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  Prologue


The hot air pouring through Lucifer’s bedroom window tries to strangle me as a chandelier made of bleached bones, wrought iron, and everlasting candles looms overhead. I’ve never wished for a breeze so much as I’ve wanted one now—but, contrary to my deepest desires, there aren’t many breezes in Hell. Instead, we have the kind of heat that one might get for a few days during summer in New York City where only crows take to the summer skies, while city cats and other creatures seek shelter as they wait for the day to wane into night. 
I stare at the stony ceiling, complete with jagged peaks and valleys around the chandelier. They remind me of the inside of a cave, which seems apt considering I’m trapped in some infernal, underground grotto with no sky and no escape. And though I’m so tired of the sameness, the warm and endless nights bleeding into each other, tonight, the walls feel closer and the heat seems heavier, as if Hell itself is tightening its grip and trying to control every one of my thoughts. 
Beside me, Lucifer’s breaths are shallow and steady, telling me he’s still asleep.
A phantom breeze brushes my bare arm, and for a heartbeat, I’m somewhere else entirely. My mind drifts where it shouldn’t and slips back to the summer before I died. Though the visions are hazy, I can still identify them as places I once knew. New York City. Bowling Green Park. The back alleyway to seedy shops and a piano bar called The Black Canary. A life I lost just before I accepted a bargain and became the Demon of Lust.
I reach for another memory, but just as I think I’m going to be able to make out the silhouette of the building where I grew up, something sharp bites back, sinking its teeth into my long-dead heart with flashes of familiarity.
A memory with her.
Ada’s laugh echoes in my mind as clearly as if she was here beside me. I can almost see the glint of her ruby necklace in the sunlight as I handed her the tiny, enchanted swan statuette from the Dream and Mystic. Though so many of the details are still foggy, from Ada’s exact facial features to my best friend Axel murmuring something under his breath, I do recall that the swan glittered with ivory and magic as it let out a little off-key honk. The noise was just loud enough to make the folks around us turn to investigate. I barely remember the looks on their faces because I was too occupied with the charming shade of pink that had crossed Ada’s cheeks.
It’s a moment I’ve been trying—and failing—to forget for fifteen years.
Mist crawls over the vision, and the realization that I’m losing my grasp on the memory takes me out of my waking dream. I roll over to stare at the ludicrous white-gauze curtains hanging in Lucifer’s bedroom, noting that the fabric is strangely billowing in the dead air… at exactly the same moment as my dearly departed heart flutters. There’s supposed to be a void in my chest, but the intensity of the memory has sparked a tiny, wistful flame to life. It nudges me out of bed and toward the robe tossed over one of Lucifer’s black velvet armchairs. None of these feelings should exist. Not the wanting, and not even the remembering of what wanting truly feels like. It makes me think that something inside of me is waking, and I don’t know whether I should fear it or follow it. 
I pause for a moment when I hear Lucifer rustling beneath the blankets, holding my breath until he sighs and goes still, indicating that he’s still asleep. Relief washes over me like a wave because I don’t want to wake him, even though if I did, I’m certain he’d pretend he didn’t notice. Lucifer has already expressed that he doesn’t care where I go after our nights together, even if it’s just to restlessly wander through the corridors before returning to my Circle of Hell. As long as I return, and as long as I don’t cause the same problems that the previous Demon of Lust did.
I pad down the hall toward the Infernal Library, and the air is still warm from hours before. As I stride past the shelves and run my hand through my dark hair, some of the books hum faintly, as though they recognize me. Meanwhile, my clothes are scattered across the floor, my personal effects blending in with the dark fabrics of Lucifer’s wardrobe. I gather up my clothing and slip into my trousers, noticing a few gold and silver coins and a ruby ring that are spilled along the stone. They must have fallen from his pockets when he stripped, and I prod them with my toe toward the piles of black cloth. 
And then that flutter in my chest returns, tenderly suggesting that something inside of me is shifting. 
Impossible.
As the ring clinks along the floor, I hear the unmistakable patter of paws. Lucifer’s cat—Satin—appears from behind a disorganized stack of books and tries to pounce on it like prey.
