A weird kind of tension hung in the air—part anger, part longing, and a whole lot of sexual frustration. Just when I thought things couldn’t get any more awkward, someone shifted, and we all filed into the living room. The hallway had gotten way too cramped with all the bruised egos and old wounds standing shoulder to shoulder anyway.


Still trembling from everything that had happened, Gretchen looked at Camio, then at Fury, then at me, then at the dwarf with wings sprawled out on her sofa, and finally her breath hitched. Something snapped. Her expression shifted from fear to anger, her head whipping around like she was seeing everything for the first time.


“Who...?” Her voice trembled, then grew louder. “Who are you people? Why are you in my house?” Her eyes widened in shock as she took a step back, her voice rising with every word. “What the hell is going on? What are you doing here?”


Lucifer was beside her in an instant, gently pulling her aside to the kitchen. “Gretchen, it’s alright. These are... my friends,” he said, his voice calm but firm, trying to smooth over the chaos. “They’re here to help.”


But before he could say more, Camio stepped forward—or at least, it looked like Camio. Same handsome face, but I could see it in his eyes, feel it in the way he held himself. This wasn’t Camio.


It was Camilla.


Her presence practically radiated from his body. The way she stood—hands on her hips, head tilted just so—was unmistakable. A slow, sinister smirk stretched across his face.


“I am Camilla,” she purred, her voice cutting through the room like ice. It was Camio’s voice, sure, but the tone, the energy—it was all her. “And don’t be confused, mortal. I’m the one running the show now.”


Gretchen blinked, her brow furrowing in confusion as she asked Lucifer, “Isn’t that a guy?” She looked around the living room, her voice rising in disbelief. “What is going on here?”


“Well, isn’t this cozy?” Camilla said, her voice dripping with amusement, her eyes scanning all of us like she had some secret she couldn’t wait to spill. “The Devil, a demon, a psychic, a cherub, and the dominatrix. All standing together like one big, dysfunctional family.”


I could feel the tension rising again, like we’d all been thrown from one disaster straight into another.


“Oh great,” Aladiah said, barely glancing up. Stretched out on the sofa was the cherub, looking like he was in the middle of a casual Sunday afternoon nap. His short legs barely reached the coffee table, but that didn’t stop him from propping them up on the glass, one arm draped lazily behind his head, his eyes half-lidded like he’d seen all of this before. He let out a long, exaggerated sigh, as if he were somehow above all the drama around him. “Another possession? Can’t anyone just stay in their own body these days?”


Lucifer’s eyes shot toward the cherub, irritation flickering behind them. Fury, though, was still focused on Camio, her hands curling into fists.


“Get out of him, Camilla,” Fury snarled, her voice low and dangerous.


Camilla—still wearing Camio’s smirk—just laughed, the sound sharp and grating. “Why would I do that? He’s so much more fun to play with than you think.”


Aladiah, still lounging on the couch, stretched his short arms out and gave a casual yawn. “You know, if you all could just settle your issues without ruining my nap, that’d be fantastic. I just got comfortable.”


I shot him a glare, but cherub didn’t even flinch. “Why don’t you make yourself useful?”


Aladiah finally swung his short legs off the table, sitting up and rolling his neck like he was getting ready for a fight, but not before throwing another sarcastic comment over his shoulder. “Oh, I’m just here for the entertainment.”


“Lazy son of a—” I muttered.


He eyed Camilla—his pudgy fingers tapping against the crossbow resting on the arm of the sofa. “I’ll make it interesting if you want.”


Lucifer folded his arms, his gaze narrowing. “If you’re going to interfere, do it properly, angel. The quicker the better.”


Aladiah’s eyes sparkled with amusement, but he didn’t move to stand just yet. “Nah, I’ll let you handle the exorcism,” he said, waving his hand dismissively. “It’s not my style.”


Camilla’s laugh cut through the air, her smirk widening as she took a step forward. “You’re all so predictable. Fighting over power, over control. But I’ve already won; I made it out of Hell. And you…” she looked directly at Fury, eyes gleaming with malice, “you don’t even know how badly you’ve lost.”


Fury’s fire ignited around her fists, her blue eyes blazing as she stepped forward, but before things could escalate, Aladiah cut in.


“Easy there, Fury. Let’s not barbecue this joint yet.” He stood, stretching with an exaggerated groan, and reached lazily for his crossbow. “Though I have to admit, watching you burn the witch could be fun.”


Fury clenched her fiery fists. “Get out of my friend, you she-hag, or I’ll force you out myself.”


Camilla smirked. “You’re welcome to try.”


Lucifer’s voice cut in, sharp. “This isn’t a game, Camilla. Leave while you still can.”


But the witch inside Camio just laughed—a sharp, grating sound that bounced off the walls like nails on a chalkboard. She raised her hands, and the air shifted. A sudden wind whipped through the room, sending papers flying off the coffee table and the curtains flailing. A crackle of dark energy rippled around her, as the tempest she was summoning grew stronger.


Dark clouds formed above her head, twisting and spiraling, and the lights flickered as if the building itself couldn’t withstand the energy she was pulling in. A wild grin stretched across her face, her eyes glowing with that manic delight as magic surged around her.


Just as the storm inside the living room reached its peak, Aladiah let out an exaggerated sigh from the sofa.


“God, I hate theatrics,” he muttered.


In one fluid motion, he raised his crossbow, aimed at Camio—no, Camilla—and fired. The bolt shot through the storm like lightning, hitting Camilla square in the chest, and burying itself deep in Camio’s heart.


After that, the storm vanished as quickly as it had come, the room falling into sudden silence. Camilla’s face twisted in disbelief as she stared at the arrow lodged in her chest. Staggering back, her grip on the body faltered. She was already starting to slip away.


Aladiah didn’t bother to watch, already settling into the couch, his short legs stretched out again. “Problem solved,” he said with a yawn, as if nothing had happened.
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SHOT THROUGH THE HEART


Fury dropped to her knees beside me, her jaw clenched, eyes blazing with the same intensity as always—but now there was fear. Fear of losing Camio. Without hesitation, she yanked the arrow from his chest with a brutal pull. Blood spurted from the wound, and his body convulsed. I immediately pressed my hands over the wound, blood slicking my fingers.


“We have to stop the bleeding,” I urged.


“Hold on, Cam,” Fury growled, her voice rough as she summoned her power. Blue flames flared to life around her fingers. “Back off, Joss” she snapped, “I need room.”


I pulled my hands away, and blood erupted from his chest like a geyser. Fury acted fast, shoving her fingers deep into the wound. The blue flames flared brighter as she cauterized the torn flesh, trying to stop the bleeding. Camio groaned in pain, his breathing shallow and fading quickly.


“Come on, I’ve got you, Cam,” she said, sweat beading on her forehead. “Stay with me. This is nothing.”


But the blood didn’t stop. The fire wasn’t enough. The poison had already taken hold, spreading through his veins. I could see it in the way his body shook, the dark tendrils of magic still clinging to his skin like a web of death.


“It’s not working!” I cried, panic gripping me.


Fury cursed under her breath and pressed harder, her fingers glowing hot as she forced more fire into the wound. Camio’s body jerked under the pressure, his breath coming in ragged gasps. His eyes fluttered open, just for a second, and he gave a weak, crooked smile.


“Guess… this is it… huh?” His voice was faint, barely a whisper, but the humor was still there, even in the face of death. “And I was… finally hot.”


Tears stung my eyes as I watched the life drain from him. “Cam, no…”


“Don’t give up… on your… sex quest.”


A sad tear ran down my face as I chuckled at him, still cracking jokes even as he was dying.


Fury growled again, desperate now, her fingers digging deeper into his chest, but even she knew it was futile. The poison was in his heart, and no amount of fire could burn that away. She pulled her hand back slowly, her face hardening as she realized what we all did—there was nothing left to do.


Her blue flames flickered and died as Fury backed away, her chest rising and falling with the weight of her failure. She stared down at Camio, her expression one of pure, quiet rage. Not at him, but at the situation, at the fact that she couldn’t stop it.


“See you… at the back… of the line,” he whispered, his voice barely audible before his body went still.


A stream of black smoke oozed from Camio’s mouth, his soul drifting upward. As it reached the ceiling, soft blue lights shimmered within the dark cloud, hovering for a moment like a faint goodbye before shooting toward the front door and disappearing through the cracks. The room fell still, leaving only the sound of my own shallow breathing.


Then, as soon as his essence vanished, a thick black cloud followed—a swirling, dark mass rising from his body. Camilla’s soul, dense and heavy, twisted into the air, swirling around the living room ceiling like the storm clouds from moments before. She spun faster, growing larger and darker, until she finally snaked down the hall and disappeared into the shadows.


Fury, still kneeling beside Camio’s lifeless body, trembled, her fists clenched so tightly that blue fire flickered uncontrollably at her fingertips. Slowly, she turned her head toward Aladiah.


“You…” Her voice was a low growl, barely human, as she rose to her feet, her entire body radiating anger. “You just shot him!”


Aladiah, still lounging on the couch with his legs stretched out, didn’t even glance up. “Boo-hoo another dead demon. Cry me a river.”


Her eyes blazed with fire. “You little fuck!”


The cherub yawned, lazily stretching his arms above his head. “Could you not, though? No need for profanity.”


Fury’s fire flared, engulfing her hands completely now. “Profanity?” she spat, stepping closer, her voice shaking with rage. “You think this is a joke? He’s dead because of you!”


Aladiah finally looked at her, his expression completely unbothered. “It was never going to end any other way. He was a goner the second Camilla took over.”


“You arrogant, self-righteous—” Fury took another step, the heat from her flames making the air around her crackle. She was on edge, ready to explode.


The cherub simply raised an eyebrow, still utterly unfazed. “Spare me the melodrama. You know I did the right thing. You should be thanking me.”


“Thanking you?!”


“I killed the witch, now your I.O.U. problem is over.” He chuckled to himself. “Camio’s too.”


That was it. Fury snapped. With a roar, she lunged at him, fire blazing in a wild torrent. But Aladiah barely moved, flicking his hand dismissively as a gust of cool air extinguished her flames before they could even touch him.


“Settle down now,” he said, his voice as cold and disinterested as ever.


Her fists clenched again, her eyes burning with a dangerous light. “You don’t get to decide who lives or dies, Aladiah. That’s not your call.”


Before Fury could get any closer, Lucifer stepped in. His hand shot out, grabbing her arm just as she was about to lunge at Aladiah again.


“That’s enough, Azazel,” he said, his voice low but commanding. She resisted for a second, but then he pulled her back, forcing her to step away from the cherub.


Her flames flickered, still burning at the edges of her fingers, but Lucifer tightened his grip. “You’re wasting your energy on him,” he muttered, handing her a bottle of mineral water that seemed to appear out of thin air.


“Here,” he said, pressing the water into her hands. “Drink. Cool down.”


Fury glared at Aladiah, her chest still heaving with anger, but she took the water from Lucifer and reluctantly took a sip, her flames slowly dimming.


Meanwhile, Gretchen stood frozen, her face pale, eyes wide with shock. She hadn’t said a word, just stared at Camio’s bloody body, her hand trembling slightly at her side. It was like the whole room had gone quiet except for the sound of her shallow breathing. She hadn’t even blinked.


Oh, and that anger between Fury and Lucifer—it wasn’t just a rivalry. It was lust coming out sideways. I could see the power struggle now, plain as day. She wasn’t mad at him because she hated him; she was mad because she loved him, and he wouldn’t do what she wanted. That’s how it always worked with Fury—her feelings were intense, all-consuming, and when things didn’t go her way, it erupted as rage.


Now she was mad at Aladiah too.


She’d even argued with Camio like this in the past.


But back to Lucifer… I realized all the bickering between him and Fury wasn’t just old grudges. She still loved him.


You see it all the time on TV dramas. A couple bickers, they argue, it escalates. They go back and forth, annoying other characters, and you can practically set your watch by it—sooner or later, they’re alone, fighting again, and he slams her up against the wall, and there they go. They kiss—passionately. Before you know it, they’re fucking. Fight, fuck, fight, fuck. And they always fight again right after they fuck.


It’s predictable. I mean, part of it happens because the writer needs to create conflict and dramatic tension to keep the audience hooked. But is that really so great for a real relationship? Is that what I want with Fury? With anyone?


I’m not sure anymore. The fire, the passion—it’s tempting. It’s what pulls me in. But it’s exhausting, too. All that back and forth, the intensity, never knowing if the next fight will lead to something deeper or just destroy me. I don’t know if I can live with constant instability. It’s sexy as hell, yeah, but is it sustainable? Is it love?


My heart sank as it all clicked. The Devil and my best friend were still tangled up in each other, in ways they didn’t even fully understand. And then a thought hit me like a punch to the gut: I hadn’t been fighting with Fury lately. Not like she fought with Lucifer. Not like she fought with everyone she loved, even me in the past. Fury’s passion always came out in these explosive, fiery arguments, like she needed the conflict to feel connected, to feel alive.


But lately? With me? There’d been no yelling, no clashing. We’d just had this intense sexual encounter, sure, but she felt different. Almost... detached. My desire was overwhelming, but Fury was calm, always in control. She explored me, touched me in ways that made my heart race, and yeah, it was wonderful. But where was the passion? The fire she always brought to everything, to every argument, to every fight?


She stayed in cool the entire time in the closet, never losing herself in the moment, never letting go. I wanted that fire, that all-consuming heat she used to bring into our fights, but instead, I got something quieter, more deliberate. Like she was holding back. Maybe I shouldn’t be complaining. She wasn’t pushing me away, wasn’t fighting me, but it didn’t feel like she was fully giving herself, either. It left me wondering—was that her way of loving me now? With control, without the passion?


BDSM is sexy as hell, but it’s not true intimacy. Not the kind I wished we’d have. The control, the dominance—it was thrilling, sure, but I realized that what I craved wasn’t just her touch. I wanted her to lose herself with me, to let the walls drop. But she never does, does she? The bondage, the power play—it’s all a way to stay in control. Even when she’s right there, touching me, exploring me, she’s holding back.


So now, I’m just left wondering... is there a big fight coming my way? Is this the relative calm before the storm? Is she gearing up to push me away, to throw all that passion and anger at me like she does with everyone else. Or maybe this is us now… I don’t know. It’s weird. So damn weird. I feel closer to her than I’ve ever been, but at the same time, I’m bracing for the moment she burns it all down.


Because that’s the thing with Fury. You get close to her, you think you’re having a real, intimate moment, and then, just when you’re settled in, she pushes you away with a fight. Everyone who gets close to her gets burned. It’s like she can’t handle being vulnerable without throwing up walls of fire to keep people at a safe distance. It’s always been her way or no way. I’ve seen her do it over and over again with Lucifer, and hell, I’ve felt it myself.


The idea sat heavy in my chest, unsettling, confusing… But then I looked at Lucifer, standing too close to her, comforting her with that quiet, almost possessive air. Something about it twisted inside me, and I couldn’t stand it any longer.


I wanted answers.
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AND LUCIFER’S TO BLAME


“Can I have a minute?” I blurted out, pulling Lucifer away. He gave me a curious look, but didn’t resist as I led him into the kitchen.


Once we were alone, as alone as you can get in an open layout, I turned to face him, crossing my arms, trying to steady my voice. “When you said you needed my help, I thought it was about my powers—dreams, astral projection, invading people’s dreams… but you can do all that too, can’t you? You invaded my dream and turned it into a sex dream, Lucifer. You went down on me without my consent.” I felt the words tumble out, sharp and accusing, but I couldn’t stop. “Like some kind of mouth rapist.”


“Mouth rapist?!” He laughed at the audacity of me using the R-word.


“Keep your voice down,” I scolded him, fully aware that voices carried in Gretchen’s condo. “You see me when I’m in a dream. Maybe you always have, and you’ve just pretended not to. And you can travel at the snap of your fingers, you don’t need my ‘help’ for that.”


He held up his hands, amused by my anger. “Okay, you got me. Guilty as charged.”


I stepped closer, frustration boiling over. “So what power do I have that you could possibly want?”


Lucifer raised an eyebrow, his smirk playful, teasing, but I saw the flicker of something deeper in his eyes. “Oh, Joscelyn. You should know this by now.”


I threw my hands up, exasperated. “I don’t know, okay? I really don’t. What the hell do you want from me?”


His smirk faded, his expression shifting to something more serious, something real. He stepped closer, his voice lowering. “You have influence over Fury. That’s what I need.”


I blinked, taken aback. “What? Influence?”


He nodded, his gaze steady, searching mine. “She listens to you. More than anyone else. You think she lets just anyone get close? You’re the key to Fury.”


The weight of his words hit me hard. He wasn’t talking about powers or dreams. He was talking about something deeper—something I hadn’t even realized I had. Influence over the hero of all my novels. My throat tightened, my mind racing. Is that why I’m here? Why all of this is happening?


His eyes softened, and for a brief moment, I saw something vulnerable in the Devil’s gaze. “Because she cares about you. More than you know. And that’s why I need you.”


“But why Fury? Why her? Why is it so important for you to control her? Why does everything between you two turn into a power struggle?”


And then it hit me—the answer, clear as day. He loved her.


Maybe he could never say the words, but it was obvious, really. All this anger, it wasn’t just Fury’s way. It was his. All the bickering, the constant push and pull, the tension between them. It wasn’t about control or history. It was love, twisted up with lust and centuries of resentment. Lucifer couldn’t let her go, and she couldn’t let him in. That’s why he fought her so hard. That’s why he needed me to get closer to her.


Because deep down, he still loved Fury.


Suddenly, the sharp crack of a whip snapped through the air, jolting me out of my thoughts. But this wasn’t just any crack—it started as a deep, rhythmic heartbeat that echoed through the room, building to a crescendo, followed by an unmistakable, orgasmic moan of a woman. I immediately knew it was the the Wicked Whip of Woe.


I spun around, heart racing, and there he was—Kane. Fury had caught him, right there in the middle of the living room, her whip wrapped tight around his waist, the red flames flickering along the length of it, pulsing with a hypnotic rhythm.


Kane snarled, yanking against the restraint, but Fury held firm, her eyes blazing with wild, unyielding fire. “You thought you could slip away again, didn’t you?” she hissed, her voice low and dangerous, the whip tightening with every word. “Not this time.”


