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  This one is definitely for Robby. 








  
  Content Note


Beware! 
Spoilers below!
There's actually a bit of violence in this novella, including dismemberment, beheading, and (mostly off-page) torture. There is also a fire that results in minor injuries of a main character.
We're still dealing with the fallout of the serial killer, Victor, and one of his survivors—her soul survived even if her body didn't—makes a large appearance in the afterlife.
Expect kink and BDSM. Everything is consensual. The plot mainly centers around an MF couple, but expect all gender pairings, including MMM, FF, MMF, and more. There will be a lot of bratting.
There is a third-act breakup, but I promise their HEA will be all the sweeter for it.
This novella is meant to be enjoyed after completing The Paradise Ours Trilogy: The Little Death, The Quickening, and The Cataclysm. It takes place during TQ, but the epilogue contains serious spoilers for TC.
Oh, yeah! God is still an asshole in this one.
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  one

Lilith’s arm rippled with power as her sword struck with perfect form, temporarily distracting Alastor from the wrath demon struggling against his hold as she deftly took the head of another. Thick braids, which had fallen from her bun, whipped around her face as she gracefully finished the motion. When she turned to Alastor, her face, which had been serene and assured, fell. 
“What the fuck are you doing, Alastor? He’s about to get away.”
Alastor’s focus snapped back to the wrath demon who was systematically unwinding the vines wrapped around his limbs. He’d already wiggled his right arm free. Alastor roared, and a tendril branched off to wrap around the demon’s neck, tightening until a red line formed.
The wrath demon clutched at it with his fingers, but he was too slow, and the small piece of plant dug deeper out of reach. Moments later, the demon’s head popped off and rolled to join its friend’s on the ground.
Lilith stomped over to him, stopping briefly to kick both heads into the bottom of the ravine, where they were swallowed up by bubbling lava. “Why would you put yourself at risk like that? What had you distracted?” Her rage went straight to his cock.
“You’re magnificent,” he said.
“Oh, don’t you dare blame this on me.”
“What’s the blame? Our enemies lie dead at your feet. But if you’d like to punish me, you’re always more than welcome.” He couldn’t help the smirk, even though he knew it would only rile her up. Eh, maybe he did it to rile her up. For uncountable eons, getting under her skin had been his favorite pastime, and he still enjoyed it greatly. The only thing that had ever been its rival was making Lilith happy.
“You’ll definitely get a punishment,” Lilith said. “But first we need to clear the area, make sure these two dead assholes were acting alone.”
“Do you think news that Mina secured the fear demons for Lucifer has reached the rest of the population? This could be a reaction.”
“Might be,” Lilith said. They walked the area on foot, searching above the ground for signs of other enemies while Alastor’s vines checked dirt and stone beneath their feet, feeling for vibrations of their enemies’ movements and searching for hiding places.
Hell was a big place, but Lucifer’s top officers had devised lots of ways to keep tabs on it.
“There’s a disturbance at the bar,” Lilith said, “but Sindy is taking care of it. Says it doesn’t appear to be wrath-demon related.” They were speaking telepathically through one of the channels Lucifer had set up.
“There are three more of them,” Alastor said as his plants fed him more information. “They are about three miles that way.” He pointed into the distance, and Lilith nodded, changing her trajectory.
They walked on in silence, but Alastor never felt uncomfortable. He would happily walk to the other end of Hell and back by her side if she asked him to. They didn’t touch, like a bubble existed around each of them. Lilith would never penetrate that invisible barrier. It would be up to Alastor to be brave enough to do so.
“It’s a bit strange, isn’t it?”
“What?” Lilith asked, her shoulders tensing. She narrowed her eyes like she was annoyed, but he caught the way her body subtly angled toward him.
“Not having to worry about Luci’s moods or trying to track down leads on where Mina is anymore,” Alastor said.
“If by ‘strange’ you mean ‘nice,’ then sure.”
“It is definitely nice too.” He looped his arms through hers, tugging her the slightest bit closer, and she shot him a look but didn’t pull away.
“We need to discuss training the fear demons. Amamemnon is as fierce as he is an asshole, but I’m not going to trust anyone who hasn’t gone through our drills before,” Lilith said as the rigidity in her form began to dissipate. She leaned into him, and his heart sped up. He had to bite the inside of his cheek to keep from smiling.
“I can work out a schedule when I’m back in my office,” Alastor said.
“Oh, you aren’t going to just use mine?” Lilith said with a smirk, a sparkle of mischief in her beautiful brown eyes. And Alastor was transplanted to yesterday, when he’d borrowed her office to get a rise out of her. She punished him for leaving an orgy at Mina’s before the aftercare, and then they’d had their first open and honest conversation possibly ever.
“I need us to sit down, to agree on rules,” Lilith had said.
“Rules?”
“To your game, you brat.” All the colors in her eyes twinkled with delight.
“I don’t need any rules.”
“They aren’t for you.” She blinked up at him. 
Then Alastor said the one truth that had been burning through him all this time. “I will let you do everything. Anything you need from me, it’s yours already. It always has been. So I don’t need any rules, but I will abide by any that you set.”
“Rule number one, aftercare is a must.” She pinched his cheek. “No. Running. Off.” 
Alastor closed his eyes and nodded. 
“Rule number two, you’ll have a safe word.”
He scoffed. “I’m not going to use it.”
“You’ll have one anyway.”
“I’ll purposefully forget it.”
“Then I’ll make you repeat it as many times as it takes before we start a session.”
Alastor crossed his arms and glared.
“And if you still can’t remember it, we just won’t play.”
He sighed and rolled his eyes. “Fine. Do I get to pick the word?”
“No,” she snapped prettily. “Since you won’t remember it anyway, I’ll come up with a new word each session.”
Even after the first time they’d made love with Mina’s guidance, they hadn’t spoken about it. There had been no indication that it was anything but a single occurrence. Did he replay it on an endless loop whenever he was alone? Absolutely. But it hadn’t meant anything.