“Hello, little demon.“ I lean over and run my hands along the cat’s long, dark fur, and she twirls around my legs before offering a delicate meow. Satin is one of the few signs of Lucifer’s gentler nature, and she often serves as a reminder that somewhere beneath the bone chandeliers and infernal heat, he was once an angel. But that doesn’t matter now because even if I remember that there’s softness underneath his harsh exterior, my feelings for him are still far from those I had for Ada. With her, I wanted a life that belonged to us. With Lucifer, I’m just playing house in a place that only he owns.
Satin seems to sense my shift in mood, and as soon as I rise from my crouched position, she bounds out the doorway and toward Lucifer’s open bedroom door. The ruby ring on the floor skitters under her paws as she runs through the pile of clothing, and the band pirouettes away before whirling over and over under the desk, red stone gleaming in the low light.
Fucking cat.
Kneeling, I reach underneath the large table for Lucifer’s ring, my arm stretching out until I just graze the band. The red stone glimmers in the candlelight as I place it onto the desk, and I’m surprised by the weight of it. It’s heavier than it looks; solid and permanent. 
I’m so tired of permanence, and the feeling grows more and more overwhelming the longer I stare at the ring. The ruby reflects the light the same way that Ada’s necklace did the day I presented her with the swan, and though I don’t remember the way she gazed at me—that memory is too cloudy—I can’t deny the intensity of my desire to leave Hell. It rises like a flame in my chest, sending an aching and yearning sensation down to my fingertips, while I find my thoughts racing. 
Maybe I can find a way out of here. Others have spent time up on Earth. What if I went and just… didn’t come back?
But demons don’t just walk away. Not from their roles. Not from their bargains. Lucifer has always made certain of that. Lust isn’t a title that can be reassigned without consequence. The last time it happened, Hell nearly tore itself apart.
Drawing in a deep breath, my gaze flickers over to the coins that have spilled from the pockets of Lucifer’s dark trousers. Their insignia indicates they’re of a high value, and I suspect I can use the money if I do manage to leave. There’s no way that Lucifer will even notice a couple of coins have gone missing, especially considering the number of others that are strewn across the floor. Perhaps I can just start gathering them slowly. I can make a plan. I can return to New York City and have closure with Ada even though it’s been fifteen years since I saw her.
I know it’s wishful thinking, but wishful thinking is all I have left.
Before I notice what I’m doing, I’ve shoved the heavy ruby ring in my pocket. Then I cross the library and swipe all of the scattered coins from the floor as well. That’s when I see a tiny thread of pearls with a small swan pendant hanging from the end of one bookcase, and my vision fades to nothing more than a pinpoint. It’s not the swan that I gave Ada but it looks just similar enough that it might’ve come from the same shop, and something about seeing it has me frantically collecting the smallest and most expensive Hell wares from the Infernal Library—gemstones, cursed jewelry, wishing rocks.
Fuck it all, I’m not staying. I’ll find a portal out of here. I know Lucifer can open them, but there must be someone else capable of that magic…
I’m just shoving a round, rose-gold stone in my pocket when I look up to see Satin sitting in the library’s doorway. 
“What do you want, little demon?”
Silence encapsulates us for a moment before Satin responds, her tone low and vibrating with a purr. “So, you want to live.”
I furrow my brow, taking a step back from the library door and putting space between me and Lucifer’s pet.
“You’ve been off‑balance for weeks,” she adds, almost idly. “Lucifer feels it. The Demon of Lust isn’t meant to waver.”
Satin doesn’t speak often, but when she does, she still manages to surprise me. “And does that amuse you in some way?”
I bend to pick up a coin that I’ve missed just as Satin offers me a wry smile, the kind of smile a cat would give if it was fully capable of grinning. “You’re quite literally stealing from the devil. That’s an excellent source of entertainment.” She rises from her seated position and walks across the library’s atrium, hopping onto the desk that I’m standing by, and winds her tail along my forearm. “Are you planning on going somewhere with those artifacts? New York City, maybe?”
“How’d you—“
“Please,” Satin purrs as she looks up at me again with a sparkle in her green eyes. “I know that you know that Lucifer tells me everything. I remember you having a whole life in New York City. Hopes. Dreams. Other disgusting human things.”
“And do you also find that entertaining?”
“I find it… curious. Because you haven’t ever asked me the question that so many others have when they were seeking some familiarity. There’s comfort in a cat’s purr, you know. And that sound sometimes reminds people of home. And home reminds people of what they’ve given up, sometimes all at once, without having had a chance to say goodbye.” Though Satin is speaking, every one of her characteristics is cat-like, including the fact that she practically stands on her tip-toes for me to scratch the top of her head.