His eyes darted around the room, sizing us all up, but his gaze kept coming back to Gretchen, his ex-wife. “You really think this bitch can stop me?” he spat at her, struggling harder against the whip, the flames licking at his ethereal skin.


Fury’s smirk was pure menace. “Oh, I’ve got you, Kane. This time, there’s no running.”


Before I could even process what was happening, Lucifer nearly shoved me aside, his focus locked entirely on Ethan Kane. He stormed past me, all traces of our conversation forgotten, his eyes burning with an intensity that made it clear—he was done talking. This was personal.


“Move,” Lucifer growled at Fury, his voice cold and final as he closed the distance between himself and Kane. Her grip on the whip tightened, her stance rigid, but Lucifer was already stepping into the space between them, his presence looming.


Kane’s eyes flicked from Fury to Lucifer, and I could see the hint of fear creeping into his expression. He knew he was cornered.


Without a word, Lucifer reached for the whip.


Fury shot him a glance but let go, the handle passing to him without hesitation. “Be my guest.”


Lucifer wasted no time. He wrapped the whip tighter around Kane, the magical heartstrings woven through the leather glowing with a deep crimson light. “Now,” Lucifer said, his voice deadly calm. “You’re going to tell the truth.”


Kane struggled, teeth gritted, but the whip pulsed around him. The truth-compelling magick of the Wicked Whip began to work, its grip undeniable.


Lucifer leaned in, his voice low and commanding. “Why are you really here? What do you want from Gretchen?”


Kane’s eyes flickered with resistance, but he couldn’t fight the magick of the whip. His lips twisted, like he was trying to bite back the words, but they spilled out anyway.


“I want my life back. I want my wife back,” he hissed. His eyes darted to Gretchen, then back to Lucifer. “Because she’s mine. She has always been mine, and she dared to leave me.”


Lucifer’s eyes narrowed, but Kane wasn’t finished. His sneer deepened, eyes gleaming with venom. “You think you’re better than me, don’t you?” he spat, his voice full of arrogance. “You think you can save her from me? No, Lucifer. She didn’t escape me. She just traded down.”


Gretchen’s breath hitched, but Kane didn’t back off.


“I thought you were supposed to be Satan—the great and powerful Devil! But what are you, really?” the ghost leaned in, his voice lowering, filled with cold satisfaction. “You’re weak. You’re no alpha. I am the alpha in this room. I’m stronger than you. Because I don’t bow down to women, and I’d certainly never let one control me.”


He flicked his gaze back to Gretchen, his smirk cruel. “At least I had the balls to keep her in line.”


Lucifer’s eyes turned red with rage, his anger raising the temperature of the room.


Kane glared into the Devil’s eyes without fear, every word a deliberate strike. “You’re pathetic. You let her dominate you. That whore used you, you stupid cuck. Don’t you see? She wanted you to kill me. And you gladly did her dirty work for her.” He paused, letting the weight of it settle. “Tell me, Lucifer—how does it feel? How does it feel to be a slave to her whims? To kneel before her?”


Lucifer’s grip on the whip tightened, the leather creaking under the pressure of his clenched fists. The flames licking at the end of the whip flickered and burned brighter.


“You think you’re the King of Hell?” Kane’s smirk only widened as he sneered. “Look at you now. You’re just her lapdog.”


Lucifer’s eyes flared, glowing like red-hot lava. His body tensed, muscles coiling, and without warning, his form began to shift—violently. His red silk robe burned away, revealing crimson skin marred with ancient scars. His wings exploded outward, massive and charred, glowing at the tips with hellfire. His horns extended, curling upward like the crown of a true king. The very air around him thickened with heat, warping reality and suffocating everyone in the room.


Kane’s cruel smirk faltered, his bravado faltering at the sight of Satan’s transformation.


Without a word, the Devil lunged, moving faster than human eyes could follow. His massive claws wrapped around Kane’s ethereal form, and with a deafening roar that shook the room, Lucifer tore him apart—limb from limb, effortlessly shredding the ghost as though he was made of tissue paper.


But Lucifer didn’t stop. He tore the pieces of Kane’s soul apart again and again, the wrath in his eyes unmatched, until all that was left was a faint whisper of dark mist dissipating into nothingness. Kane’s mockery, his insults, his essence—gone, obliterated by the Devil in his true, terrifying form.


After the carnage, Satan’s breath came in harsh, fiery bursts, his wings casting massive shadows that danced across the living room. His transformation had been fast, brutal, and devastating.


And then, just as quickly as it began, the punishment was over. The King of Hell had reasserted his dominance, leaving no trace of Kane behind.
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NO REASON TO TRUST WALLPAPER


Gretchen’s hands flew to her mouth, her eyes wide with terror as she took in the sight of the beast Lucifer had become—and the spiritual slaughter of Kane.


“No... no, no, no!” she whimpered, backing away, her breaths coming in short, panicked gasps. And then she broke, turning on her heel and bolting out of the room, tears streaming down her face.


“Gretchen!” Lucifer called after her as he followed, but it was no use. She was gone, her bare footsteps echoing through the hallway as she ran away from him.


I chased after them, struggling to keep up with the sound of her sobs. She darted into the bedroom, but didn’t stop there. By the time I reached the doorway, she had already disappeared into the master bath.


She stumbled into the bathroom, the door slamming behind her as she locked herself inside, screaming, “Leave me alone!”


“Gretchen, wait!” Lucifer pounded on the door, hearing her sobs from the other side. “Gretchen, let me in!”


Her crying only grew louder, hysterical, like she couldn’t breathe. Whatever had snapped inside her, there was no pulling her back from right now.


His monstrous fist hammered against the door again, his voice low but desperate. “Gretchen, open the door! It’s me... please, let me in.”


But his scary voice, still carrying the weight of his beastly transformation, only made her sobs sharper, more frantic. She gasped between her cries, terrified by him. “Go away!” she screamed, her voice broken. “Just go away, Lucifer!”


His anger and frustration flickered for a moment, but then, slowly, he regained control. His voice softened, that familiar charm creeping back into his tone. “Gretchen, darling... it’s just me. You know me. I’m not going to hurt you. I never would.”


He leaned his forehead against the door, horns scraping wood, his voice a soothing whisper now. “Please, Gretchen. I’m sorry you had to see me like that. I never wanted you to... It was just Kane. He pushed me. I had to deal with him.” His words dripped with regret, but no amount of coaxing could calm her.


On the other side of the door, Gretchen’s sobs became ragged, as if the very act of hearing his voice made it worse. “No, no... stay away!”


It was a warning.


This could be me one day. Panicked, broken, terrified by the very man I’d thought would protect me. Watching the scene, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of foreboding, as if the thin line between love and fear was something I hadn’t fully grasped until now.


Lucifer’s jaw tightened, frustration building as his usual charm failed him. With every word, he could feel her slipping further away. Sensing the moment, I stepped around his wing, placing a gentle hand on his hulking shoulder. His body remained tense, barely holding back his growing irritation.


I leaned in and whispered, “Let me talk to her.”


For a moment, he didn’t move, his gaze locked on the door as if he could will it open. I realized then that if he wanted to, he could just snap his fingers and reappear on the other side of that door. The thought sent a chill through me. He could bypass all of this, all the fear and panic Gretchen was feeling, and force his way into her space with nothing but a thought. But that would only terrify her more.


He knew that—we both knew that.


The flicker of remorse in his eyes grew, and he nodded slowly, stepping back. His defeat hung heavy in the air, and as he withdrew, the tension in the room eased slightly. But it didn’t escape me that, despite his retreat, his power was still there, lingering beneath the surface.


I gestured with my hands, gently urging him to leave. “Just go,” I whispered, my voice softer now. “I’ll take care of this.”


Lucifer hesitated, his gaze lingering on the door like he couldn’t quite let go. I could see the weight pressing down on him, the frustration giving way to something deeper—exposure, vulnerability. The thought crossed my mind again—how easily he could break through if he wanted, how easily he could invade someone’s space, someone’s life, someone’s mind. But for once, he didn’t.


His broad red shoulders sagged, the defeat settling in like a heavy cloak. He nodded slowly, a sad, distant look in his red eyes, as though even he wasn’t sure how he’d ended up here—on the outside, powerless, with no way in.


And then, without a word, he snapped his fingers and disappeared. The room felt hollow in his absence, the smell of brimstone lingering like a ghost. I had no idea where he went, and for the first time, I wasn’t sure if even sure I cared.


I took a deep breath, turning back to the door and knocking softly, careful not to startle her further. My voice low, calm, I said, “Hey, Gretchen, it’s me... Joss.”


Her sobs quieted just a bit, though I could still hear her uneven breathing on the other side.


“Who?” Gretchen’s voice cracked through the door, raw and shaky, laced with confusion and fear. “Who are you?”


For a moment, I froze. I hadn’t even thought about it—of course she didn’t know who I was. I’d been following Fury’s lead for so long, in and out of dreams, hunting ghosts, getting tangled in demonic messes, that I’d forgotten I’d been practically invisible in Gretchen’s world. To her, I was just an uninvited houseguest, some stranger standing outside her bathroom door, trying to talk her down from the worst 24 hours of her life.


I swallowed, suddenly feeling the weight of how small my role really was in all of this. She didn’t know me. We’d never met in the real world. I was just... there, like an extra. Someone in the background, caught in the whirlwind of her drama, her pain, her torment.


I leaned gently against the door, taking a deep breath. “I’m Joss... Joscelyn, I’m a friend of…” I was going to say, ‘Fury’s’ but stopped myself, realizing something important—Gretchen didn’t know Fury either. My mind raced, scrambling for a connection. “I’m... a friend of... Lucifer’s?”


The words felt strange coming out of my mouth, but what else could I say? It was the only connection Gretchen and I had.


The silence from the other side of the door grew heavier, and I wasn’t sure if that made things better or worse. The weight of my own awkwardness pressed down on me. Of course she didn’t trust me—I’d only been in the background, like wallpaper. She had no reason to trust wallpaper.


“I know this is a lot,” I added softly, trying to keep my voice steady. “But I’m not here to hurt you. I just want to help.”


Another pause. My heart pounded in the silence, hoping she wouldn’t push me away completely. “Please, Gretchen... just let me in. We don’t have to talk about Lucifer. He’s gone now. It’s safe. I’m here for you. That’s all.”


Much to my surprise, I heard the door unlock, then it slowly creaked open. I held my breath, my heart pounding as the door cracked just wide enough for me to glimpse Gretchen’s tear-streaked face, full of fear. She didn’t speak, but the look in her bloodshot eyes said everything.


This wasn’t over—not by a long shot.
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DROPPING THE ORGY BOMB


In the living room, the silence between Fury and Aladiah was thick and awkward. The remnants of Camilla and Kane still hung in the air, but the purpose that had once driven the hunt, seemed to be slipping away.


Aladiah glanced around, his arms crossed, brow furrowed in thought. “Well,” he muttered to himself, “Kane’s gone. Camilla’s gone. What am I still doing here?”


He shifted uncomfortably on the sofa, stealing a glance at Fury. She bent down to pick up her whip, winding it into a tight coil before snapping it over her shoulder. Her thoughts were elsewhere, barely acknowledging his presence, and Aladiah’s frustration was starting to boil over. Despite his aloof attitude in front of the Devil, the love potion still coursed through his veins, clouding his mind and narrowing his focus on one thing—Fury’s affection.


And she wouldn’t give him a second glance.


He huffed, running a hand through his long curly hair. “You know,” he began, his voice cutting through the room, “I could just leave. Right now. There’s really no reason for me to stick around anymore.”


Fury knelt beside Camio’s lifeless body, her shoulders slumped as silent tears slipped down her cheeks. Her hand rested on his chest, fingers curling into the scorched fabric of his shirt as if she could somehow hold onto him. But he was gone. The weight of his death pressed down on her like a stone, and all the fiery anger that usually burned so bright inside her had dulled to embers.


She barely noticed the cherub approaching until he knelt down beside her. His presence was soft at first, almost comforting, but something lingered beneath it. The love potion—its effects still humming through both of them, twisting their emotions, blurring the lines between grief, desire, and confusion.


“Fury...” Aladiah’s voice was low, almost gentle, as he reached out to place a hand on her shoulder.


She didn’t look up, her gaze still fixed on Camio’s face, her chest tight with a heartache she hadn’t expected to hit this hard. “He’s gone,” she whispered, her voice cracking under the weight of her loss.


The angel’s grip on her shoulder tightened slightly. “I know,” he said softly. “I’m sorry.”


For a moment, they sat there in silence, the tension building between them, thick with unspoken feelings. Then, without warning, Aladiah’s hand slid down her arm, his touch lingering a little too long, a little too intimate. Fury’s breath hitched, but she didn’t pull away, lost in her grief, her mind clouded by the remnants of the love potion.


“I’m still here,” he murmured, his voice taking on a new edge. “You’re not alone.”


Fury finally looked up at him, her tear-streaked face a mix of sorrow and confusion. “Aladiah...” she began, but her voice trailed off as his hand moved to her cheek, brushing a tear away with a tenderness that felt wrong, out of place.


He leaned in closer, his eyes dark with desire, the love potion still twisting inside him. “We’ve been through a lot together,” he whispered, his lips hovering just inches from hers. “I could help you forget... just for a little while.”


Fury’s heart raced, her mind spinning between the depths of her grief and the seductive pull of the love potion. Part of her wanted to give in, to lose herself in the comfort the angel was offering, to numb the pain just for a little while. But another part—the part that still ached for Cameo—held her back, refusing to let her forget what she had lost.


She had, after all, seen both of them—Cameo and Aladiah—under the influence of the potion. It clouded everything, twisting emotions, blurring the lines between want and need, between comfort and desire.


She pulled away slightly, shaking her head. “This isn’t right, Aladiah,” she said, her voice thick with emotion. “Not now.”


But his grip tightened just a little, his gaze intent. “Why not?” he whispered, his voice commanding. “You don’t have to be strong all the time.”


Her breath hitched again, her resolve wavering. She felt the heat of his breath on her skin, the way his hand held her as if he could keep her from falling apart. The potion was making everything so much more complicated.


And then, before she could fully process the turmoil swirling inside her, Aladiah closed the distance between them. His hands cupped her face, and, despite everything—the grief, the confusion, the wrongness of it—Fury didn’t pull away.


Their lips met in a slow, hesitant kiss. Fury felt the roughness of Aladiah’s beard against her skin, a contrast to the softness of his lips. It wasn’t passion—it was something else entirely. A desperate need to forget, if only for a moment.


Miraculously, the ache in Fury’s chest dulled, her mind quieted. But deep down, she knew this wasn’t the answer.


It couldn’t be.


Before their kiss could deepen, something stirred in the shadows. Fury pulled back, her breath catching in her throat as a familiar chill swept through the room. The air thickened, and from the shadows, a dark fog began to materialize, swirling like smoke. Fury’s heart pounded, the brief reprieve from her grief shattered by the sinister presence creeping toward them.


Camilla.


Her essence, never fully gone, grew from the darkness, twisting and coiling as it took form. Fury’s eyes widened, watching as it grew darker, more substantial, filling the room with a creeping dread.


Aladiah stepped back, eyes narrowing in confusion. “She’s... back?” he muttered, his voice low and wary.


But this time, Camilla wasn’t alone.


The darkness pulsed, alive with some kind of wicked energy as it fused with something else. Fury’s stomach churned as she realized what was happening. Kane hadn’t just vanished when Lucifer tore him apart—tiny bits of his evil essence had stuck around, waiting, merging with Camilla’s twisted soul.


They were turning into something new, something more dangerous. The smoke thickened, swirling and expanding, until two clouds started to blend into one. Camilla’s familiar smirk flickered into view, her ethereal eyes blazing with fresh power. But there was more—something darker in the way her features sharpened, her ghostly presence heavier, more menacing.


“They’ve merged,” Fury whispered, horror creeping up her spine. “Kane… and Camilla.”


Aladiah’s eyes widened in shock as the truth settled in. “Is the witch possessing a ghost now?”


“Seems that way,” Fury replied.


“CamillaKane,” the cherub gasped in awe. “A ghost witch from Hell.”


Fury’s hand shot to her side, fingers curling around the handle of the Wicked Whip of Woe. The heartstrings thrummed with energy, responding as she flicked it free. “Not today, witch,” she growled, her eyes burning with determination.


Aladiah dashed behind the sofa, his movements quick and precise. In a flash, he had his crossbow, ready for action. “You know, I’m starting to hate ghosts,” he muttered, nocking a bolt in place. “They’re so clingy.”


CamillaKane’s smirk deepened, her voice echoing through the room in a haunting blend of both ambition and rage. “Oh, you two are adorable. Do you really think you can stop me?”


Fury snapped the whip, the Crack of Aphrodite reverberating through the room, ending with an orgasmic female moan. The sound seemed to momentarily disorient the ghost, but she quickly recovered, laughing as her form twisted and swirled.


CamillaKane hissed, her ghostly figure flickering between solid and smoke. “You are contractually bound to grant my wish, Fury.”


“Not gonna happen.”


“Then you will be damned.”


Fury lunged, the whip cracking again as it wrapped around the specter’s leg. For a second, the form of the witch jerked, her smug expression faltering.


“Gotcha!” Fury grinned, but it was short-lived. The spirit dissolved into vapor, slipping through the whip’s hold.


That’s when Gretchen and I came back. I had finally coaxed her to come out of the bathroom, reassuring her that she would be safe, though I wasn’t entirely sure myself. As we stepped into the living room, we froze, our mouths hanging open as the chaos unfolded before us.


Her grip on my hand tightened, her eyes wide with terror. I could feel her instinct to bolt again, to retreat to the safety of the bathroom and lock herself away from this nightmare. Gretchen took a step back, ready to run, but I held her hand firmly.


“You can’t run away from this,” I said, my voice steady, though inside I was just as rattled. “This is our reality now.”


Aladiah released a bolt, the arrow flying straight through the ghost’s form, passing through her ethereal body without resistance. It sailed across the room and buried itself in the canvas of a high-priced piece of modern art, the frame wobbling as it absorbed the impact.


CamillaKane glanced at the painting, a smirk curling on her lips. “You’ll have to do better than that, Cupid,” she mocked, her laughter echoing through the room.


Fury rolled her eyes. “How about you actually hit her?”


“I did,” Aladiah snapped back, loading another bolt as he moved swiftly, trying to get a better angle. “I’m a very good shot!”