He worried now that their conversation yesterday would amount to the same—a blip of progress on an endless lifetime of sameness. The glimpses of truth she kept flashing his way were rare gifts he never expected to receive again. Soon they would slip back into their old habits. He would antagonize her to get her attention, and she’d give it in the only way she knew how—through pain and torture. He’d gladly soak up every second of it.
“Alastor, stop thinking so hard and focus. We’re almost there,” Lilith said with a sharp elbow to his side. “I need you to get your head in the game. You’ve already had one close call today. If you try and die on me, I will keep you in chains for the next week.”
“Awww, do you care if I die?” Alastor asked in a falsely sweet voice.
“I don’t want to have to be the one to tell Mina that you’re dead, asshole. I’m not breaking her heart.”
“Oh, yes. Of course. It’s only about Mina.”
Lilith shrugged. “A little bit Sindy, too. I know she’d be crushed.” She rolled her eyes.
“Uh-huh,” Alastor said. “I’ll just pretend that I believe you.”
“Alastor,” she growled, the warning clear. But he took it as a good sign; he was getting under her skin. The bite of her flogger would be a bit more pronounced, and her attention would be entirely on him—right where he wanted it. “I swear to all that is painful, I will fuck you up so badly.”
Alastor shushed her, and her eyes grew wide. He thrust his chin at the cave opening behind her. They’d reached the wrath demons’ hangout. It was supremely stupid of the enemy to think they would be safe anywhere within Lucifer’s territory. That mistake would cost them their lives.
Unless—he cocked his head at Lilith, and she furrowed her brow. She gave a sharp shake of her head, and he lifted one shoulder. Hers sagged, and she rolled her eyes but nodded as a silent agreement passed between them to keep these demons alive as potential recruits to Mina’s new world order.
They slipped into the cave, staying close to the rocky wall. There was a fire lit in the back, not that the demons should have needed the heat for warmth or the light to see. Something was up.
Lilith squatted low and ran. She leapt at the last moment, taking out one of the wrath demons with a perfectly executed swing of her short sword. The upper third of its body separated from the rest before landing on the ground. A second later, the bottom half crumpled.
“If you don’t want to end up like your friend, you’ll swear your allegiance to Lucifer,” Alastor called, but Lilith was already moving to the next enemy. And the third was moving on her.
Alastor didn’t stop to think about why she was ignoring his offer to save the demons’ lives and disregarding their earlier accord. He darted forward, intercepting the next wrath demon, taking their face in his large hands, and twisting their head from their body. He threw the head against the wall and watched it splatter.
Meanwhile, Lilith took out her enemy with the deftness and swiftness Alastor had come to expect.
She looked over her shoulder at him. “I’d have gotten the last one.”
“I wasn’t doing anything else.”
“Help me with this,” Lilith said, stepping toward the fire and the young woman trussed up on a rotating spit placed above it. How had he missed that? It explained why Lilith didn’t care about giving these assholes a chance to change sides.
“Fuck,” Alastor said. His vines shot out of the ground, working their way underneath the knots that bound the human soul as a large tendril wrapped around her body. He set her on her feet, and when her knees buckled, Lilith caught her.
“Are you okay?” Lilith asked, brushing the matted hair from the human’s forehead.
“Ow,” the woman said.
“Can you breathe with me?” Lilith asked, and Alastor moved behind the woman, helping to support her as Lilith eased her to the ground. “That’s Alastor behind you. Feel the steady rise and fall of his chest. Take a deep breath in with me.” Lilith led the woman through several cycles of deep breathing as the welts and burns on her skin worked to heal themselves.
Human souls never stayed damaged in Hell. You could do all manner of terrible things to them, and moments later they’d be whole once more. The psychological damage stuck around, though.
“Thank you,” the woman said.
“Did they have you for long?” Alastor asked as the woman slumped against him, the relief from the pain sapping the last of her strength.
“I’m not sure. Time never means anything in this place.”
“What’s your name?” Lilith asked gently.
“Steph,” she said. “I was leaving the bar when they snagged me. They told me that it was my rage that drew them to me. And then they realized that hurting me only made me angrier.”
“The bar?” Alastor looked up to meet Lilith’s gaze. “Is that what Sindy was talking about?”
“I doubt anyone noticed I was gone,” Steph said. 
“I know that’s not true,” Lilith said. “In fact, it sounds like Berith started a search party.”
“We should get her back,” Alastor said. He gathered Steph into his arms and stood.
“Agreed.”
“Oh, no. Are you going to take me back the way we came? It took ages to get here,” Steph said. “I mean, being carried and not dragged should make it easier, but still.”
“We know a shortcut,” Lilith said, and instead of heading back to the mouth of the cave, she led them farther into the system of tunnels. Bespelled to keep outsiders out, it wasn’t a path the wrath demons would have been able to find. But Steph was a resident and under Lucifer’s protection.
How fucking pissed was he going to be when he found out about this? They’d need to increase security. Hopefully Lilith and Alastor could get the fear demons up to shape quickly. Maybe Bellz would be recruited to help. 
“Is this her?” Mina asked, auburn hair whipping around her thin shoulders, as Lilith and Alastor entered the cave that served to connect their offices. Lucifer was on her heels, concern written all over his gorgeous face.
Alastor sat Steph down on the couch in the makeshift lobby. They’d opted to keep the entrance as natural as possible. But their offices all looked like they belonged in any office building on Earth. 
Mina wrapped a blanket around Steph’s shoulders as Lucifer uncapped a bottle of water and handed it to the human.
“Any chance I can just head home?” Steph asked after taking a gulp.
“Absolutely,” Lucifer said. “We’ll help you get there.” He turned to Alastor and Lilith as Mina helped Steph to stand. “I need you two to stay here for a debrief. I’ll be back as fast as I can.”
Lilith gave him a sloppy salute.
“We’ll be here,” Alastor promised.