I continue to draw my fingers through her fur. “I don’t need any reminding of that. Especially not with emotions being, as you describe them, ‘disgusting human things.’”
“Ah, I suppose you don’t want to see what I’m capable of with portals, then.”
Raising an eyebrow in surprise, I reply, “Can you create them?”
She shrugs as best as a cat can, unraveling her tail from around my arm before slowly lifting a paw. “Let me show you. Just in case you’re interested for the future.”
At first I think Satin’s going to swipe at me, but instead she extends her claws and tears through the fabric of reality like it’s made from one of Lucifer’s flimsy curtains. A low hum vibrates through the stone walls, and the air turns colder than I’ve ever felt it in Hell. Little sparks shoot from the edges of the black hole as embers crackle and turn to ash, the scent of scorched flowers and something akin to vanilla curling into the library. Through the darkness that’s appeared, constellations blink in and out of existence, and it takes a few moments before Satin steadies the opening with a flick of her tail. When she does, blood-red roses begin to bloom along the threshold. These are much more vibrantly alive than the ones I’ve seen lining Lucifer’s courtyard, and the fragile, fleeting life within them—even though they’re enchanted—pulls at me in a way I haven’t felt since I was alive.
My breath catches in my throat as I stare into the abyss. The darkness seems to move like a gentle tide, shades of black and gray shifting in the void if it’s coaxing me to take a look. Because I’m both surprised by Satin’s ability as well as pulled by the mystifying waves, I draw closer. As I do, a moving image of the New York City skyline appears as a glimmer in the distance.
“Well, what are you waiting for, little demon?“ Satin chuckles softly. Like Lucifer, she apparently holds the key between Hell and Earth. “I thought you wanted to return to the land of the living?”
I tear my gaze from the skyline and look at her. “Is that… something I can do?”
“If you step through the rift, then absolutely.”
“Won’t he know that I’ve left?”
Satin sits on the desk, ears twitching as if she’s listening for noise in the distance. “Naturally.”
“What would happen if I did?”
“I don’t know, Cam. You’ll have to take your chances.” She begins to retract her claws, scraping them on the wood. As she does, the roses on the doorsill slowly drop their crimson petals while the silhouettes of the buildings and trees blur, as if they’re prepared to disappear before I can make a decision. “I can close the portal if you’ve changed your mind. But I can’t exactly rip open Hell to give you a glimpse of New York every time you have a bad day.”
I don’t want the cityscape to vanish, and I’m just about to open my mouth to tell her when the sound of someone approaching the Infernal Library echoes through the open doorway.
“You have ten footsteps until he spots you, Cam.” Satin’s tail flicks again, indicating she’s far too pleased with herself. But if Lucifer catches me, it won’t just be his anger I’ll have to manage. Lust isn’t a title he can easily hand off again—not after what happened to the last Demon of Lust.
However, I don’t have enough time to think about how my leaving will inconvenience Lucifer because I have to make an immediate decision. And the only thing I can think about is finding Ada again, and how this might be my only chance to return home to New York City, even if it might be temporary. Like Satin said, a feeling of home reminds people of what they’ve given up—sometimes all at once—without having had a chance to say goodbye. It’s a chance that I wish I was given previously, and though it’s a belated opportunity, I know should take it now before it disappears forever.
I nab one last wishing rock off the desk and squeeze the sparkling stone hard against my palm. A flash of warmth cascades over me, but it’s gone before I can attempt to make sense of it. Though I’m not really sure I believe wishing rocks have any magical qualities, I’m also equally uncertain if Satin’s portal will actually take me to New York City. But at the risk of making a fool of myself, I murmur a few quick words about how I hope this rift doesn’t land me somewhere worse than Hell, and then step into the darkness, the sensation of drowning swallowing me whole.






  
  Chapter One

three months later


New York has never looked so beautiful. 
The band is playing a song that’s been altered from its original melody, but nobody seems to care that the tempo’s no longer in three-quarters time. White wine flows from a fountain next to the mahogany rooftop bar of Hedonism Hotel, and the ice statue that houses the reservoir is still a solid block in the late August heat. I had my night manager, Giselle, inquire at the Dream and Mystic magic shop in the South Ward about an enchantment, and though I was informed that they rarely take requests for magic on short notice, Giselle was able to convince the clerk it was relevant to an important matter. 