Gretchen’s breath hitched, her gaze darting between Fury, Aladiah, and the arrow buried in the wall—just inches from her head. Her heart pounded as she stared at the shaft, realizing how close it had come. Instead of piercing her skull, it had lodged itself in her prized painting, still a devastating blow. I could see the panic rising in her again, but I squeezed her hand gently, grounding her.


“We face the darkness together,” I whispered, more for her than for me.


CamillaKane spun, her laughter becoming a low, menacing growl. “You can’t kill what’s already dead, sweetheart.”


With a quick flick of the wrist, Fury’s whip lashed out again, aiming for the center of the swirling mass. “Stay still, you hag!”


The room seemed to grow colder, darker, as a fog enveloped the space. Fury snapped the whip again, but CamillaKane dispersed into smoke, disappearing into the fog just before the whip could land.


“Enough games!” Fury snarled, her frustration boiling over.


Something clicked in her memory—Chester’s charm. He’d said it was designed to banish spirits straight into their holding cell. Thrown in as part of the Wicked Sick deal. Fury’s heart raced as she looked down at the handle of the whip. The power was etched in there, but how was she supposed to invoke it?


“He never told me the words,” Fury muttered under her breath, gripping the handle of the whip tighter. Panic bubbled up as she studied the symbol on the handle. “Chester never explained how the charm works.”


Aladiah, catching the panic in her voice, stepped closer. “It’s a charm, right?” he asked. “I think it’s usually something in Enochian.”


“Enochian?” Fury’s brow furrowed. She had heard of it but had no idea how to use it. “I don’t speak Enochian!”


The angel’s eyes flickered with realization. “Wait... I think I’ve got it. It’s ‘Bazir Ganethor.’ It’s used to bind spirits. Say it!”


Without hesitation, Fury raised the whip high, aiming at the ghost and shouting, “Bazir Ganethor!”


The whip cracked through the air, its sound reverberating like thunder, infused with the power of the charm. CamillaKane’s form flickered, the fog surrounding her twisting and writhing as if trying to resist. But it was too late. The the whip snagged her, pulling her toward the vortex forming in the center of the room.


Her voice screeched, filled with rage and disbelief. “No! You can’t—grant my wish!”


“I said no,” Fury growled. “And no means no.”


CamillaKane was sucked into the vortex, her ghostly form disappearing with a futile howl of protest. The living room fell silent, the fog gone.


Fury let out a breath, her hands trembling slightly as she lowered the whip. “Well… that worked,” she muttered. “I think.”


Aladiah grinned, still holding his crossbow. “That’ll teach her to underestimate us.”


Finally, the fog dissipated, the air suddenly still, but the tension lingered, thick and heavy. Suddenly, Gretchen’s eyes widened, her hand flying to her mouth as she glanced at the clock on the wall.


“Oh my God,” she whispered, her voice shaky. “The orgy… I’m supposed to host tonight at the club.”


“Orgy?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. So that’s what Lucifer had been looking forward to this weekend.


She looked around the room—at the chaos, at Camio’s dead body, at the broken artwork, at Fury still holding the whip, and at me standing there, trying to keep her grounded. Everything that had just happened was still sinking in, but now there was a different kind of panic in her eyes.


“I need to get ready,” she said, her voice rising in a mix of disbelief and desperation. “I don’t know if I can—”


“Wait a minute. Do you mean orgy as in a big group sex party?” Fury asked. “Because orgy is a helluva big bomb to drop right now.”


“Is there another kind?” Gretchen replied.


I squeezed her hand again, maybe more uncertain than she was, trying to encourage her. “You’ve got this. We’ll be right there with you—all night.”


“You will?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, still unsure.


Before I could answer, Fury stepped up, her whip coiled over her shoulder. She elbowed the cherub, smirking. “Of course we will. Ain’t that right, Aladiah?”


The angel sighed, still clutching his crossbow, trying to play it cool. “Yeah, yeah. Big orgy. Can’t wait,” he muttered, back to playing it cool again, though his eyes flickered over to Fury, betraying more than just a hint of interest. He wasn’t leaving anytime soon—not while she’d be there.


As Gretchen started talking about sex party plans, my thoughts drifted, swirling in a confusion I didn’t want to face. Despite everything I knew was good and right, a part of me still hoped that Lucifer would be there.


And no matter how much I tried to fight it… I had to admit, I still wanted him.
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REFLECTIONS OF A DOMINATRIX


I glanced at Gretchen in her Hollywood mirror, her reflection stunning—every detail of her outfit and makeup meticulously perfect. Yet her hands trembled ever so slightly as she reached for the lipgloss.


She’d transformed her spare bedroom into a gigantic dressing room. Racks of clothing filled the space, sorted by material—leather, lace, satin, velvet—each piece more extravagant than the last. The walls were covered in wigs, every shade of blonde, brunette, red, raven, and neon. Shelves groaned under the weight of shoes—heels, boots, platforms—enough to fill a store, and in the corner, a well-lit dressing area stood before a trifold mirror.


Gretchen sat at her vanity, bathed in soft light, adjusting the long blonde wig on her head. She looked like a living mannequin, surrounded by all the trappings of power and seduction, but the way her hands trembled as she brushed a strand of hair from her face betrayed her calm exterior.


“You look... amazing,” I said, and I meant it.


“Do I?” Her voice was tight, controlled. She pressed the gloss to her lips, the slick sheen creating a wet look. But her eyes—those eyes framed by heavy cat-eye liner and thick false lashes—didn’t shine. They stared back at her in the mirror, vacant. “Amazing. Right.”


“You do,” I insisted, stepping closer. “You’re beautiful.”


She scoffed, tossing the lipgloss back on the counter, then reached up to adjust the long blonde wig perched on her head. The hair was nothing like her usual short, spiky platinum cut—it flowed down past her shoulders in soft waves, the kind that looked glamorous on the outside but felt foreign to her.


“It’s not for me. It’s for them. I’m just… playing a role,” she muttered, tugging at the wig as if it didn’t belong.


I paused, not sure what to say. The words were there, but her face, the flawless mask she wore, made it harder for me to speak. “It’s just one night. You’ve got this.”


Her laugh was bitter, cold. “One night, right. I’m dressed like a fucking goddess, and I feel like I’m about to fall apart.” She blinked rapidly, staring hard at her reflection as if willing herself to keep it together. “You ever put on so much armor you forget who’s underneath?”


I didn’t answer. I didn’t need to. The tears she was fighting back told me everything.


Gretchen let out a shaky breath, her fingers tracing the edge of the mirror. “I don’t even recognize this person. Why does it all feel so... wrong?”


I watched her adjust the wig again, her fingers fidgeting with the strands like she was trying to make it feel right. It didn’t. I could see it all over her face.


“I’m gonna ask,” I said, stepping a little closer. “What do you mean, playing a role?”


Gretchen’s eyes dropped from the mirror as she exhaled sharply. “You know, I started out in this scene because of Ethan. After he’d raped and beaten me so many times… for the first year after our divorce, I couldn’t even think about having sex, let alone do it.”


She paused, her fingers absently tracing the edge of the dressing table. “I don’t know… I needed a way to take back control, to feel like I had the power for once. Dressing up, putting on this persona, performing in front of a crowd—it felt safe. There were always witnesses, lots of them. The wigs hid my identity while he was still out there, stalking. At first, I only played with women, so I didn’t feel threatened. It was like I could breathe again, even if it was only at the club.”


Her voice grew quieter, more distant. “It was the only way I could have sex and not feel like I was reliving every fucking horrible thing he did to me. The audience, the costume, the lights, the music… it distanced me from it all. Made it feel like a show. It wasn’t me.”


She looked up at the mirror again, her eyes shadowed with old pain. “At first, it was just survival. Then… I got good at it. Real good. The offers came, clients started paying big money—men, mostly—but women too. They paid obscene amounts for me to dominate them, control them, punish them.”


Gretchen adjusted the wig yet again, her movements mechanical. “Powerful people… CEOs, producers, politicians—people with real authority who make tough decisions all day long—they often want to be sexually submissive. It’s like a little mental vacation for them. They get tired of being in control all the time. They want to switch off their brain, let go, and cum. That’s where I come in. I’m their break from the world.”


I stared at her in the mirror for a moment, the pieces clicking into place in my head. I leaned back, crossing my arms. “Oh... now it makes sense.”


She looked up at me, confused. “What does?”


“That’s why Lucifer’s so into you,” I said, the realization settling in. “He’s the king of control, right? Always has to be the one in charge. But with you? You flip the whole damn script. You give him a safe place to be... well, just to be. You let him feel what it’s like to let go, even if it’s just for a little while.”


I shook my head, a dry laugh slipping out. “Of course he loves that. He doesn’t get that from anyone else. Now I get it. That’s why he found you... and why he wants to protect you.”


She let out a bitter laugh, brushing a stray strand of the wig behind her ear. “But all I’ve been is an… instrument. I fulfill submission fantasies of the rich and powerful. They think it’s all about their needs. Lucifer’s the same. He’s just... literally my biggest client. But I need to be in control. It’s the only way I can even touch someone without feeling like I’m going to shatter.”


“I get it, Gretchen. My life’s been a total mess for the past year, and honestly? The idea of having control for once—especially over the Devil himself—sounds pretty damn tempting.”


As soon as the words came out of my mouth, I heard it—his voice, smooth and dark, slipping into my mind like smoke.


~I heard that, Joscelyn.~


I froze, my breath catching in my throat. Of course, he’d show up now. Right in the middle of this. He always knew when to slip into my head at the worst possible moment.


Would you like that? I shot back at him in my thoughts, trying to keep my face neutral as Gretchen sat there, unaware of the conversation happening in my head. Would you like me to dominate you?


~Oh, yes, I’m game if you are.~


My stomach twisted. Great, now I was stuck having this flirty back-and-forth with Lucifer while Gretchen was pouring her heart out right in front of me. I swallowed hard, trying to refocus on the dressing room, on her. She had no idea I was mentally trapped between worlds and kept talking, her voice raw and fragile in a way I’d never heard before.


“I just... don’t know if I can do this right now.” Her eyes had drifted back to the mirror, staring at herself like she was looking for answers she didn’t want to find. “Everything’s out of control now. I can’t control anything. Not one thing. And it terrifies me.”


I forced a smile, trying to hide the rush Lucifer’s attention had created in me. “I’m sure everything will be fine,” I said, even though I wasn’t so sure anymore. “You’re a pro.”


Gretchen didn’t respond right away. She just stared at her reflection in the mirror, her expression hollow. After a long silence, she whispered, “What good is being in control, if I can’t say no when I need to?”


“That’s a valid question.”


“I don’t think I want to do this anymore.”


Her words hung in the air, heavy, almost final. Part of me wanted to shrug. If she quit, no orgy, no problem. She had every right. But another part of me—driven by this strange curiosity, this need to see it all. To do it all. I wasn’t ready for the dominatrix to walk away because she was the only one who could show me what was going to happen behind those closed doors tonight.


And I had to know.
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THE SCENE AT CLUB LIBERTINE


Gretchen’s words lingered in the air, but I felt the familiar tug in the back of my mind—Lucifer wasn’t done with me. His presence was stronger now, more insistent, like he was pushing for something beyond a flirtatious exchange. I couldn’t shake it.


“I, uh... I need a minute,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “Can I use your bathroom?”


Gretchen blinked, startled out of her own thoughts. “Yeah, sure. You know where it is.”


I nodded and quickly excused myself, slipping down the hallway and through the master bedroom. As soon as I stepped inside the luxurious bathroom, I locked the door behind me. The long mirror above the double sink caught my eye, and I leaned in for a closer look. My reflection blurred, the room around me fading until it wasn’t just me I saw anymore.


It was him.


Lucifer. He was at Club Libertine, overseeing every detail for the night’s event. Dressed in a sharp, perfectly tailored tuxedo that hugged his frame, he radiated power. Instead of a bow tie, he wore a sleek red silk tie, the only break in the smooth, all black ensemble. His sharp gaze scanned the club as staff bustled around him, each movement under his watchful control.


“We’re opening the doors in five minutes. Where’s the human rug? Has anyone seen the human rug?” he barked, and immediately, a very hairy shirtless man in a zipped gimp mask suddenly appeared. He positioned himself inside a 2x4 frame on the floor, sliding his legs under one of the ramps and tucking his head beneath the other. Once he was in place, his chest was exposed, ready for the women to walk across him with their bare feet.


Lucifer nodded with satisfaction before turning to another set of workers. “The topless bartenders, where are they?”


As if on cue, two women appeared behind the bar, their bodies bare from the waist up. The club didn’t have a liquor license—sex clubs rarely did—so the bartenders weren’t there to serve drinks in the traditional sense. Instead, they organized the guests’ BYOB bottles, numbering each one and handing out matching tokens. Later, when someone wanted an adult beverage, the bartenders would simply pour the drinks from the bottles the guest brought in. No alcohol sold, just managed.


Lucifer continued moving, each step precise, each demand met without hesitation. “Let’s go through the playlist,” he barked, grabbing the tablet from the sound crew. He scrolled through the selections, his eyes narrowing as he made adjustments. “I want heavy industrial metal, some acid trance... songs that rattle their bones. Throbbing bass. Make sure it’s the sexiest, dirtiest stuff you got.”


His fingers moved quickly over the screen. “And a separate playlist for the pole,” he added, his voice commanding as he handed the tablet back. “Something to encourage the women to jump up on that stage and dance. I want the beats to make the room vibrate.”


Every corner of the club buzzed with preparations, the energy shifting to meet his exacting standards. I could practically feel the anticipation in the air as he moved through the place, checking each darkly luxurious detail as if orchestrating a symphony of lust and control.


And then, as if sensing me across the veil of reality, he looked straight through the mirror, locking eyes with me.


~We need to talk, Joscelyn.~ His voice was smooth, commanding, and it left no room for argument.


I gripped the edge of the sink, the warmth of his presence wrapping around me as I whispered, “What do you want, Lucifer?”


~I want what you want.~


I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of his words pressing against my mind. “I’m not sure I’m ready,” I muttered, my voice barely steady.


~Oh, you’re ready, Joscelyn.~ His voice curled around my thoughts, dark and confident, as if he already knew me better than I knew myself. ~You’ve been ready for a long time.~


An announcement crackled over the sound system, clear and commanding. “The doors are now open. Welcome to Club Libertine!”


A shift rippled through the air, like the room itself was holding its breath. Then, as if on cue, “Spitfire” by The Prodigy blasted through the speakers, the bass pounding so hard it vibrated in my chest. That opening line hit repeatedly, “If I was in World War Two, they’d call me Spitfire.”


And then they came.


Celebrities, demons, and everyone else who’d been waiting in line outside, strutting in like a parade of horny, leather-and-latex-clad freaks. Their outfits ranged from sleek, seductive designs to full-on kink gear—collars, chains, gimp suits, and masks. Some had horns, others wings or glowing eyes. It was an intoxicating parade of supernatural creatures and humans, all with one thing in common: they were ready to indulge.


As the crowd streamed in, Lucifer’s voice slithered into my mind again, smug and satisfied. Of course I helped curate the guest list. Gretchen made sure Hollywood’s kinkiest would be here, and I’ve invited all the demons with the beastliest endowments. His words dripped with amusement. Moloch with his massive bull dick, Orobus with his horse dick, and naturally, Sitri had to make the cut. She inflames desire everywhere she goes—perfect for getting people nude in a hurry. A must-have for a night like this.


He paused, letting the mental image settle in before continuing. I thought about inviting my cherub friends, but decided no angels tonight. Well, except for me, of course. But I’m not like those goody-goody angels. We definitely don’t need someone like Patience spoiling our naughty fun, not tonight.


The energy pulsed through the room, rising with every beat, every step. High heels clicked on the floor, bodies pressed together, and the air itself felt electric. Lucifer watched from his place, overseeing it all, his eyes glinting with satisfaction. This was his domain, and tonight, it was filled with hungry souls eager to lose themselves in whatever twisted pleasures awaited.


The night had officially begun.


And we were still at Gretchen’s place.
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LATE FOR HER OWN ORGY


In a strange switching of roles, there was a soft knock on the door. Gretchen. I had locked her out this time. I sighed and unlocked the door, opening it just a crack. “Yeah, sure, what’s up?”


She stood there, her face pale, shoulders slumped like she was carrying the weight of the world. “Look, I just... I’m not in the mood.” She shook her head, her voice wavering. “I mean, after all, I was just raped last night. I just... I don’t feel sexy. I don’t want to act sexy.”


I stared at her, not sure what to say.


“I can’t do this tonight,” she continued, her eyes brimming with exhaustion. “I don’t want to disappoint my guests, but I can’t do this right now.”


I hesitated. “Okay, so... what does that mean? Is your story over?”


“Not over, just taking a break.” She rubbed her hands together, avoiding my gaze. “Maybe you could host for me tonight? You said earlier that you understood... that dominating Lucifer sounded tempting. Maybe you have a knack for it.”


I blinked. “Oh, no. No, I don’t think I can pull that off. This is way too big for my first time. I was just planning to watch.”


“You like to watch?”


“Yeah, you could say that.”


Gretchen sighed, a little desperate now. “What about your girlfriend. She’s got the right vibe.”


“Fury? Well, uh, I guess you could ask her. I think she’s just hanging out in the living room with Aladiah.” I paused, thinking it over for a second. The image of Fury as a dominatrix flashed through my mind—her in full control, commanding the club with that fierce attitude of hers. It was hard not to find the idea intriguing, maybe even a little exciting. I felt a rush of curiosity spark inside me, and before I knew it, I nodded. “Okay, let’s go talk to her.”


Without another word, we headed for the living room, hoping Fury would have some kind of solution. We found her sprawled on the couch with Aladiah, both of them glued to an episode of Californication playing on the TV. Fury, ever calm and composed, barely looked up as Hank Moody seduced yet another sexy LA woman half his age. The scene on screen was about one step shy of soft-core porn. Fury finally raised an eyebrow when we walked in, clearly sensing the tension in the room.


“So,” she said, not missing a beat, “what’s the crisis this time?”


Gretchen shifted uncomfortably, glancing at me before speaking. “I can’t host tonight. I just... I don’t have it in me.”


Fury looked from Gretchen to me, then back again, her expression neutral. “And you need me to... what, exactly? Step in?”


Gretchen nodded weakly. “I thought... maybe you could take over.”