  
  two

Lilith’s imposing aura followed Alastor into his office. He could feel her at his back, and tingles danced along his spine in anticipation of what punishment she was currently thinking up. Would she start it before Luci returned? Or would she make him stew in his eagerness until after? 
“Sit down,” she said, pointing to one of the two chairs in front of his desk.
“I’m in my office. I think I should sit behind my desk,” he said, ignoring his own inclination to follow her every order. 
She didn’t respond, only staring him down as she removed both short swords strapped across her back and the pistols holstered at her hips. Instantly she appeared softer, more approachable, more like the Lilith he was slowly coming to know. He craved every facet of her. 
Lilith turned back to him and crossed her arms, cocking her hip against the edge of the desk. He held her gaze for a moment. Maybe longer than a moment; it was so easy to get lost in her beautiful brown eyes, searching for every hint of color they hid. They brimmed with forbidden knowledge, enough to weigh down any being, yet she carried it all with grace and strength.
She cocked an eyebrow at him in challenge and he relented, sitting exactly where she had requested. Slowly she sauntered up to him before climbing onto his lap and straddling him. He wanted to grab her waist and pull her in closer, thrust into her heat, bury his face against her neck, and breathe her in. Instead, he left his hands on the arms of the chair, not even letting his fingers twitch.
“You had my back out there,” Lilith said as she took her braids down from their bun. One brushed his cheek as it fell, and he failed to stop the hitching of his breath. “Thank you.”
She cupped his cheek in her hand, and he longed to see her dark brown skin against his green. “You also put yourself at risk because you were too busy watching me.”
“I don’t regret it,” Alastor said, turning into her palm and brushing it with his lips. She gave him a half-hearted slap in return, and his desire bubbled up in a groan. 
She smirked. “What do you think your punishment should be?” She caressed along his jaw, up behind his ear, and along the back of his head. When she reached the floppy hair on the top of his head, she wrapped it in her fingers, tugged his head back, and traced the line of his throat with the flat of her tongue.
“You know I’ll take whatever you can dream up.”
Her hand relaxed, and she gently cupped the back of his head. “Are you sure about that?”
Tilting his head to the side, he peered at her. She was asking him something else, something deeper, but he didn’t know what. Didn’t dare dream that she was