I’m uncertain that this evening’s rooftop entertainment is considered an important matter, but rather it is simply an event encouraging rebelliousness away from the prying eyes of those with conservative politics. The ice statue is about ambiance—enriching the atmosphere of the bar to feel as if freedom spans farther than just this rooftop. It’s the kind of freedom that Mortals pretend they don’t crave. The kind of freedom that I remember wishing was a part of my life when I was last alive in New York. And even though fifteen years have passed, freedom is clearly still a desirable thing given the size of this evening’s crowd.
The rooftop’s air smells of rose petals and spilled gin, a perfume of indulgence that will cling to every guest by the end of the evening. Dark velvet drapes accented by lighter, more delicate curtains flutter in the warm wind, their fabrics enchanted to sparkle like starlight, and the polished tiles beneath my feet pulse faintly with the rhythm of the band. None of it is subtle, but Hedonism was never meant to be; every corner whispers a promise of pleasure and extravagance while wordlessly defying the cautious views belonging to so much of New York. 
As I sink back into the current scene in front of me, the wind I longed for in Hell is at my back. Attractive women and men dance in front of me, unaware that my mind’s been wandering. Usually, it’s interesting to see how personalities change throughout a night at Hedonism Hotel; those who come in with an air of hesitation almost always leave with the scent of gin on their breath and a lopsided smile on their face. Sometimes they also depart the bar for a room on one of the lower floors, hoping to make the otherworldly feeling of the night last until morning. The fact that I’m able to provide an escape pleases me, because Hedonism is my escape in a way as well.
The moment I think about this, my wings twitch deep under my skin like they have a mind of their own, and I lean into the scorching summer air. The restlessness that followed me out of Hell hasn’t eased. If anything, the city’s heat has only sharpened the sensation. It’s probably because of this that there’s a pressure in my spine that is strongest between my shoulder blades, like the prickling of a knife’s edge.
I could lean a bit farther, but if I do, the ember-black wings will pierce the deep scars on my back and feathers will explode out from wherever they hide inside of me. Alcohol won’t numb the sensation of my skin being sliced because alcohol doesn’t numb anything now that I’m dead. I’ve learned this in the most difficult of ways, so I force myself to ignore the quivering.
One slip of control would mean that the fragile illusion of Hedonism would shatter. I would no longer be an indulgent host—I would be a product of nightmares.
Across the rooftop, Giselle moves through the crowd with ease. I caught a glimpse of her earlier, hovering near the bar with quiet focus. She always looks a little lonely when she thinks no one’s watching. Even still, a spilled drink vanishes, a quarrel between two guests is resolved with a nod, and any hint at chaos disappears as if the hotel itself obeys her. Watching her work is almost distracting enough to quiet the restless twitch of my wings. 
Tonight she’s wearing a dress that’s the color of moonlight, cut in the soft, draped style that’s been fashionable since lantern‑lit soirées became increasingly popular. Her small curves are accentuated under a plunging neckline that sparkles amid the glow of the hundreds of candles that have been lit up here. The majority of her dark hair is tied in a knot at the base of her neck, a few locks cascading over her shoulders, and the flicker of something tired in her eyes is gone before I can identify it. There’s familiarity in the way she tilts her head, and for a second, my body reacts before my brain does—with a quiver in between my hips that reminds me of the things I’ve done because of dresses like that one and windswept curls like hers.
Giselle’s gaze flicks toward me, and when I catch her glance, she gives me a practiced smile. She never looks at me for long, but she always looks, and as she does so, the pressure between my shoulders increases and my wings beg to be released. I need something to quiet them. A distraction. I slide off the railing and slip into the crowd, moving my body to the sound of the music. The crowd shifts like a moonlit tide, candlelight flickering from all around, and before long, a pretty woman with long blonde hair and striking green eyes approaches me. 
“Hi!” she yells over the composition, offering a grin that has the faint aroma of vodka and cinnamon. “You looked a little lonely over there.”
Giselle never entertains offers like this. Not once in the three months that I’ve been here, and it’s not because nobody has ever tried. She just smiles and then declines. However, I’ve considered entertaining enough offers for the both of us.