Fury leaned back, crossing her arms, her eyes narrowing with that familiar, piercing intensity. “Let me get this straight. You’re asking me to host an orgy?”


“Yeah,” she replied. “I’ll go… offer advice. But I don’t want to be in the spotlight.”


“Is Lucifer going to be there?”


I nodded, biting my lip, not wanting to giveaway how I knew. “I’m sure—”


“Oh, he’ll be there,” Gretchen said. “He never misses one of my events.”


Fury sighed, her eyes flicking between us. “I could do it. But let’s be clear—you don’t just ‘step in’ for something like this. If I’m doing it, I’m doing it my way. No holding back. This is Lucifer we’re talking about. If you’re gonna stand in the ring with him, you better be ready to fight.”


“Spoken like a true dominatrix,” Gretchen chuckled, her eyes filled with hope for the first time since we met.


Fury stood, her eyes blazing with a quiet, dangerous confidence. “Are you both ready for that?”


I glanced at Gretchen, unsure. But Fury’s tone left little room for negotiation, so I nodded.


“Alright, great, we’ve made an agreement... but this Cinderella doesn’t have a dress for the ball,” Fury said, glancing down at her motorcycle jacket and denim, looking more ready for a bar brawl than an orgy. “Hook me up?”


“No time to waste. Let’s go.” Gretchen motioned for us to follow. “I’m sure I’ve got something for you too, Joss.”


I looked down at my jeans, t-shirt, and beat-up Chucks and realized it would never do. And Aladiah—well, the cherub was still lounging around in a diaper, which might actually fit in, considering the crowd.


Gretchen led us into her massive dressing room, and Fury gasped, clearly impressed. “This looks like something straight out of a backstage dream.”


“Alright, let’s start with you, Joss,” Gretchen said, grabbing an black satin corset with red rose embroidery from the rack and tossing it my way. “This will work.”


“You got any padding?” I asked.


“Sure,” she said shoving two bra inserts at me. “Here you go.”


“Uh, I only need one…”


I slid into the corset, adjusting it with the push-up pad on my right side to even out my chest. Gretchen tightened the laces, pulling everything into place so my breasts sat perfectly, the padding hidden beneath the fabric pushing everything up just right. My tattoo of Fury’s sigil was proudly on display. It was the best my tits had looked since before my surgery.


Next came the high-waisted leather skirt that hugged my hips with a slit up the back, and fishnet stockings that clung to my legs. She handed me a pair of thigh-high PVC platform boots, the kind that made you feel like you owned the room just by standing there. I slipped them on, the eight-inch platform heels making me tower, and when I stood up, I felt... powerful. I walked across the room, and even though the boots made me taller than I’d ever been, I strode with confidence, like I was born in them.


Gretchen smirked. “Perfect.”


She added the finishing touches—a heavy chain necklace with a great big gothic cross hanging from it, the dark metal glinting against my skin, with a red ruby embedded in the center that caught the light. That final piece made my look scream both power and danger.


I caught a glimpse of myself in the vanity mirror, fully transformed. The confidence surged in me as I stood there in the corset, the skirt, the boots. It wasn’t just the outfit—it was the whole vibe that came with it. Gretchen knew what she was doing.


“There,” she said, stepping back and admiring her work. “Just tease and spray your hair, add a little eye makeup, and you’ll be ready to kill it.”


And I believed her. I felt like a sex monster, and I was ready to own that shit.


Fury stepped up next, arms crossed, giving Gretchen a look that said she didn’t care much for the dressing up part but was willing to play along. Gretchen sized her up quickly, rifling through the racks until she pulled out something that screamed Fury: a barely-there leather harness top, crisscrossing over her chest, leaving most of her skin exposed but still managing to look fierce rather than vulnerable.


She handed it to Fury with a smirk. “You’ll want this.”


The top was paired with a short, flouncy, pleated micro-miniskirt that barely covered her ass. Thigh-high boots with chunky heels, complete with metal buckles running up the sides, completed the badass look. Every detail on Fury’s outfit gave off raw, unapologetic power. The boots, the exposed skin, the leather—she looked like she was ready to fight her way through whatever came next, and look damned good doing it.


Gretchen added a spiked choker around Fury’s neck for good measure, the sharp edges glinting under the bright lights. “Something tells me you’ll need this,” she said, smirking as she adjusted it.


Fury grabbed her whip and stood in front of the mirror, the leather gleaming against her skin, her tattoos framed perfectly by the straps of her harness. She looked like a warrior from another realm—dangerous, sexy, and utterly in control. She glanced at me, then back at her reflection, the corner of her mouth twitching upward.


“Got a belt?” she asked, holding up the whip. “I’ll thread the keeper through it, so I can wear this on my hip.”


Gretchen didn’t miss a beat, tossing her a sleek leather belt from one of the racks. Fury threaded it through with practiced ease, fastening the whip at her side like a weapon ready for action


“This’ll do,” she said with a confident nod. She didn’t need much more. Fury’s look was all about attitude, and this outfit let her skin, her ink, and her power take center stage. “Let’s go.”


We walked into the living room, and Aladiah was still sprawled on the sofa, glued to the TV. His eyes flicked away from the screen, widening as he took in the three of us—Gretchen in her sleek black velvet mini dress, me in my corset and thigh-high platform boots, and Fury. He really only cared about Fury.


“Whoa…” he muttered, sitting up straighter. “Now that got my attention.”


Fury smirked, adjusting her whip as it hung over her bare thigh. “Took you long enough.”


Aladiah blinked, clearly trying to process the scene. “You three look… like you’re about to take over the world or something.”


Gretchen chuckled softly, tugging on the string of pearls around her neck. “Not far off.”


He switched off the TV with the remote, his gaze flicking over to me. With a smirk, he gave an appreciative nod. “And here I thought my diaper was a bold choice.”


“Alright, let’s do this,” I said, and the four of us headed for the door, ready to take on the night.


Gretchen grabbed her duffel bag as she prepared to head out. But just as she turned, she caught sight of Aladiah reaching for his crossbow, slinging it over his shoulder like he was gearing up for a hunt.


“Nuh-uh, no, no, no weapons at the club,” Gretchen said, shaking her head firmly.


The bearded cherub frowned, crossing his arms. “But she gets to have a whip,” he pointed out, motioning toward Fury.


“Whips are part of the scene,” Gretchen replied. Crossbows... not so much.”


The cherub’s face fell, clearly disappointed. “But what if things get... intense?”


Fury snorted, adjusting the whip with a confident smirk. “Trust me, things will get intense. Just not that kind of intense.”


With a sigh, the angel set his crossbow aside, grumbling under his breath. “Fine, but if you need backup, don’t come crying to me.”


Gretchen gave him a playful pat on the shoulder. “You’ll survive without it, I promise.”


“Oh, wait a minute. I forgot something,” I said, spinning on my heel and darting back to the dressing room.


I rummaged through the pile of my crumpled-up clothes on the floor and reached into the back pocket of my jeans, pulling out my handcuffs. I held them up, the metal glinting in the light.


Fury raised an eyebrow, eyeing the cuffs as she held the door for me. “What do you plan on doing with those?”


I shrugged, a sly grin spreading across my face. “I’m not sure yet, but I have a feeling they’ll come in handy.”


Fury snorted, shaking her head with an amused smirk as she followed. “Of course you do.”


I slipped the handcuffs into the waistband of my miniskirt, feeling the cool weight of the metal against my hip as we headed out. Something told me they would definitely come in handy tonight.
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THE KING HENRY STRUT


We rolled up to the event in Gretchen’s black Escalade, the car gleaming under the streetlights like it belonged to someone with power—and a lot of money. It fit her perfectly. As we approached, there was a VIP parking space coned off just for her. She barely had to slow down as she pulled in, the cones whisked away like magic.


No lines, no waiting. We slipped through a back entrance, the kind reserved for those who didn’t need to make an entrance to be noticed. The air inside buzzed with anticipation as soon as we stepped in.


Aladiah was fluttering behind us, floating just off the ground, clearly excited to be part of the action. But when we reached a short hallway leading to a private dressing room, Gretchen turned to him with a pointed look. “You’re not coming in with us,” she said, pointing down the hall. “The party’s that way. We’ll catch up with you later.”


With a pouty little huff, he drifted down the hall toward the noise of the main event, leaving the three of us to slip into the dressing room.


As Gretchen unzipped her duffel bag, a smirk crept across her face. “Time to accessorize!”


“I thought we were already dressed,” Fury said, raising an eyebrow as she tried to sneak a peek inside the bag.


“Not entirely,” Gretchen replied, a glint in her eye.


I wasn’t sure what to expect, but when she pulled out the red and black swirled strap-on dildo, I couldn’t stop staring. It was curved and firm, with just a bit of give—like a nerf ball but shaped like an oversized penis for adults. My curiosity got the better of me, and I reached out, giving it a squeeze.


“May I present…” Gretchen said with a sly smile, holding it up like a prized trophy, “King Henry.”


Fury’s eyes narrowed, intrigued. “You’re serious?”


“Dead serious,” she replied. “You’re not just here to dress up, darling. You’re here to make an impression.”


She held out the leather straps of the rig, dangling them just in front of Fury. “Step in,” she instructed, her voice calm and professional, though there was a hint of amusement in her eyes.


Fury didn’t hesitate. She stepped through the straps, threading her big boots through the holes one at a time so that the buckled didn’t catch. Gretchen pulled the rig up over Fury’s hips and adjusted the D-rings, the straps snug against her skin. The harness fit perfectly, hugging her curves so the dildo could stand out proudly.


I couldn’t help myself—I giggled.


Now it looked like Fury had a dick, a massive boner sticking out from under her pleated micro-miniskirt. The skirt’s flouncy black pleats were draped around it, adding this almost ridiculous but undeniably sexy effect. It was both hot as hell and hilarious at the same time.


Fury glanced down at her new “addition,” raised an eyebrow, then shot me a look. “What’s so funny?”


I stifled another laugh. “You’ve got a… situation happening under your skirt.”


She looked back at herself in the mirror, the corner of her mouth twitching with delight. “Ah, I guess I do.”


Gretchen glanced back into her open duffel bag, then turned and gave me a sly look. “Would you like an accessory too?” she asked, her voice teasing but with just enough seriousness to make me wonder if she was joking.


I quickly shook my head, my hands going up in defense. “Oh, no, none for me, thanks.”


She raised an eyebrow, holding up an all-black strap-on dangling from a leather harness with an almost playful smirk. “Are you sure?”


“Yeah, I’m sure,” I said, stifling a laugh. “Definitely sure.”


Fury thrust her hips forward, wiggling them just enough to make the dildo flop back and forth, a mischievous grin spreading across her face. “Come on, Joss, get strapped!” she teased, her voice full of challenge.


I couldn’t help but laugh, shaking my head. “Never happening!”


“Never say never…” Fury winked, clearly enjoying herself. “Your loss.”


With a knowing smile, Gretchen shrugged and put the accessory back in the bag. “Okay, but it’s here if you need it.”


“Good to know,” I giggled.


Gretchen turned her attention back to Fury, sizing her up with a critical eye. “Alright, if you’re going to wear that,” she said, gesturing toward the purple dildo now proudly jutting out from under Fury’s pleated skirt, “you need to know how to walk like you mean business.”


Fury raised an eyebrow. “Walk like I’ve got a dick?”


“Exactly,” Gretchen replied, her voice firm but playful. “It’s all about attitude. You strut out there like you own the place, and trust me, everyone will bow to you like you’re their queen.”


Fury smirked, clearly not opposed to the idea. “Okay, coach. I’m listening.”


Gretchen stepped closer, adjusting Fury’s stance just slightly. “First, spread your stance a bit more. Confidence comes from your hips. When you walk, think power. Chin high. Tits out. No hesitation. Take long strides, lead with your hips, and make sure everyone’s eyes are on you.”


She demonstrated with a slow, deliberate strut across the room, her shoulders back, her movements smooth but commanding. “You’ve got to carry yourself like you’re unstoppable,” Gretchen continued. “Dominate the space, and everyone else will fall in line.”


Before Gretchen could answer, the intercom crackled to life. “Five minutes till curtain, Lady Vendetta.”


She rolled her eyes and pushed a button on the wall, leaning into the speaker. “Um, that’s going to be Mistress Fury tonight.”


The intercom crackled an acknowledgement, and then silence, as Gretchen shot Fury a grin. “Now you’re officially in charge.”


Fury practiced her steps, her head held high, hip at her side, the strap-on confidently leading each movement. Gretchen nodded approvingly.


“Perfect, that’s the King Henry strut” she said. “Now remember—attitude is everything. Walk like you’ve always had a hard-on, and no one will question it.”


“Got it.” Fury grinned, her steps growing more assured. “I think I’m gonna enjoy this.”


Watching her confidence grow, I couldn’t help but think, Yeah, I think I’m going to, too.


She heard me, loud and clear, and turned to me with a sly wink, her eyes gleaming with mischief.


I wish I could be on the receiving end of that, Mistress Fury.


Her voice echoed in my mind, low and teasing: {Now that’s a wish I will happily grant.}


I thought we were done with that.


{When in Rome, Joss. When in Rome.}


I felt my face flush, caught off guard, but couldn’t help grinning back. This was going to be one hell of a night.
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HER BIG DICK ENERGY


Fury strutted down the long, dark hallway of Club Libertine, her boots clomping out a confident rhythm on the wooden floors. The sound of deep, thudding bass pulsed through the walls, guiding her toward the heart of the party—the dance floor. Towering erotic statues lined the corridor, but she didn’t break her stride to look—chin high, tits out—her big dick energy exuding power.


I followed behind, a step slower, eyes locked on her ass peeking out from under that skirt if drawn in by some invisible force. She’d always had this magnetic pull, a way of owning every damn space she steps into, but tonight was different. More intense. Definitely more sexy. It was like the world finally caught up to what I’ve always known—Fury was more than just Hell’s top bounty hunter. She was a fucking force of nature.


Up ahead, double doors opened as if anticipating her arrival. The music—heavy, dark, seductive—poured into the hallway, washing over both of us. The intoxicating heat of desire hit me like a tidal wave, but Fury didn’t falter. She was hellfire in motion, and I was the afterglow trying to keep up.


As soon as she stepped onto the dance floor, the entire club noticed. The place was packed—celebrities, demons, and all kinds of supernatural misfits dressed in black leather and latex, yet in that moment, none of them mattered. They all turned toward her. Toward us, I guess, though it felt more like her.


And damn, the way everyone gazed at her as she passed. I’d always known Fury was powerful, but now they knew it too. I felt this strange mix of pride swelling in my chest and something else—something darker and more insecure, gnawing at the edges. It used to be just me, the only one who admired her that way, who understood and wrote all about what she could do. But now, watching their faces, I realized I wasn’t alone in that awe anymore.


They see her power now.


A wicked grin spread across Fury’s face; she’d heard my thoughts. And in that instant, I swear half the room forgot to breathe, including me. Except for Gretchen, she hurried past and slipped an index card to the DJ.


With deliberate slowness, Fury skulked toward the stage, cutting through the crowd like her strap-on cock was parting the Red Sea. All eyes followed her, male, female, and other, as whispers buzzed at her back.


“Is that really Fury Azazel?,” a voice whispered.


“She used to be the Lucifers’s lover,” another replied.


“You think she’s here to collect a soul?” someone asked.


“If she is, I hope it’s not mine,” another said with a nervous chuckle.


I trailed behind and couldn’t help but feel... small. Even my platform heels didn’t help. I was used to Fury being the center of attention, but this? This was something entirely new. She wasn’t just commanding attention—she was elevated by it. Suddenly, I wasn’t sure where I fit into the picture anymore. Not beside her. Not like this.


The music dropped into a low, pulsing beat, the kind that makes a crowd restless. The DJ’s voice boomed through the speakers, slick and dripping with excitement as Fury took the stage.


“Alright, alright, you beautiful freaks of the night, it’s time to turn the heat all the way up! I am thrilled—no, honored—to present the one, the only, the blue fire that burns in Hell and the passion that shakes Heaven—Mistress Fury!”


The crowd erupted as a spotlight swung toward her, catching the metallic shimmer of heartstrings woven through her enchanted whip, making her even more alluring. People pushed in, packing tight, as if just being close to her might give them a piece of whatever magick she had. Soon, the dance floor became a surging, thrumming mass, each person craning to catch a glimpse.


But Fury didn’t move.


She didn’t have to.


She was the star. The reason they were all here. The center of everything.


And me? I was just there, wondering if anyone even noticed I was here.


Lucifer’s voice slithered into my mind, soft but unmistakable: ~I noticed you.~


For a moment, I thought it was just in my head—another one of Satan’s mind games. Before I even saw him, my body tensed, instinct kicking in like a prey catching the scent of a dangerous predator. I spun around, and there he was—Lucifer, standing just behind me. His eyes locked onto mine, intense, like I was the only thing that existed in the room.


His voice was low, smooth, slicing through the noise, “Do you know how beautiful you are, Joscelyn?”


A strange rush of emotions hit me—arousal, curiosity, admiration, and maybe just a flicker of fear—but I didn’t flinch. Instead, I let my lips curve into a sly, knowing smile, the kind Fury always wore when she had the upper hand.


The Devil didn’t deserve any more than that, and I wasn’t about to give him the satisfaction. Not tonight.


Out of nowhere, a rush of feathers—white and pure—shot across the room past us. With a smug, knowing grin, Aladiah landed next to me. His arrival cut right through the thick haze of lust and debauchery that filled the club.


“Look at Fury,” he said, his voice honey-smooth as he flashed a smile behind his thick beard. “Stealing the show again.”


She smirked, she’d heard him.


Whispers rippled through the crowd, louder now, more eager. A small cluster of fervent admirers gathered at the edge of the stage, their eyes locked on Fury with a hunger that made my stomach churn. They were already scheming, whispering about how to get closer to her—or, even better, be the first to draw her interest that night.


She yanked the the microphone from its stand, her eyes gleaming with mischief as she scanned the crowd. The club fell silent, every pair of eyes locked on her, waiting.


“I will be your hedonistic hostess for this evening,” she purred into the mic, her voice sultry, dripping with authority. “Welcome to Club Libertine—where the night belongs to you.”


She paused, letting the tension build, the crowd hanging on her every word.