I peer up at the stars along the skyline before returning my gaze to the blonde woman. The sounds of New York City are washed out up here and, other than being interrupted by the music and the sounds of scattered conversation, I can imagine it would be peaceful most nights. But it’s not peaceful tonight, and though I was intending on remaining in the shadows as much as possible, I suppose a dance isn’t going to hurt anything. It’s certainly not going to risk my wings taking over. In fact, it might be the diversion I was hoping for.
“What’s your name?” I ask, raising my voice over the music’s changing beat. This new song doesn’t fit with the timing that the band’s trying to force it into, though I’m apparently the only one sober enough to notice.
The pretty woman furrows her brow as if she’s curious why the answer to that question could possibly matter. “First, what’s yours?”
Just as I’m about to open my mouth to reply, a tingle of unease crawls along my spine. It’s the same sensation I’d feel in Hell when another demon was near—a change in the air, reminiscent of an impending storm—though that couldn’t be the case here, could it? 
The woman’s voice fades into the background as my focus narrows on the source of the change: the doorway to the lift. There, Giselle is standing with Axel, her cheeks flushed with candlelight, her notebook tucked under one arm, and her expression sharp enough to slice through the revelry’s haze. Axel, by contrast, stands taut, his jaw clenched. The air shifts around him in a way that’s characteristic of Wrath, a Sin who always unsettles the balance. 
My thoughts of entertaining a dance quickly dissolve.
“Sorry, I’ve got something to take care of,” I reply. The excuse sounds ridiculous, but I don’t have time to explain. She probably won’t even remember that she asked me to dance once the next song begins.
Without a glance backward, I make my way across the packed rooftop. Drunken hands grope my shirt, and as I walk past the bar, I notice there’s a tray of shot glasses waiting to be picked up. I take two drinks, downing one because I’m certain I’ll need a mouthful of courage to manage whatever reason Axel has for coming to search for me. Unfortunately, I realize too late that they’re made with gin. Grimacing, I pour the second glass out in one of Giselle’s potted plants.
As I approach the main doors to the rooftop club, I force my expression into something neutral. Giselle doesn’t need to know that Axel and I have the kind of history that’s worth asking questions about, forged years ago when we were alive and then bonded permanently by what we’ve endured as Sins in the Underworld.
“Is there a problem?” I ask, raising my voice over the band.
Though I can’t hear Giselle sigh, I can see the shrug of her shoulders as she exhales. I’ve learned to read her body language after my months here, and I can tell she’s exasperated but trying not to show it. “I told him you were busy and that you had a private party, but he insisted that you’d want to hear what he has to say.”
Axel casually runs a hand through his raven-colored hair, but I know the gesture is a sign of impatience. “It’s important.”
His jaw is clenched hard and he’s shifting his weight back and forth, indicating something serious. The last time I saw Axel do this was after he died. He succumbed to pneumonia—as I did the year before—and was standing in Hell being a nightmare about the inconvenient timing of his passing. He attempted to finish an argument with Lucifer by striking a wooden beam and breaking it, after which he was offered the position as the Demon of Wrath.
I nod toward Axel and then look at Giselle. Her cheeks have flushed so much that I can see their pinkish-red shade in the pale light. “It’s fine. I’ll speak with him elsewhere.”
Axel lets out a deep exhale, and I guide him through the door to head toward the private elevator that serves my penthouse. I swear I hear Giselle mutter something under her breath as we depart, and I know I’ll have to explain to her later why I abandoned the party. She’s not nosy about things, but she is concerned about how I run Hedonism, which makes her an ideal manager to balance out my apathetic emotions toward business matters, including my own.
Upon unlocking the door to the lift, I realize it’s not often I even bother using it. The entrance sticks a little from the lack of use, and I have to give it a shove until it opens—and then closes—completely. The crash of the doors knocking together echoes over the noise of the music that’s wafted down through the hallways. Thankfully, Axel doesn’t comment on the situation. In fact, he doesn’t say anything until we walk through the lamplit threshold of my penthouse a few moments later.
“Wine?” I ask Axel, and he nods, sauntering across the floor and past the sofas to the long windows like he owns the place.
“Anything in particular?”
He shrugs. “Whatever you’re offering, thanks.”
Pulling a pinot noir from the sideboard of the service pantry, I uncork the bottle with a pop and pour the wine into two stemless glasses. As I do, Axel stands with his back to me, gazing out at the view. I’ll be the first to admit there’s something particularly enthralling about seeing New York City from this high up while also being able to take in all the changes to the roads and businesses that have happened over the last fifteen years.