“May all your sexiest wishes come true... and then some. Let this be your sanctuary of indulgence, your temple of pleasure. Whatever you desire, whatever you’ve dreamed of—tonight, it’s yours for the taking.”


Her grin widened, her voice dropping to a dark, seductive whisper that rippled through the room. “So go ahead—surrender to your fantasies. Unleash the darkest parts of yourself. Because here, in my world, nothing is too wild, too wicked, or too forbidden.”


Off to the side, I saw Gretchen smile with relief. The torch had been passed, and she left the stage, gratefully fading into the background.


“Enjoy the night... and remember, the only sin here is holding back.” She raised a hand, her flames sparking to life, casting a blue glow across the stage, as she shouted, “Welcome to the Orgy of the Damned—welcome to freedom!”


Then, she did a mic drop, sending screeching feedback through the speakers. The crowd erupted in wild applause, the room buzzing with energy, making the walls seem to vibrate with excitement.


Meanwhile, I just stood there, unsure of my place in it all. Proud of her—so fucking proud—but also, for the first time, a little afraid of how easily she could overshadow everything around her.


Including Lucifer.
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THE PLAY AREA RULES


As Fury stepped off the stage, the heavy opening of Rammstein’s “Sehnsucht” pounded through the speakers, instantly transforming the dance floor into a throbbing mess of bodies. The crowd reacted as if they were one with the beat, metal-banging, grinding, and writhing to the industrial pulse. I stood there, caught in the chaos, watching as Fury easily make her way through the frenzy without a bump or a word.


Hers hand slipped into mine, pulling me into her orbit with her familiar, commanding grip. I could feel a shift in the atmosphere as we walked away. The crowd was still moving to the pounding beat of Rammstein, but something else hummed beneath the surface—something darker, more intimate. I didn’t have to look back to know who was watching.


Lucifer.


His gaze was a physical presence, even from across the dance floor. Not sharp or angry, but heavy with curiosity. Desire. He was intrigued—interested. He’d watched us before, in moments far more intimate than this, and I knew what he wanted. The memory of our mental threesome at Gretchen’s, of our minds tangling together in that otherworldly space, lingered between us like a promise yet to be fulfilled.


Lucifer had been just talking to me, always the master of control and suggestion, planting seeds with every word. But now, Fury had taken me by the hand, and I could feel his attention sharpen, not in jealousy but in fascination. She was leading me toward the play area, and I could almost hear the gears turning in his mind.


He liked this. The push and pull, the subtle dance of power between Fury and him, with me caught in the middle. It wasn’t competition—it was a sexy game. And tonight, the stakes felt higher. The tension between us all was more than just a spark now. It was fire.


I risked a glance back, and there he was—watching, his lips curving into that familiar, knowing smile. Not cold, not calculating, but warm in a way that gave me goosebumps. His eyes flicked to Fury’s hand still wrapped around mine, and the look in his eyes was unmistakable: hunger, the desire to see how far this could go. To see if what had started in our minds could become real.


He didn’t rush. Lucifer never rushed. Instead, he stood there, content to let Fury guide me away for now, but I knew he wouldn’t be far behind.


Fury didn’t slow down, didn’t glance back at him. But the way her grip tightened around my hand told me everything I needed to know.


“You can feel him watching too?” I asked.


“Yeah,” she said with a shrug. “Let him watch.”


Then, Moloch appeared.


He was hard to miss—huge, built like a brick wall, and just as intimidating. His face was pure bull—big black snout, nostrils flaring, and a thick brass ring hanging heavy as he got closer. Four massive arms flexed with every step, and I swear the ground shook beneath his hooves. He was shirtless, all muscle, and wore nothing but a codpiece so oversized it would’ve been funny if he didn’t look like he could flatten anyone in his path.


Fury had clashed with this demon more times than I could count, but now he stood before her, awestruck.


I swallowed hard, expecting conflict, some kind of tension, but Fury didn’t even blink. She barely broke her stride.


“Fury…” his voice rumbled like distant thunder, eyes locked on her with a hint of reverence. “You’ve got some serious size down there, if anyone’s qualified to say so, it’s me—”


“Thank you, Moloch,” she said, effortlessly cutting through his not-so-subtle way of slipping in the fact that he had a big bull dick.


She didn’t slow down, didn’t acknowledge the threat that had once existed between them. He’d once tried to kill her, but that meant nothing to her now. Her hand remained firm in mine as she kept walking, guiding me forward like Moloch wasn’t even there.


He stood there, deflated, staring after her. All four of his massive arms hung limp at his sides, like he couldn’t even summon the will to lift them, utterly lost in her wake.


She didn’t need to say more. She’d already won, and they both knew it.


We were almost at the play area when, out of nowhere, Orobus the horse-faced demon appeared.


“Ahhh, Fury, me darlin’, ‘tis a fine night for the likes of us demons, innit? Lemme tell ya, I’ve been around the block a time or two, but nothin’ compares to this place.” He rambled on, his words a slurry of pseudo-Irish and something else entirely, like a drunken bard lost in his own tales. “Ah, what a sight ye make, stridin’ through like the Queen o’ Darkness herself. It’s been awhile since we crossed paths back in Vegas, eh?”


Fury’s grip on my hand tightened as she glanced sideways at me, her expression deadpan. “Damn.” she muttered under her breath as we pushed past him.


But Orobus wasn’t finished. “Now, now, don’t be in such a hurry! Ye mind if I tag along with ye two fine ladies? I reckon I could make it even more… interestin’, eh?” His horsey grin turned wolfish, and his eyes roved over us both, lingering a little too long. “Ye see this face? Well, love, I’ve got the equipment to match, if ye catch me drift.”


I tensed up, his suggestive tone and the way he leered at us making my stomach churn.


Without breaking her stride, Fury turned to him, voice as sharp as a blade. “Orobus, you’re not invited.”


The demon blinked, clearly caught off guard, his cocky grin faltering. But before he could respond, Fury was already pulling me away, as if he hadn’t said a word.


Behind us, the demon laughed awkwardly, trying to play it off. “Ahh, well, ye can’t blame a fella for tryin’, eh? Ye ever change yer mind, I’ll be right here, love—me and all me horse parts.”


As Fury led me into the play area, the weight of the men’s stares pressed down on me, but she moved through them effortlessly, like she owned the place. Honestly, she probably did.


We paused briefly at the entrance, where a set of rules was posted in bold letters:




RULES FOR PLAY AREA

1. Consent is Key: Always ask before touching. Respect boundaries. No means no—no questions asked.

2. No Phones or Cameras: Privacy first. Leave devices in the designated area.

3. Safe Play Only: Condoms and protection required. Hygiene is a must.

4. Clean Up After Yourself: Be considerate. Clean equipment and space when done.

5. Respect Everyone’s Space: If someone looks uncomfortable, back off. Respect non-verbal cues.

6. No Means No: See rule #1




I glanced at Fury, but she barely spared the sign a look as she pulled me inside. “Just follow my lead.”


“I get the feeling you’ve done this before,” I said, marveling at the way she navigated the sex club with total confidence.


She glanced back at me, a sly grin playing at the corner of her lips. “Of course I have. Every generation thinks they’re the first to invent this kinky shit.” Her voice was smooth, like she was sharing some ancient secret with me. “I’ve been around for centuries. I’ve seen it all, done it all… Don’t worry. I’ll show you the ropes.”


The play area felt less like the wild chaos of the dance floor and more like wandering into some weird private wing of a hotel. The smell of leather, latex, and flavored lube hung in the air, with a faint whiff of bleach—like a thoughtful someone cleaned up the sex afterward. Doors lined the dimly lit hallway. Some were shut tight, just the muffled sounds of sex slipping through. Others were cracked open, giving anyone passing by—me included—a peek inside. And I had to admit, that “open for more” attitude was… intriguing.


Fury paused, giving me a moment to take it all in.


Up ahead, a door was wide open, lights blazing inside. The room was empty—bare, almost sterile. A king-sized bed covered in rubber sheets, a bowl of condoms on a small table, and a stack of neatly folded towels on a black vinyl chair. It was… utilitarian. No frills, no windows, no decor. Just the essentials for getting down to business.


I blinked and turned to Fury as I stepped inside. “Is this it?”


She smirked, leaning casually against the doorframe. “What, expecting something more? This is what most of ’em look like.” She shrugged, her eyes glinting with a little mischief. “But there are usually a few fun theme rooms—medical, stable, and almost always a dungeon for those who like darker stuff.”


I raised an eyebrow. “Dungeon?”


“Oh yeah,” she said, straightening up, “chains, whips, cages, the whole shebang. Very heavy on atmosphere, if you’re into that kind of thing.”


Aladiah fluttered over, hovering awkwardly in the hallway, his wings twitching. He wasn’t trying to be a pest, but the way he lingered made it clear he didn’t want to leave either. His eyes flicked between Fury and me, his face flushed with nervous adoration. The love potion was still in play, lasting way longer than any of us expected. He’d been smitten with Fury long before King Henry stirred things up, and now he was stuck between following her and not wanting to intrude.


Fury noticed him hovering, a small, amused smile tugging at her lips. “Aladiah,” she said, her voice surprisingly gentle, “you wanna tag along?”


Clearly, the love potion was still affecting her too.


He blinked, startled by her offer. “I, uh... I,” he stammered, his wings flapping in quick little bursts like he was trying to find the right words. “I just—well, I’d like to... I mean, if it’s okay...”


Fury raised an eyebrow, her smirk widening. “Relax,” she said, her tone light. She gave him a soft pat on the shoulder. “Just don’t get in the way, yeah?”


The bearded cherub nodded enthusiastically, relief flooding his face. “Of course! I’ll just... hang around… watch your back. Promise.”


“Well, don’t get lost,” she said, giving him a playful shove before focusing back on me. “So, what’ll it be? This cozy little spot, or you wanna take a peek at the dungeon?”


Fury’s question hung in the air, and I felt a tug of indecision. Part of me—maybe a bigger part than I cared to admit—wanted nothing more than to shut the door behind us, be alone with her in that bed, and let the rest of the world fade away. Just Fury and me. No distractions, no interruptions.


But then... there was the dungeon. Come on, it was a dungeon. How could I not want to see that?


I bit my lip, torn between the two options, but the excitement won out. “DUNGEON!” I blurted, unable to hide the grin spreading across my face.


Fury smirked, clearly amused by my enthusiasm. “Dungeon it is,” she said, and with that, she took my hand and led the way.
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THE DUNGEON SCENE


Something strange happens to men when they see two women holding hands in a place like this—especially when one of them’s openly wearing a strap-on. They turn into absolute horndogs. Moloch and Orobus knew Fury, not that it makes it okay. But I couldn’t get over the way complete strangers leered at us, like they were undressing us with their eyes. Their stares were heavy and invasive, almost like they were eye-raping us. It wasn’t just casual glances, either. They followed us, like shadows, lurking just close enough to make their intentions clear. It was unsettling, to say the least.


But I felt better knowing we had an angel watching our backs. Even if he was a little one with a big crush, Aladiah fluttering behind us made the whole situation feel a less threatening somehow.


We passed a room with an in-ground hot tub nearly the size of a small swimming pool. The air was thick with steam as nude people fondled each other, clearly getting ready for more. I peeked my head inside, and Fury gave me a look, raising an eyebrow as if to ask, Interested? I just shook my head, not feeling it, and she smirked in agreement before we moved on.


Right off the hot tub room was a unisex shower area, the kind of place you’d stop before or after some really dirty sex. There was a sign near the entrance: Hygiene’s important! Inside, the counters were lined with big bottles of Listerine and stacks of little paper Dixie cups. It was all very practical, but it didn’t change the fact that this place was built for fucking.


I heard a whip crack and glanced over at Fury—it wasn’t hers. We followed the sound, and the lights got dimmer as we rounded a corner. And there it was—the dungeon. Everything was lit in red, like one of those old photo darkrooms.


I reached out and touched the stone wall—it was cool, solid. Real. Not like the painted plywood from the dream that had started all of this. The scuffed and worn concrete floor felt familiar, too, just like the studio back at the beginning of this story, but this was no movie set. This was the real deal. I felt a strange sense of déjà vu, like I’d come full circle.


The dungeon was fully equipped, but not in the torture chamber way people think. This was a sex dungeon. In the corner stood a St. Andrew’s Cross, the massive X-shaped structure, perfect for restraining someone spread-eagle. Beside it was a spanking bench, padded and low to the ground, built for positioning someone just right, ass-up, ready for impact. Further back, I saw a bondage chair, its multiple restraint points glinting like promises in the shadows. And near the far wall? An old-fashioned jail cell, iron bars stretching from floor to ceiling. It looked like it had been plucked straight out of a medieval dungeon, ready to cage whoever stepped inside.


I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. “Wow,” I said, my voice sounding small in the cavernous space.


Fury smirked, glancing around. “Pretty standard setup. But there’s usually a torture room if you’re into the even darker stuff.”


“You mean it gets darker than this?”


Fury nodded, her expression unreadable, and then led me further into the shadows, deeper into yet another alcove. The torture room was alive with activity. In the center, a naked man was strapped to a strange, curved structure, his body bent forward, his back arching into a hump. He was completely exposed, vulnerable, and writhing in agony. A woman, dressed in black latex, was running the show. She moved with an air of absolute control, her gloved hands holding a scalpel—an actual surgical scalpel.


I watched in disbelief as she meticulously carved into his flesh. Each precise cut was followed by a howl of pain from the man, but his body remained rigid, aroused. She wasn’t finished, though. After every cut, she sprayed something from a bottle that smelled like alcohol, and I could see the sting ripple through his body, making him jerk as she continued her work. She was writing her name on his back, carving it in deep.


Veronica.


And then I saw it—he had the biggest, most raging boner I’d ever seen. My stomach turned in confusion. I couldn’t understand it then, and even writing this now, it still doesn’t make sense to me. How could someone endure so much pain and still be that… excited?


Then I noticed them—pale figures lurking in the shadows, half-hidden by the dim light. At first, I thought they were just watching, but their smiles were… off. Creepy. Their lips twisted in a way that made my skin crawl. And then I saw the fangs. Sharp and glistening. They were licking their lips, eyes locked on the blood dripping down the man’s back, like they couldn’t wait to taste it.


What the hell is this? Vampire crap? At first, I figured they were wannabes—just some goth weirdos playing dress-up. But then I remembered where we were. This party had literal demons at it, so for all I knew, these blood-lusty freaks might have been the real deal.


And at that point? I was done.
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FLOGGING FURY


“Too dark,” I said to Fury, stepping back from the cutting scene. The smell of alcohol and blood clung to the air, making my stomach twist.


Fury glanced at me, her expression softening for a moment. She nodded in silent agreement, and without another word, we turned around and left, the echoes of the man’s pained howls fading behind us as we stepped back into the less-dark and more playful dungeon.


I found myself drawn to the St. Andrew’s Cross and couldn’t help but ask, “How does that thing work?”


Fury smirked, stepping up to the cross with that cocky, dominant confidence she always carried. “Here, I’ll show you.” She positioned herself easily, stepping onto the footholds, her legs spread wide as she leaned against the padded X, one wrist outstretched above her head. “Go on, cuff me.”


I hesitated, the Wicked Sick handcuffs feeling heavier in my hands than I’d expected. These weren’t ordinary cuffs; these were designed for something more. As soon as I clicked one cuff around her wrist, something changed—we changed.


Fury’s usual commanding presence softened, like a candle flickering in the wind. She shifted against the cross, arching her back, her body pressing into it in a way that made her seem… vulnerable. She glanced back at me, her lips parted, eyes dark with something I hadn’t seen before—submission.


“Please,” she whispered, her voice no longer carrying that fierce edge. “Punish me.”


She reached up and curled her fingers around one of the straps hanging from the cross. Slowly, deliberately, she wrapped the leather loop around her own wrist, leaving her bound.


Her head dipped, her breath catching, and she looked back at me, her eyes filled with a longing for me to take charge. “I’ve been so naughty, Joss. You know what to do.”


I didn’t hesitate this time. My hand came down hard on her ass cheek, the loud smack echoing through the room. The sound, the power, it all rushed through me.


Fury moaned, low and breathless. Her head tipped back, and she shifted her hips, her body moving in rhythm with my actions. “Yes… more.” Her voice was barely above a whisper, but it was clear. She wasn’t just asking—she was begging.


The roles had flipped, like some strange, twisted adult version of Freaky Friday. Fury wasn’t the unbreakable, dominant force anymore. That was me now. I could feel it—the power, the control—and it felt natural. My hesitation was gone, replaced with a surge of confidence that I didn’t know I had.


I slapped her ass again, harder this time, and her moan turned into something more desperate. “Again,” she gasped, her body trembling against the restraints. “Spank me harder.”


And I did. Over and over, until the room was filled with the sounds of her moans and my hand striking her skin. The more I took control, the more she surrendered, and I relished in the power of it. The shift was complete.


I wasn’t just Joss anymore. I was her. And she was mine.


My pulse quickened as I spotted a wooden table lined with tools. It reminded me of Gretchen’s closet—the familiar sight of a cat o’ nine tails, a leather paddle, and even a few ping-pong paddles caught my eye. Without thinking, I marched right over to them. Fury was watching me the whole time, glancing over her shoulder with a wicked grin. “Oh yeah,” she purred. “Choose your weapon, Joss.”


I grabbed the flogger, feeling the weight of it in my hand as I returned to her. After she nodded with approval, I flicked my wrist, sending the leather straps flying up between her legs in a smooth motion. The sound of it, the feel of it—it was electric. Fury moaned, her back arching slightly, and I realized it wasn’t just amazing for her.


It was amazing for me, too.


I flicked the flogger again, watching the leather tails whip up between her legs. Fury let out a low, throaty moan, arching her back slightly to lift her ass away from the cross.


“Yeah, just like that,” she murmured, glancing over her shoulder. “I’ve been so, so bad.”


I spun the flogger, letting the leather straps fan out before they made contact with her skin again. This time, I aimed higher, landing it just above her thighs.


“Yes,” she breathed, her voice encouraging. More, please.”


I followed her instruction, sending the cat o’ nine tails upward again, the soft leather caressing her inner thighs. Her body tensed, then relaxed, her moan turning into something deeper. Her pleasure sent a thrill through me. I was careful, but as I built a rhythm, the strokes came easier. My wrist moved naturally, sending each hit exactly where I wanted it. The more I worked the flogger, the more I felt a shared energy building between us.


Fury’s breathing grew heavier, her body trembling slightly against the cross. “Harder,” she whispered. “Don’t hold back.”


I lifted her skirt high, tightened my grip, and gave it one final, strong whack, the flogger snapping hard against her ass. She groaned, low and guttural, her body shuddering.


“Fuck yes,” she whispered. “You’re a natural.”


I decided to switch it up and grabbed the ping-pong paddles, giving Fury a good spanking. Each smack landed firm and sharp, turning her skin a deep red, and with every hit, her moans grew louder.


When her skin was flushed, I paused, rubbing her ass gently, taking some of the heat away. Then I spanked her again, building a rhythm that had her trembling. It was insane—I nearly brought her to orgasm just from spanking her.


I don’t know what came over me, but I got completely turned on. Fury had always been the strong one; I’d always submitted to her. But now, with her at my mercy, something shifted. I wanted her—bad.


Without thinking, I stepped up behind her, tugging her G-string aside. I slid two fingers inside her—she was so wet, so damn hot. I curled my fingers, and she pushed back, moaning. In and out, I massaged her, teasing. When I pulled my hand away, I licked her from my fingers, savoring her taste.


“Joss,” she moaned, her voice breathy and full of need, “more.”


Her words ignited something inside me. I couldn’t stop now, not after hearing her beg for it. I pressed against her again, fingers slick and ready, driving into her with more intensity, each thrust fueled by the raw heat between us. She pushed back, her body trembling, her moans urging me on. Lust consumed me, overwhelming every other thought.


But then I heard someone clear his throat. We weren’t alone! I turned, heart racing, and froze. We’d drawn an audience, and it wasn’t just a few admirers—Moloch stood there, his four arms crossed, Orobus grinning like a creep, and Sitri the winged demon of lust, watched with cat-like eyes gleaming with approval.


Three women I didn’t recognize, looking like movie stars, stood among them. They’d all seen me—the real me—and I just… froze.


Aladiah hovered awkwardly between us and them, trying to keep them back.


And then Lucifer strolled in, a big, knowing smile on his face. He didn’t say a word, just leaned against the doorway, watching with that infuriating look of amusement and understanding, like he knew all along exactly how this would play out.


I felt like I got caught with my hand in the cookie jar—surrounded by demons, angels, and strange women. My pulse pounded in my ears. Everything felt too exposed, too real. They’d all seen the real me—seen who I was in that moment—and I simply didn’t know what to do.
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ORGY OF THE DAMNED


Fury shifted on the cross, her voice breaking through my panic. “Why’d you stop? What’s wrong?” She looked over her shoulder, following my gaze. And then she saw him— Lucifer, leaning in the doorway with that damned smile.


Her body tensed slightly, but she kept her cool. “Oh, him,” she muttered under her breath, clearly irritated. Then, in a softer voice, she whispered to me, “Hey, let me off this thing,” tugging at her wrists.


The cuffs magically opened, releasing her from the cross.


Fury spun around, her King Henry strap-on waving through the air like a hip-sword. “Back! Back, you motherfuckers!” she shouted, cutting through the tension. The group scattered, backing up against the walls to let us pass.


She grabbed my hand and led me out of the dungeon, leaving the lingering stares behind. As we made our way down the hall, I muttered, “Maybe we should just go back to that quiet room with the mattress and lock the door.”


Fury shook her head. “No,” she said firmly, “there’s got to be something nicer than that.”


“Aw, you want our first time to be special,” I teased, grinning at her as we walked quickly down a new corridor.


She glanced at me, then looked down at King Henry strapped to her groin. Without missing a beat, she gave the dildo a firm slap with her hand, causing it to bounce slightly. “How’s that for special?” she quipped with a sly grin.


I couldn’t help but laugh, the tension easing as we left the audience behind.


We wandered further and found some vacant theme rooms. The first was a medical setup—a gynecologist’s table complete with stirrups and all the sterile-looking tools you’d expect. It wasn’t exactly private; the theme rooms were more like stalls with railings where people could watch, and a little chain clipped across the entrance to keep people from wandering in.


Next, we passed the stable, which looked like the inside of a barn, complete with a lambskin draped over a bale of hay. And then, there it was—a Moroccan room. It looked like something out of a harem fantasy, with Persian rugs and pillows scattered across the floor, sheer curtains hanging from the ceiling. I don’t know what drew me in, but I pulled Fury inside. Something about that room... it just felt right.


As soon as we stepped inside, I immediately felt better. The space was soft, filled with deep reds and pinks, candles flickering, and those beautiful Moroccan lanterns casting a warm glow. It felt intimate, calming, like a private retreat.


Fury glanced around and said, “Reminds me of home.”


I looked down at King Henry poking out from under her skirt, my gaze lingering.


She noticed and asked, “You, uh, want me to… use it on you?”


“No,” I replied, then hesitated before asking, “Can I try it on?”


Fury smirked and loosened the harness. “Sure,” she said, stepping out of it before helping me into the straps. The moment I looked down, seeing that big, hard cock strapped to me, I felt something I’d never experienced before. Raw power. It was a whole new kind of energy.


Fury spun me around, her eyes flicking down to King Henry, then back up to meet mine. Without a word, she grabbed the strap-on and used it to pull me toward her. The moment our lips met, everything else disappeared. The kiss was electric, filled with heat and intensity. It was amazing—what I’d been waiting for all along.


We tore at each other’s clothes in a frenzy, stripping everything away except for our boots. Well, that and the harness. I sure as fuck kept that on.


I laid Fury down gently on the soft pillows, the glow of the lanterns casting flickering shadows around us. I kissed her everywhere, savoring each touch, feeling her body respond beneath mine. Her moans filled the air as I moved lower, kissing between her legs. Every sound she made drove my tongue deeper, more intent on making her feel the way I’d always dreamed.


When she came in my mouth, her body trembled, and for the first time, I felt her submit completely to me. It was powerfully intense—something I’d never felt before.


After that, she didn’t hesitate, flipping the dynamic as she rolled on top of me, kissing me deeply, tasting herself on my lips. Her touch was soft yet commanding as she moved lower, spending extra time caressing and kissing my scarred breast. I almost cried from the tenderness of the moment.


She sucked my nipple gently, while her hand trailed down, finding the strap-on. Her fingers teased the edges of the harness, sending unexpected waves of pleasure through me. And then she did something totally unexpected. She went down on King Henry, her eyes locked onto mine. Of course, I couldn’t feel it physically, it was just a dildo. But the way she took her time, kissing and licking it as if it were part of me, was mind-blowing. The intensity in her gaze—her focus on me—made my heart race, a surge of passion unlike anything I’d felt before.


It wasn’t just the act itself; it was the way she gave herself over to the moment, showing both power and vulnerability in a way that made the connection between us feel deeper than ever. It was intimate, raw, and for the first time, I felt what it was like to be completely intertwined with her.


I couldn’t take it anymore. The raw need coursed through me, and before I knew it, I flipped her over, giving her a firm spank that echoed in the room. Fury moaned, her body responding instantly. I spread her wide, the sight of her completely under my control igniting something primal in me. I filled her with King Henry, thrusting hard, the room pulsing with the sound of her moans and gasps. Her screams of pleasure fueled me, and I moved with a force that matched the intensity between us.


And then I felt it—a hard, nude body sliding up behind me, his erection pressing against me. Before I could react, I heard a voice whisper in my ear. “Joscelyn,” he breathed, low and teasing. “I knew you had it in you.”


My heart skipped a beat as I realized who it was. Lucifer. I hesitated, my rhythm faltering with him on his knees behind me. But he didn’t pressed into me like I expected. Instead, he teased me, dragging the throbbing head of his cock across my back in slow, maddening circles. The sensation was almost unbearable—erotic in the most frustrating way.


For a moment, I thought Fury might get angry, but when she glanced over her shoulder and saw him, her smile only widened.


“Well, don’t just play around,” she said with a smirk. “Join us.”


Suddenly, Aladiah came running in, breathless, like he’d been chasing someone. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry!” he panted. “He got past me.”


Fury looked at him, a soft laugh escaping her lips. “It’s fine,” she said with a smirk. “Why don’t you jump in here too? The more, the merrier.”


The cherub blinked, clearly caught off guard, his wings twitching nervously as he glanced between us all.


He tore off his diaper, revealing a definitely disproportionately large member for a dwarf his size. And listen, I’m not a size queen, and I’m definitely not into cocks—I’m a lesbian—but even I was impressed. It piqued my curiosity, Fury’s too, and maybe even Lucifer’s.


It took awhile for the four of us to settle in together. The fever between Fury and me had cooled, and we all fell into a slower pace, caressing and kissing, exploring with our hands.


Then it hit me—the surreal nature of it all. I felt like I was floating outside my body, looking down at the four intertwined forms: Fury, Lucifer, me, and this bearded dwarf with wings. What am I doing? I thought, and then it occurred to me—no one had closed the chain at the railing.


Before I knew it, our audience from the dungeon had slipped into the room. Suddenly, it wasn’t just the four of us anymore. Moloch, Orobus, Sitri, and the three women were now part of the scene. I had to pause and count—was that ten? Ten people all writhing around on the floor, grabbing at each other, the harem room transformed into a mass of bodies. It was unreal, almost chaotic, and yet somehow, it all flowed together in this strange, sensual dance.


At one point, I had so many hands on me that something inside my brain snapped. I couldn’t even tell if they were men or women—just hands, everywhere, touching me, feeling me, giving me pleasure. It was wrong, but in the best way possible. I felt like I was the center of the Universe, like anything was possible in that moment. The sensation, the sheer intensity of it all, was practically a religious experience. My body and mind were completely consumed, like I’d reached some otherworldly plane of existence.


And yet, I still hadn’t cum.


With all the hands on me, all the bodies writhing and desiring me, nothing. None of it mattered. All I wanted was Fury. Even with the power and freedom of wearing a cock, with every hole available to me, my soul couldn’t shake the need for her.


I got up on my knees, crawling over bodies, desperate to find her. My heart raced as I searched, pushing past limbs, eyes frantic. But then I realized, with a sinking, dreadful certainty, the worst possible thing had happened.


She was gone.


Panic surged through me. I scanned the room again, faster this time, hoping, praying she was just out of sight, hidden under a naked body—but no. Fury had vanished, slipped away without a trace. And I was left, surrounded by a sea of lust, drowning in desire, but completely, utterly alone.
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SUCKED INTO THE SIN BIN


What I didn’t understand at the time—and Fury explained to me much later—was that Camilla had called in her I.O.U., yanking fury right back into the Sin Bin with her. Unlike the last time, when Fury had a little breathing room, this time was different, now Camilla was supercharged with Kane’s obsessive essence. Fury didn’t even have a second to react. She just... disappeared. Poof! One minute she was there, enjoying the orgy, and the next—gone.


The Sin Bin was Hell’s version of a drunk tank, but much worse. The stench of burning sulfur, blood, vomit, and piss filled the air. Fury could hear the howls of the souls trapped with her—rowdy, misbehaving spirits waiting for Hell Court to figure out what to do with them.


She landed hard on the jagged ground, her boots slipping on something slick. She didn’t bother looking down. It wasn’t blood, not exactly, but that didn’t matter.


Fury grimaced because she knew. But she didn’t even need to look at herself. Buck naked. Except for her boots.


Seriously?


The Sin Bin wasn’t known for mercy, but this? Someone in Hell was having a real laugh, bringing her here without a stitch of clothing. But there was no time to think about that now. Of all the places to be left vulnerable, this was a pit of writhing, malignant souls, each one more dangerous than the last.


And then there was Camilla.


Fury spotted her immediately—could feel her energy even before she saw her. Back inside her old vessel, Camilla stood in the middle of the general population of depravity untouched by the filth. Fury could see the difference in her now. Sure she looked like the same old woman cloaked in rags, her face lined with age, her once-vibrant eyes dulled by time. But now that she’d merged with Kane’s essence, Camilla wasn’t just a wicked witch anymore; she was something else entirely. Her aura crackled with a sharp, violent urgency that hadn’t been there before, like she was barely containing a storm brewing inside her.


Camilla turned, her eyes locking onto Fury with a cold, venomous glare as she cut through the crowd like a razor. The usual smugness had vanished from her face, replaced by something far more dangerous. Wrath. But not the wild, uncontrollable kind of rage. No, this was the kind of anger that simmered just beneath the surface, waiting for the right moment to strike.


“I can’t believe you put me in here,” Camilla spat, her voice low and full of venom. “With your stupid whip and a few Enochian words.”


Fury shrugged, though she didn’t take her eyes off the evil old lady for a second. “You’re exactly where you belong, Camilla. This is the place for all the scum who think they can cheat Lucifer’s rules.”


“And here you are,” Camilla said with a toothy smile as she stepped closer.


“Yeah,” Fury sighed. “Guess we’re all trash.”


Camilla sneered, her voice dripping with contempt, “You think I’m like them?” She waved a weathered hand at the rabble of damned surrounding them. “These pathetic wastes of existence?”


“No, you’re worse, Camilla.” Fury straightened, ignoring the fact that she was standing there naked as the day she was created. Then, a pang of urgency hit her and she muttered, “Joss.”


She’d left me back at the orgy, surrounded by demons—and worse, Lucifer. God only knew what was going on without her. Fury’s pulse quickened. She needed to get back to the surface, fast.


“Now you will grant my wish,” Camilla said, her voice dripping with a new kind of cruelty.


Fury’s eyes narrowed. “Oh, so it’s your fault I’m in this hellhole? You called in your I.O.U. early.”


“It’s not early,“ Camilla snapped.


Fury raised an eyebrow. “You gave me the weekend.”


“That was before you started fucking around!”


“Look,” Fury said, her voice sharp and impatient, “can you just make a different wish? And make it snappy so I can grant it and get out of here. I’ve got places to be.”


Camilla’s expression hardened, her eyes flashing with something darker, more primal. When she spoke, her voice was laced with Kane’s edge, cold and commanding. “No. My wish is my wish, and you will grant it now, jinn.”


Fury’s mind raced, a wave of dread sweeping through her. Camilla’s wish to become Queen of Hell had always been a disaster waiting to happen, but now that she’d fused with Kane, it was a whole new level of apocalyptic.


Fury didn’t want to do it. Every fiber of her being rebelled against the idea of giving Camilla what she wanted, especially now. But she knew time was ticking, and I was alone at an orgy, surrounded by demons and Lucifer. Her protectiveness, as always, won out.


She sighed, her blue flames flickering faintly as she glared at the old hag. “Alright, fine. But if I do this, we’re even. I don’t owe you anything ever again.”


Camilla’s eyes lit up with dark triumph. “Yes, yes, that’s right. We’re done after this.”


Fury gritted her teeth, the weight of the moment pressing down on her. She raised her hand, her voice bitter as she recited:


“As you desire, so it shall be,


Your wish is granted, you’re now a queen.


But heed this warning in the dead of night—


A husband’s embrace, yet love’s lost light.”


A burst of blue energy shot from Fury’s hand, wrapping around Camilla. The ground rumbled, and the years that had worn her down began to reverse. Her wrinkled skin smoothed out, the gray faded from her hair, and in moments, the haggard old woman was gone. In her place stood a younger Camilla—radiant and dangerously beautiful. Her long black hair cascaded down her shoulders, and her hourglass figure was nothing short of perfection. A sleek, dark bodysuit replaced her ragged cloak, clinging to her body and showcasing every curve. She no longer looked worn or fragile, but powerful and in full command of her beauty.


Fury watched, stone-faced, as the power of the wish settled over the Underworld like a dark and heavy curse.


When Camilla smiled—cold, triumphant, Fury knew: Hell was doomed.
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SYMPATHY FROM THE DEVIL


“Fury! Where are you, Fury?”


My voice echoed off the walls, swallowed by the low hum of the orgy behind me. Panic hit me like a punch in the chest as I rushed to the railing, frantically scanning the hallway. Maybe she’d just stepped out for a break. But she wasn’t there. She was gone.


I ran back to the dungeon, but Fury was nowhere to be seen. Desperation gnawed at me as I rushed through the maze—showers, hot tubs, playrooms—frantically searching, but each one turned up empty.


Finally, I found myself standing on the dance floor, where the music pounded and people were still negotiating hookups. They were lost in their own horny little world, oblivious to my distress. And there I was, naked except for King Henry and my boots, standing in the middle of it all. I couldn’t hold it in anymore. I just broke down and cried—right there, surrounded by dancing strangers, all I could do was cry.


I never felt so alone.


Then I felt the cool embrace of satin on my shoulders, a black robe being draped over me. Before I could react, an arm wrapped around me.


~I’m here, Joscelyn.~


I spun, fists pounding against Lucifer’s chest in a frantic rage. “What’d you do with her? What did you do to Fury? Why did you take her away from me?”


His calm voice broke through my rage. “It wasn’t me. It wasn’t me.”


I kept hitting him, desperate. “Where is she?”


He grabbed my wrists, holding me steady. “Stop. Joscelyn, stop. I don’t know where she went.”


The fight quickly drained out of me, and I collapsed into him, sobbing into his chest. The pounding beat of the music still blared, but I barely heard it. All I could feel was the weight of loss and the Devil’s arms holding me together.


Lucifer helped me over to the bar. I collapsed onto a stool, exhausted and overwhelmed. He showed the bartender his token—666—and without a word, the topless woman turned and pulled a bottle of Gentleman’s Jack from the top shelf.


She mixed the drink with water and ice, pouring two glasses and handing them over.


“The Chairman of the Board,” I said, recognizing the drink immediately. “My old post-draft ritual drink, the one that always brought me comfort.”


“I know,” Lucifer said.


“How did you know?”


“I’ve always known,” he said as he handed me the glass.


The familiar scent of the fine whiskey hit me. It smelled so good, like something solid and grounding in a world that had just spun out of control. I took a sip, and the warmth spread through me. For the first time since I first stepped into Club Libertine, I started to feel like myself again.


Lucifer took a slow sip of his drink, then lowered his glass just slightly, meeting my gaze. “Is that better?” he asked, his voice soft, almost nurturing. “Better?”


“Yes, thank you,” I replied, still amazed at the compassion in his voice, especially in this setting. Especially considering he was the Devil. It was strange, surreal even, to feel this moment of comfort from someone like him.