“You know,” I say as I walk toward Axel with the two glasses, “I didn’t think I’d see you for a while since I didn’t tell you I was leaving.”
“Seems you’ve gotten into the habit of not saying goodbye.”
I know Axel’s teasing, but I cringe at the reminder that I died before I could tell him I was sick. “Here’s to more hellos, then.”
He chuckles, downing a mouthful of his wine and making a little hum of satisfaction as he wipes a thumb across his lip. “This is good. Your taste in alcohol used to be shit.”
“My taste in alcohol was limited by the number of coins I could pilfer out of the world’s tightest purse strings,” I reply with a smirk. “Now, I’m desperate to know what you’re actually doing here. And does Lucifer know you’ve left?”
Axel takes another drink, crossing the room and sitting in one of the wingback chairs. Dark furniture adorns the room, accented in reds and eternal roses that nobody knows are forever but me, while a gilded mirror looks at home on the wall nearest the hearth.
“Of course. He sent me. Lucifer’s not your biggest admirer right now, if you can imagine. Your leaving has caused a bit of an… imbalance.”
I make myself comfortable, and take a seat on the sofa while pushing a black velvet throw pillow out of the way. Lucifer knows he can’t replace me after what happened to the last Demon of Lust. “Let me guess, you’re here to drag me back and make me miserable again?”
He shrugs and lets out a sigh that could shake the whole building. “Hell’s supposed to be miserable. That’s why it’s called Hell. But to be honest, you don’t look all that thrilled here either. I expected a little bit… more.”
“You expected more than me running an entire hotel that is in homage to Lust?” I swallow another mouthful of pinot noir. It runs down my throat, settling in my stomach with a taste that I’m all too familiar with—cherries and elderflower.
”I expected you would’ve found her by now.”
I didn’t know lifeless hearts could skip a beat, but there’s a first time for everything. 
“She has a name, Axel.”
“I know, but I don’t want to watch you come undone at the mention of it.”
Axel’s right, but even him dancing around using Ada’s name is enough to distract me. As I place my wine down, I can hear the faint hum of the club upstairs, which—combined with Axel’s words—forces me to reconsider what I’m truly trying to accomplish with my limited time in New York. I fumble while pulling out a packet of cigarillos from a crystal bowl on the center table. This penthouse suddenly feels too small, so I rise and walk to the open balcony doors. When I step outside, I can see Axel in my peripheral vision, slipping out of the wingback chair and straightening his shirt like he’s preparing for whatever will need to be said next.
Extracting a cigarillo from the packet, I ignite it with the lighter wedged in the cardboard box. Smoke tendrils curl into the darkness, disappearing almost as quickly as they appear, and I breathe in as deeply as I can. When I finally exhale, the cloud creates a haze that envelops a couple of potted tomato plants I told Giselle she could keep here since she doesn’t have her own veranda. The acrid scent pierces my nose.
“I didn’t mean to piss you off.” Axel’s voice floats through the doorway.
“I’m not pissed off. I just needed some air.”
“You know you have to go back,” Axel says, swirling a puddle of wine around in the bottom of his glass. “Lucifer already knows how difficult it would be to replace you as Lust. He needs you to return, by choice or by force, so it’s just a matter of time. There’ll likely be other demons who will come, Cam, and I can guarantee they won’t be as nice as I am.”
I’m already perfectly aware that every day I stay here, the punishment waiting for me sharpens its teeth.
But I can’t leave because I haven’t found her yet. I haven’t explained to her that I didn’t mean to leave her waiting that Saturday night in Bowling Green Park at the pinnacle of autumn.
I can’t leave yet because a part of me is still dying in a half-remembered dream that I’m desperate to find out the ending to.
“I’m not ready.”
Axel looks at me with his dark eyes. “I don’t think this is a matter of being ready. I think this is a matter of moving on.”
Moving on used to mean something different when we were alive, and it usually involved someone else’s bed. I don’t want anyone else to be a distraction, so I find myself shaking my head. “Let the other demons come.”
“I don’t think you understand. I might be willing to leave, but they’re not going to stop. Lucifer isn’t going to stop.”
“Maybe one of them will catch me at the right time.”
Axel exhales deeply. He’s exasperated, but I get the feeling he’ll be back before any other demons arrive since he won’t give up on me that easily. “Fine. I’m
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