“You know, Joscelyn,” Lucifer said, swirling the whiskey in his glass, “this whole scene—you don’t have to do any of this. You know that, right?”


There was something almost unsettling about the sincerity in his voice, considering who he was.


“I know,” I replied, then took a big swig of my drink, letting the warmth settle inside me. After a moment, I looked up at him and asked, “Do you have a cigarette?”


“I do,” Lucifer said with a small smirk, “but this is Los Angeles, so we can’t smoke in here.”


It was such a mundane answer for the Devil, and yet it made me crack a tiny smile despite everything.


“Well, where can we smoke?” I asked, still craving that hit of nicotine.


Lucifer just shrugged. “Outside? In the alley?”


I sighed. “Well, I need a cigarette, so let’s go.”


I chugged the rest of my drink, slammed the glass on the bar, and grabbed his sleeve. “Come on,” I said, tugging him along as we headed out.


Outside, the fresh air was cool and quiet, the darkness wrapping around us like a blanket. For the first time all night, things felt right.


Lucifer pulled out a cigarette and offered it to me with a surprisingly smooth, chivalrous gesture. “Need a light?”


I nodded, and he lit it for me, the flame casting a warm glow between us as I leaned in. It felt oddly intimate, him shielding the lighter from the slight breeze, his eyes meeting mine just for a moment as the cigarette caught. I took a deep drag, letting the smoke curl out slowly.


He lit his own cigarette and exhaled with a low chuckle. “You know, I never expected to be spending the night like this.”


I raised an eyebrow, chuckling as I blew out a cloud of smoke. “What, this alley or the orgy room?”


He grinned, leaning back against the wall. “Honestly? The orgy room. Too many bodies. Keeping track of everything was like herding cats.”


“More like herding dicks,” I shot back with a laugh, feeling the tension slip away as I took another drag.


Lucifer snorted, flicking ash from his cigarette. “Exactly. And don’t even get me started on trying to figure out who’s doing what with whom. It’s a full-time job.”


“And here I thought I had control issues.”


He raised an eyebrow, giving me a playful smirk. “You? Control issues? I’d have never guessed.”


We both laughed, the sound echoing softly off the brick walls, and it felt good—surprisingly good—to just stand there, talking like two normal people, sharing a smoke in the quiet of the night.


Lucifer took the last drag of his cigarette, then flicked it against the wall, sending a shower of red sparks and ash scattering. It was strangely beautiful, and for a moment, we just stood there in the quiet.


Then he broke the silence. “You know,” he said, his voice softer now, “I know how you feel about Fury. Because I feel that way about her, too.”


I blinked, surprised by his honesty. “You love her?”


He nodded, his gaze steady. “Yes. And so do you.”


I took the last drag off my cigarette, dropped the butt, and crushed it under my boot. “The problem with loving Fury,” I said, sighing, “is that she’s just so hard to get close to, you know? There’s so much… so much Fury to get past, to get to anything real.”


Lucifer nodded slowly, his eyes narrowing slightly in understanding. “Yeah,” he said quietly, “I know exactly what you mean.”


“I guess I just have a thing for unavailable women,” I said, half-smiling to myself.


“Yeah, me too.” Lucifer laughed, a deep, knowing sound. “And, it doesn’t help that there’s always some emergency pulling her away,” he added. “Why do you think things didn’t work out for us either?”


I paused for a moment, the thought hitting me: Am I becoming friends with the Devil?


Because, strangely, it felt like we were. I glanced at him, still leaning casually against the wall, and the words slipped out before I could stop them.


“Are we… becoming friends?”


Lucifer raised an eyebrow, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Well, I wouldn’t be the first friend you’ve made in low places, would I?”


“No,” I said, thinking of Fury almost instinctively.


His smirk deepened as he watched me. “You’re thinking of her, aren’t you?”


I sighed, shaking my head with a small laugh. “Yeah... I guess I am.”


His expression softened, and he stepped closer, his voice dropping to a tender tone. “What can I do,” he asked, his fingers gently brushing my arm, “to help you think about something else?”


His words were soft, careful, and unexpectedly sincere. It wasn’t what I expected from the Devil, but it felt like exactly what I needed.


Suddenly, I felt very shy, avoiding his gaze. There was just so much depth in his eyes, so much I couldn’t even begin to process. I stuttered, struggling to find words. “I, I... I don’t, I don’t know.”


Lucifer smiled softly. “I think I know what you need.”


I blinked, unsure. “You do?”


He lifted my chin gently, guiding my face toward his, and before I could say anything more, he pulled me closer and kissed me—soft, deliberate, and with a tenderness I hadn’t expected.


After the kiss, he pulled away, his eyes searching mine. “Do you trust me?” he asked softly.


I didn’t know how to answer. My mind raced as I searched my soul, caught between the intensity of the moment and the reality of who I was standing with.


He asked again, his voice gentle but firm. “Do you trust me?”


I swallowed, the words catching in my throat. “Yeah,” I finally said, my voice barely a whisper. “I think I do.”


Lucifer smiled, sliding an arm around me. Then, with a snap of his fingers, everything vanished around us—we disappeared.
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THE LAKE OF FIRE


I blinked, my mind spinning from the sudden shift. One minute we were outside the club, smoke and whiskey still on my lips, and the next, the air turned thick and heavy, like breathing through a blanket on fire. I could smell it immediately—sulfur, burning rock, and something else... something old. It hit me before I even registered the heat.


The heat. Thick and oppressive, it crawled over my skin like molten lava, clinging to me in a way that told me we weren’t in LA anymore. My chest tightened, and when I finally managed to turn my head, I saw the glowing horizon, the sky flickering with the shimmer of flames dancing off a lake.


Shit.


“Welcome to the Lake of Fire,” Lucifer said, his voice smooth, casual, like we were on vacation at the beach and not... well, here in Hell.


He strolled ahead, completely unfazed by the hellscape around us. Of course, this was his playground, after all. I, on the other hand, could barely process what I was seeing. There, right in front of us, was a tall, dark cabin sitting right by the lake—its windows glowing with the flicker of firelight from both inside and out.


And it felt... familiar.


Lucifer paused at the front door, turning to look at me with a slight smile. Without a word, he reached for the handle, opening the door with a smooth, effortless motion. He stepped aside, gesturing for me to enter, all charm and chivalry. “After you, Joscelyn,” he said, his voice soft, inviting.


I hesitated for a moment, the weight of what lay beyond that door pressing down on me. But there was no turning back. Not with him watching me, waiting. So I swallowed my nerves and stepped inside.


That’s when I saw the mirror.


I stopped dead in my tracks, my breath catching in my throat as my gaze locked on the massive gothic mirror just inside the cabin’s doorway. Its frame twisted with carvings so intricate, they seemed to move if you stared too long. My chest tightened. I’d seen this before.


The memory hit me like a punch. This wasn’t just any place in Hell. No. I knew this place.


I tore my eyes from the mirror, my pulse racing as guilt surged through me. I’d used that mirror to spy on Lucifer more times than I wanted to admit, watching him seduce women. I felt a twinge of shame, standing here now, knowing what that mirror had seen.


I forced myself to look away, focusing on the hearth. There it was. The Hadley armchair—that same high-backed, velvety black chair he love to sit in. I shivered, suddenly very aware of the weight of this place.


“Is this…?” I could barely get the words out, my mouth dry.


Lucifer turned to me, his lips curling into that infuriatingly smooth smile. “Yes,” he said, voice low and full of amusement. “Welcome to my... my little cabin by the lake.”


I glanced at the Devil, who was still watching me with that steady, amused gaze, and it hit me like a punch to the gut. I wasn’t just standing in some random dark corner of Hell. I was standing in his cabin, the one place where he brought people when he wanted them close. Too close.


I wasn’t just in Hell.


I was in Lucifer’s love nest.


I avoided looking at myself in the mirror as I passed by. It felt wrong now, standing here. Shame prickled at my skin, a sour knot tightening in my stomach. This wasn’t some harmless game.


Actually being here was different than spying from the safety of my home. The air was thick, heavy with more than just heat—it was him, his presence filling every corner. My heart pounded harder as the gravity of it all settled in. Up there, in the alley, I’d felt so... calm. Comfortable, even. The kind of ease that comes with pretending everything is just fine. But down here, this—this wasn’t fine.


The casual conversation we’d had outside, the cigarettes, the laugh—it felt so far away now. The reality of it all crashed down on me, and my legs felt weak. I wasn’t sure what to do, where to go, or even what to say. My mouth felt dry, like I’d swallowed ash, and the silence between us started to stretch uncomfortably.


I shifted, my fingers twitching like I wanted to reach for something solid, but there was nothing. Just me, Lucifer, and the full weight of everything I’d gotten myself into.


He must have sensed my discomfort. I didn’t say a word, but something in the mood shifted when his expression softened. Without a moment’s hesitation, he moved toward the bar—of course there was a bar—and started fixing me a drink. The same one we’d shared at the club. It was a small gesture, but it felt intentionally kind, like he was trying to pull me back to that easier moment, back to when things didn’t feel so hot and heavy.


He handed me the glass, his fingers brushing against mine. “Here,” he said, his voice low and soothing. “Come, sit with me.”


Before I could respond, he took me by the hand and gently pulled me toward the sofa. The tension in the room didn’t completely lift, but it eased just enough for me to follow him without question. The drink felt cool in my hands, and for a second, I let myself lean into the comfort of his presence, even if I knew better.


But as I sat, that’s when it hit me—King Henry was still strapped to me. The dildo poked up from the harness under my silky black robe like I was pitching a tent on Lucifer’s damn sofa.


Heat rushed to my face, and I could feel the awkwardness radiating off me in waves. I crossed my legs, trying to shift my robe to hide it, but it only made it worse. Great. Just great. As if the situation wasn’t strange enough already.


Lucifer glanced down, a slow grin spreading across his face. “Well, well,” he said, chuckling softly. “Looks like someone came prepared.”


I cringed, trying and failing to adjust the robe over King Henry’s very prominent appearance. “Not exactly how I planned this,” I muttered, my cheeks burning.


“Don’t be embarrassed.” He leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a playful purr. “I have to admit, Joscelyn, I’m impressed. But if you’re trying to outdo me in the, uh, size department, I’m afraid it’s going to be a challenge.”


His gaze lingered just long enough to make the situation even more ridiculous, and yet somehow, it wasn’t uncomfortable anymore—just him being Lucifer, taking an awkward moment and turning it into a flirtatious joke.


This time, I couldn’t hold back. I laughed—a real, full laugh that seemed to melt away the awkward tension. “Is everything a contest with you?” I teased, shaking my head as I took a huge swig of my drink, feeling much more at ease now.


He raised an eyebrow, the grin never leaving his face. “Only when it’s worth winning.”


I took another sip of my drink, still chuckling. “Worth winning, huh? You’re really pulling out all the stops tonight, aren’t you?”


Lucifer leaned back, resting his arm across the back of the sofa, his gaze never leaving mine. “What can I say? I enjoy a challenge. Especially when it’s as... entertaining as you.”


I rolled my eyes, but I couldn’t stop the grin tugging at my lips.


His grin softened, and without warning, he leaned forward, his hand sliding slowly, deliberately, across my thigh. My breath caught in my throat as his fingers found their way to the hard outline of King Henry beneath the robe. He stroked it once, lazily, his eyes never leaving mine.


“I heard everything you were thinking,“ he murmured, his voice like velvet. “About wanting to dominate the Devil.”


I froze, my pulse racing. “You did?”


He nodded, his fingers trailing over the smooth fabric of the robe, teasing the rigid shape of the dildo beneath. “I want you to.”


My heart was hammering now. “You do?”


His hand was steady as he gently pushed the robe aside, exposing King Henry in all its glory. The sight of it between us, bold and unmistakable, only made the air feel hotter, even more charged. He looked down at it, then back up at me, his gaze dark with something far more dangerous than amusement.


“I want to please you,” he said softly, his voice dripping with intent. His fingers curled around the base of the dildo, his touch firm yet tender. “Will you?”


I could barely breathe, my mind spinning, trying to process what he was asking. “What?”


Before I could say anything else, his lips were on mine. The kiss was slow at first—deliberate, testing—but the heat behind it was undeniable. I melted into him, my mind a blur of desire and disbelief. His hand was still on the dildo, stroking it as his other arm wrapped around me, pulling me closer. The softness of his lips against mine was a stark contrast to the intensity of his touch.


It didn’t stay slow for long. His kiss deepened, his tongue sliding against mine, demanding more. I could feel the heat of his body pressing into me, and all the tension from before—the awkwardness, the guilt, the fear—dissolved into something primal, something urgent. I kissed him back, harder, my hands gripping his shoulders, pulling him closer still, losing myself in the raw, undeniable pull of him.


Lucifer’s fingers tightened around King Henry, stroking it with a rhythm that sent a jolt of heat straight into my pelvis. I gasped against his mouth, and he smiled against my lips, clearly pleased with my reaction. His free hand trailed down my back, possessive and firm, as if grounding me to him.


“I knew you’d like that,” he whispered, his voice rough now, filled with desire.


I didn’t have words. I couldn’t think, couldn’t speak—there was only the heat between us, the feeling of his body against mine, the way his touch made my pulse race. I kissed him again, harder this time, needing more.


His arms were around me before I could even process what was happening. He scooped me up effortlessly, carrying me like a groom cradling his bride, crossing the room with a slow, deliberate grace. The heat from his body soaked into mine as he walked, and I could feel my heart racing with every step.


We crossed the threshold into the bedroom, the space dimly lit by a flickering fireplace. He laid me down gently on the bed, his hands never leaving me, his touch almost reverent. For a moment, I could barely breathe, pinned beneath the weight of anticipation as he stood over me.


With careful precision, Lucifer pulled the robe from my body, the just slightly cooler air kissing my skin as it slipped away. Then, his hands moved to the harness, fingers deftly loosening the straps with the same skill he seemed to bring to everything. He set it aside, his gaze never wavering from mine, his eyes dark and filled with something more than lust—something deeper.


“We don’t need toys,” he said, his voice low and certain. “Let’s be real.”


I looked down at King Henry, slipping away from me, and realized I didn’t mind letting it go. Honestly, what was I going to do with it when it came to a man? Pound his ass? No, that wasn’t exactly my thing.


“Okay,” I replied, reaching behind my back and unbuckling the harness with ease. I tossed it aside, feeling strangely liberated, as if shedding more than just the strap-on.


“Do you remember,” he murmured, his voice a low purr, “the special dream you had about me?”


My breath hitched, the memory rushing back in vivid detail. The dream where he’d gone down one me—the one that had confused me, consumed me. “Yes,” I whispered, my voice shaky. “I remember.”


His lips curved into a knowing smile, leaning closer, his breath warm against my skin. “It’s even better for real,” he said softly, his voice filled with dark promise.









44




DOMINATING THE DEVIL


“Yes…” I swallowed, the memory of how he pleasured me in my dream flooding back, making my pulse pound in my ears. “Please,” I whispered, the word escaping before I could stop it.


Lucifer’s smile deepened as he lowered himself between my legs, his hands tracing my thighs with a deliberate slowness that made me ache for more. But something wild surged inside me—a fierce hunger that couldn’t be tamed. I didn’t want him soft or careful. I wanted him raw, powerful, and fully under my control.


Before he could get any further, I shoved him back. Hard. He looked up at me, startled for only a moment before amusement flickered in his eyes.


“What’s this?” he asked, voice muffled by the grin pulling at his lips.


But I didn’t answer. I pushed him down on the bed, tearing his robe open in one swift motion, and climbed on top of him, straddling his face with a growl that came from somewhere deep within me. His head fell back against the pillows as he watched me, that wicked smile never leaving his lips.


“You want this?” I hissed, pressing my knees against his shoulders, forcing him into submission. “Eat me!”


“Yes.” He gasped as eyes darkened, his lips parting as I lowered myself, forcing him to do exactly what I wanted. His hands gripped my hips immediately, and his tongue was on me, urgent, eager—no hesitation, no resistance— like he’d been waiting and eternity for this.


I moaned, my hands gripping the Gothic headboard for leverage as I rode his mouth, grinding into him with everything I had. The wildness inside me took over, primal and raw, and I couldn’t hold back. His tongue worked with a skill that left me breathless, pushing me higher, his hands guiding my movements but never once trying to take control. No, he let me take the lead, let me command of him.


“Become the beast!” I commanded, my voice sharp with need.


His voice rumbled from beneath me. “My true form?”


“Yes! I want to fuck the monster I saw in Vegas,” I growled, consumed by the fire coursing through me. “The one who tore Kane apart.”


He murmured again, his lips brushing my inner thigh. “Are you sure?”


His voice was laced with a dark amusement, and I knew that he remembered. I had seen his true form before, back in Vegas. He knew exactly what I was asking for.


“Fuck, yes! Do it!” I screamed, my voice raw with need. “Do it now!”


He chuckled, his fingers tightening around my hips, and then… he changed. Beneath me, his body rippled, his skin heating under my touch as his form began to shift. I gasped, feeling the power radiating off him, watching as his once human features twisted and morphed. His skin darkened to a crimson hue, his horns curling upward, massive and menacing. His wings, charred and jagged, exploded outward from his back, but it was his eyes—molten pools of red—that locked onto mine with a hunger that matched my own.


I felt him growl beneath me, and then… his tongue. I gasped as I felt it—forked, flicking against me with a precision that made my entire body shudder. It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. He wasn’t just teasing me anymore; he was devouring me. His forked tongue slid around my clit, sending bolts of pleasure through me in ways I hadn’t even imagined possible.


I gripped the headboard for leverage, grinding harder against his mouth, unable to stop myself. He growled again, the vibration of it sending another wave of pleasure through my body, and I knew he loved this just as much as I did.


The sensation was too much. My head tilted back, and I cried out as his tongue worked in ways I couldn’t comprehend, flicking and circling with the kind of intensity that made my entire body tremble. The heat built up, faster and faster, until I could barely think—there was only him and the wild, uncontrollable pleasure ripping through me.


His claws dug into my hips, sharp enough to send tiny jolts of pain through the overwhelming pleasure, keeping me tethered to reality. His growls vibrated against me as I ground harder onto his face. The heat inside me spiraled, coiling tighter and tighter until I was trembling, barely holding on as wave after wave of sensation coursed through me.


I threw my head back, breathless, but it wasn’t enough. I wanted more. I needed all of him.


My hands reached back instinctively, searching for him. His horns brushed against my thighs as he continued to devour me, but I felt something more. His wings—massive and leathery—flared out beneath him, casting shadows in the dim light of the room, a reminder of the sheer power and primal force I was straddling.


But it was when my hand slid further back that I found what I was truly searching for.


His cock.


I wrapped my fingers around it, and a shudder ran through me, my body already electric from the pleasure he was giving me. Satan’s dick wasn’t human—not even close. It was impossibly hard, and as my hand moved along its length, I felt the ridges—rough, textured in a way that sent a thrill down my spine.


It throbbed in my grip, and I could feel the raw power in it—long, thick, and veined, tapering to a slightly curved tip that promised to hit every spot inside me. The base was thicker, pulsing with heat, while the shaft felt as though it could tear through any last bit of control I had. A low, guttural sound rumbled from his chest as I squeezed him, feeling the slick heat of him pulse in response.


I moaned, feeling the need inside me double, if that was even possible. “Lucifer…” I gasped, barely able to form words as my hips rocked harder against his mouth. “I need you… inside me.”


His claws tightened their grip on my hips, his growl deepening, and he flicked his tongue faster, driving me closer to the edge. But I didn’t want to cum yet. The feel of his cock in my hand—thick and pulsing, so undeniably beastly—had me burning with forbidden need.


I couldn’t hold back any longer. The need, the raw hunger for him, burned through me with a force that was beyond anything I’d ever felt. With one final, breathless gasp, dragged myself away from the wicked flicks of his forked tongue, feeling his groan of protest as I left his mouth behind. But it was nothing compared to what I wanted next.


I felt his claws release their grip on my hips, allowing me to move. His wings twitched beneath him, flexing against the bed as I slid down his body. My hands trailed across his chest, feeling the hard muscles of his beastly form.


His cock throbbed, thick and pulsing with need, as I wrapped my fingers around it, positioning myself over him. I hovered there for a split second, feeling powerful as the heat of his dick pressed against me. “Yes,” I moaned, unable to hold back any longer. Then I sank down, taking him in, inch by thick inch. My breath hitched as I felt him stretch me, his ridged, textured shaft filling me in ways that made me gasp. He was big—so fucking big—like every inch of him was made to push me to the brink.


Satan growled beneath me, his claws flexing again, and I could see the wild hunger in his molten red eyes as I took all of him. His horns framed his face like a dark crown, his chest rising and falling with deep, heavy breaths as I straddled him, fully impaled by his massive cock.


I moaned again, louder this time. “Lucifer…”


“You feel… incredible,” he growled, his voice thick with pleasure, urging me on.


And then I started to rock.


I started slow, grinding my hips against him, feeling every ridge, every pulse as I slid up and down his length. The friction was delicious, sending shivers up my spine, but it wasn’t enough. I needed more.


I braced myself, planting my hands on his chest, and began riding him harder. Faster. His claws dug into my thighs as I picked up the pace, pounding down onto him with a wild, reckless rhythm. His wings stretched wide, flexing as he thrust up into me, meeting every movement with a force that made me gasp.


“Oh god… yes…” I moaned, my voice shaking as I moved faster, harder, feeling him stretch me in ways that made my head spin. “Don’t stop… don’t stop…”


His growls deepened, his breath coming out in rough bursts. “I won’t… fuck, Joscelyn… you’re… so tight…” His hands gripped me harder, claws digging into my skin as he thrust harder, matching my rhythm. “Don’t stop… ride me… harder.”


The room filled with the sounds of our bodies coming together—raw, primal, relentless. Moans mixed with growls, and I could feel the tension building inside me, coiling tighter and tighter as I rode him, taking everything he had to give. His cock slammed into me, over and over, hitting spots so deep that I could barely breathe, barely think. It was nothing but dizzying sensation, heat, and need.


“Lucifer… oh my God, yes!” I gasped, riding him harder, faster, feeling every inch of him pulse inside me.


“Yes… Joscelyn… fuck… don’t stop!” He roared, his hips slamming into me in time with every frantic grind of my hips.


I leaned back, my hands gripping his knees as I rode him harder, faster, feeling the slick heat of him driving me closer and closer to the edge. My body trembled, every muscle on fire as the pleasure mounted, building with each thrust.


“Lucifer…” I gasped, barely able to speak through the haze of lust. “I’m… I’m gonna…”


“Do it,” he growled, his claws gripping me tighter, pulling me down onto his cock even harder. “Come for me, Joscelyn… come for me now!”


That was all it took. The orgasm tore through me, violent and all-consuming, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my entire body. “Lucifer! Oh my God, yes!” I screamed, my back arching as I came, clenching around him, dragging him with me into the abyss.


Lucifer roared beneath me, his hips jerking as he thrust deep one final time, and I felt him come inside me, his cock pulsing as he filled me. “Yes… fuck… Joscelyn!” he growled, the intensity of his release matching mine. The power of it—both of us coming together, raw and untamed—left me shaking, my entire body on fire with sensation.


We collapsed together, breathless, tangled in each other, his wings still spread wide, his claws slowly releasing their grip as the last tremors of release rolled through us. My body trembled, completely spent, but even in the aftermath, I could feel the heat of him, still pulsing inside me.


“Joscelyn,” he murmured, his voice low, filled with satisfaction. “You were… perfect.”


I slumped forward onto his chest, both of us gasping for breath, the wildness slowly fading, but the connection still thrumming in the air.


Afterward, I drifted into the deepest, darkest sleep of my life.
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THE ILLUSION OF POWER


When I woke up, I was back in my bed at the extended stay, safe and alone. The familiar sound of Rio chirping in the next room greeted me, and I squinted against the light creeping in from the window. The sun was rising again, casting a warm glow across the room.


I lay there, staring at the ceiling, my mind swirling. Had that—did that really happen? Or was it all just a dream? It was so hard to tell anymore. My pulse still hummed with the memory of his touch, of everything that had happened—or what I thought had happened.


But here I was, back in the same grungy motel room, the same lonely bed, like nothing had changed.


I jumped out of bed, my heart racing, and dashed toward the bathroom mirror. The moment I moved, I felt it—everything. I admit it had been a long, long time since I’d been with a man. Jesus, how long had it been? I hadn’t been with a guy since divorcing first husband when I was, what, 22? That was 18 years ago. But I remembered that feeling, the one you get after a good, hard pounding by something bigger than you were probably meant to take.


I winced as I moved slower, the dull ache a stark reminder of the night—of the Devil. My mind raced, unsure if it had been real or just another dream. But the ache in my body felt far too real to ignore.


I stood in front of the bathroom mirror, my hands gripping the counter as I stared at my reflection. “Lucifer...” I muttered, searching for him, trying to find something—anything—that would explain what had happened last night.


Frantically, I reached out with my mind, searching for his mirror. The gigantic gothic one, in the cabin by the Lake of Fire. The image of it burned into my mind, its twisted frame, the reflection that never seemed quite right. I focused, searching for him, trying to connect to him through that mirror.


But there was nothing.


The room beyond the mirror was empty. No flicker of movement, no sign of life. He was gone.


I stood there, staring into the void of the mirror, my heart sinking. He had vanished, like a phantom slipping away with the morning light.


What had it all been about? Bondage? Control? Lust? My mind swirled with questions, but none of them came with answers. The intensity of it, the raw power—was that all it was? Was there any love in it? Because right now, standing alone in the quiet morning light, I felt lonelier than ever.


I stared at my reflection, feeling the weight of my thoughts, the ache in my body, but mostly the emptiness that settled in my chest. Camio’s voice echoed in my mind—your sex quest is complete.


Maybe, but what had I really learned?


Sure, I’d explored desires I hadn’t even realized I’d had. I’d pushed my boundaries, found new edges to who I was, but was that growth? Or just sinful indulgence? And at the end of it, after all the intensity, the passion, the fire... here I was.


Alone.


Was that just a good old-fashioned wham, bam, thank you, ma’am? I thought Lucifer and I had a connection—something more, something deeper—but now, sitting here in my little dingy hotel room, it hit me. Duh, Joss. He’s the Devil. What did you think was gonna happen?


I let out a bitter laugh, shaking my head at my own stupidity. The signs were all there, weren’t they? He’d always been a fleeting presence in my life—there when it suited him, gone when it didn’t. And yet, somehow, I thought this time would be different.


But it wasn’t. It was just lust. And here I thought I could control him. I’d been caught up in it, thinking there was more. Thinking that, maybe, I was more.


For a moment, I really believed that if I could just please him, if I could make him want me enough, I could control him. And if I could control the Devil himself, didn’t that make me the most powerful of all? I’d be unstoppable.


But the truth is... it doesn’t work that way. Not with him.


Sure, you can get close to him for awhile—really close. You can feel like you’ve got him wrapped around your finger, feel his body against yours, even have him inside you. But in the end, it’s all an illusion. He’ll toss you aside when he’s done, discard you like every other one who came before you.


Because no one controls the Devil. No matter how much you think you’ve got him, he’s always the one in control.


It’s as fruitless as looking for love on PornHub.


As I trudged to the kitchenette to make myself some coffee, the weight of it all started to hit me. What did this mean for Fury and me? I could never tell her about this. But then it dawned on me—the minute I write this story, and I must write it, if only to process it in my own head... the minute she reads it, she’s going to know.


And then what?


And even if I didn’t write the book, I wouldn’t be able to keep this dirty secret locked away in the back of my mind forever. That’s not how it worked with Fury. She could see through things—especially when it came to me. She could read my mind. Hell, she wouldn’t even have to. I felt so guilty, it would be written all over my face the second I saw her.


There’s no way I could hide this from her. No way I could keep what happened with Lucifer buried deep enough that she wouldn’t find it. She’d know about him and what I’d done. What I let him do to me.


My stomach churned just thinking about it.


What was I going to do?









AFTERWARD: FEBRUARY 14, 2025


Lucifer was gone. I lay alone in the center of his massive, Gothic bed—built for a king, but feeling too empty now. The dark ebony headboard loomed above my head, its carved edges casting shadows on the satin sheets that still carried the scents from the night before. My hand rested on the cold, empty space beside me, where he’d been just hours ago.

Outside, Hell moved on, indifferent to the fire that had burned through me. I wanted to hold onto that feeling—that power. But now it felt distant, slipping through my fingers like smoke. The Devil was gone, leaving nothing but the lingering memory of our night together and the cold reality that came with morning.

Now I was alone.

And nothing could bring him back to this bed.




THE END




Well, this wasn’t my usual happy for now ending. I guess, once again, I learned to be careful what you wish for. But the book was done, and for that, I was grateful. I sat on the sofa, tapping away at my MacBook, the familiar clack of the keys the only sound in the quiet motel room since Rio was sound asleep in his cage. A glance at the corner of the screen caught my eye—it was February 14th. Valentine’s Day. Weeks had passed since that wild night, and I hadn’t heard a word from either Fury or Lucifer.


Not one word. Not one glimpse. Nothing in my dreams, even. I’d been completely... what? Ghosted by both of them.


I stared at the date for a moment longer, a familiar loneliness settling over me. Then it hit me—my period. It was due last week, and I’d completely forgotten about it. I’d been so engrossed in writing this story, caught up in the whirlwind of it all. The words had come hard and fast, gushing forth like nothing I’d ever written before.


But now, sitting here, looking at the calendar, a sense of dread crept in. The high of finishing the draft quickly faded, and I was left with the same old aftermath. The satisfied but spent feeling I always got after pouring so much of myself into the pages.


I leaned back, my hand drifting to my stomach, patting it absently as I stared at the screen, the story I’d written now feeling distant and unreal. My fingers traced the soft curve of my belly. Was I... bigger? My breath hitched as the question took hold.


Am I...? What’s happening?


A sudden wave of uncertainty washed over me. The calendar, my missed period, the weeks of silence from both Fury and Lucifer—it all hit me at once. I pressed my hand a little harder against my stomach, as if the answer might reveal itself right then and there.


The strangest craving hit me out of nowhere. I was hungry—really hungry—and all I wanted was a hamburger. But not just any burger. I wanted it bloody and rare, like so rare it was still mooing.


And that wasn’t me. I always liked my stuff well done. The thought made me freeze for a second, my hand hovering over the fridge handle. I couldn’t possibly be pregnant with Lucifer’s baby.


Could I?


No. That was ridiculous. I shook my head, trying to laugh it off. This was just stress. I was overworked, overwhelmed from writing. That’s all this was.


It couldn’t be anything else.


No, I wasn’t going to think about that right now. Not even for another second.


I yanked open the fridge door, searching for something—anything—that could quiet the gnawing hunger. No burger meat, no raw steak, nothing remotely close. My eyes landed on a couple of day-old donuts on the counter. Not exactly what I was craving, but it would have to do.


I grabbed one and took a bite. The sweetness hit my tongue, but it wasn’t what I wanted. Still, I ate it, chewing through the stale dough like it was the most normal thing in the world, trying to shake off the unsettling feeling creeping up on me.


A bloody, rare burger? That wasn’t me. This donut, though—it would do for now. And I wasn’t about to dwell on why I was craving something so out of character. Not today.


Speaking of out of character...


God knows, I never wanted to write erotica. I started out with the best romantic intentions, but the minute I really surrendered to this story, it turned into smut. Throughout my entire career, I told myself over and over, I wasn’t going to be a smut peddler. I swore I’d keep it tasteful, but now... look at me. Look at what I wrote. What I let happen.


I stared at my closed laptop.


What have I done?


There was no way to hide this from Fury now. No way I could bury what happened with Lucifer deep enough for her not to find it. She’d know everything. About him. About me. About what I allowed. What I wanted.


The weight of it pressed against my chest, my stomach still unsettled with that unshakable craving for something bloody. What was I going to do? The moment she reads it, everything will change, and I wasn’t ready for that. I wasn’t sure how I’d handle it.


I rubbed my belly absently, patting the soft curve that hadn’t been there before. A chill crept up my spine. I could feel it, deep inside me—something stirring, something growing. I glanced down at my tummy again, my hand still resting there, fingers twitching with a nervousness I couldn’t explain.


No. I shook my head. It’s just stress. That’s all this is. Stress.


But a small voice whispered in the back of my mind, and I couldn’t silence it.


(Mommy…)


My breath caught in my throat. The word echoed in my mind, soft but undeniable. I froze, staring down at my belly, my hand trembling as it rested there.


No. I couldn’t have heard that. It wasn’t possible.


I wasn’t ready to think about what that could mean. About what was coming.


Because it was coming. Whatever it was.


And there was no stopping it.




THE REAL END

{FOR NOW}






From the Author

My entire life, I said I’d never write smut. I’ve always turned my nose up at writers and readers of erotica. But at the very beginning of Lust, I found myself asking, “How far am I going to go with this?” I mean, it’s a book about lust, after all. And this whole series has been about how I’ve stumbled through the deadly sins, so it felt like I needed to tell the truth. I’ve been honest about everything up until this point, and it just felt right to say, “Yep, we’re going to go all the way.” And yes, it’s going to be trashy BDSM disguised as romance because that’s what lust and promiscuity have been for me.

This might be the fastest I’ve ever written a book in my life. It took me less than three weeks to finish the first draft. And yet, it was also the most intense and difficult thing I’ve ever written. I don’t know how something can be both easy and hard at the same time (puns also intended), except that there was an Ethan Kane in my life once. I was married to an abusive guy just like him. And after our divorce, I went wild on the club scene—gay bars, swing clubs, BDSM balls, hotel orgies, and fetish parties. Yup, I was there in the flesh. So, the sex scenes in this book—those are all things I’ve experienced or witnessed firsthand.

Shocking, I know.

I mean, I never actually had sex with Satan, but…

It’s a different thing to write a book when so much of it is based on real-life experiences. With paranormal or supernatural fantasies, there’s distance—it’s fantasy. But Lust was different. So much of it was rooted in actual events, more than I’d like to admit. There was a lot of shame tied into this story, and I’m not going to lie—I had the worst bout of IBS when I finished this book. It happened twice, once at the midpoint and once at the end. I hadn’t felt that kind of deep internal pain and anxiety in decades. This story stirred up pain I thought I’d left behind.

But at the same time, it was cathartic. Ever since I finished that draft, I feel like a different person. I finally found a way to forgive myself for all those relationship mistakes. This book was a real turning point for me. In the past, I've been part Gretchen, part Joss, and part Fury. But I’m not that promiscuous girl anymore, and there were a lot of reasons why I adopted those coping personas. I think the story does a great job of showing that. But Lust wasn’t just something I needed to write; it was something I needed to read, too.

To all the young people out there struggling to find love, all I can say is: love and lust are two completely different things. By all means, get out there and enjoy sport-fucking, but just know, you’re probably not going to find the love of your life along the way. And I’m not judging you for it. I’m not even judging myself for it. There’s a time and place for everything.

And now I'm completely, utterly embarrassed, but I'm going to put this out into the world anyway.

Because it's time for me to let it go.

Thank you, as always, for reading and for being part of my journey through the Deadly Sins. Your support means more than you know.




What Did You Think?

So, you’ve read it. Lust. The book Amazon didn’t want you to see.




Do you think it deserved to be banned? Was it too much? Or was it just too real?




Because I need to talk about it.




Amazon didn’t just kill a book—they shattered the entire arc. I had already written Sloth and Pride. Wrath was well underway. Fury’s story was unfolding, piece by piece, sin by sin. And then, Amazon slammed the gates. They erased Lust like it never existed.




But it does.




And you found it.




So let’s chat. About Lust, about what happened next, about the books that never got their chance. You can ask me anything—about the sins, the ghosts, the demons I still see when I close my eyes.




I’m here. And trust me, Hell is still listening.




👉 Ask Me About Lust and the Deadly Sins Series
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Ava Lock’s holed up in Reno, Nevada, hiding out with her husband and two cats—Bender and Bixby, who may or may not be planning to take over the world. Feral Gen Xer to the core, she’s got this insane knack for turning random junk into functional things. Give her a stick, a scrap of twine, a feather, and a nickel, and she’ll probably invent a time machine or at least a very creative cat toy.

She’s been racking up awards and bestsellers, finally hitting her stride as a writer—right around the time she realized the “writer’s life” is mostly caffeine, zoning out, and losing track of her own plot notes. Ava’s books? They’re packed with action, paranormal madness, and badass female characters who could probably drink you under the table.
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