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  Author’s Note


  This book is not a true representation of Christian or Hebrew faith. Nor is it a retelling of any mythology pertaining to Middle Eastern gods or their culture. It is loosely based on the following sources: The Bible, The Dictionary of Demons, and the Encyclopedia of Demons. These various sources formed the basis of research necessary to ascertain common characteristics of the demon Asmodeus in order to write a cohesive story. It in no way represents any religion or culture involving the demons.


  A quick note about the world building. I chose to mix modern and ancient technology. Hell is designed for humans. I think part of our complex way of thinking is that we long for a simpler time, but don’t want to give up our luxuries. Our modern technology can also be frustrating. So, I took the pieces of things that inconvenience us and built Hell around that. Cellphones that are faulty, public buses that are always late, lost mail, etc. Things that happen infrequently on earth, but that demons can use to torture souls in Hell. It might seem contradictory at times, but it is done on purpose.


  For those that are sensitive to demons and Hell this may not be the best book for you.


  A sensitivity reader checked for diversity accuracy.


  While this book is intended to be slightly comical, it does have dark themes. Please check my website for any potential triggers. If you feel I missed one, please message me and I’ll add it to the list.


  This book was a lot of fun to write. I hope you will all enjoy it! There’s smuttiness, page-turning adventure, and a fun fantasy twist that speaks to my writing.


  



   For everyone hopping on the smut bus and riding straight into the realm of morally grey characters. 
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  Chapter 1
 When Up For Rapture, 
Seduce Your Superiors
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    Notice.


    

    The members of Muse Torture Inc. are hereby evicted from Hell. We hope you all enjoyed your stay. You are completely useless to us now and will be raptured in order to make room for more important demons.


    

    P.S. That’s not any of you.


    

    P.S.S. Your rapture will begin once this message self-destructs. Please, enjoy the soothing music while you wait for the portal to open.


    

    Sincerely,


    Your Eternal Damnation Team.

  


  No sooner had Muse Torture Inc. leader, Choré, finished reading the floating black parchment than it rolled up into a scroll, and whacked her three times on opposing neon-blue cheeks. It exploded into black glitter and confetti, terminating the official notification. The hellish matter coalesced into unholy doom, where it formed a magical gateway to the Hell realm of Rapture.


  Rapture was a place where demons were exterminated so completely that nothing, not even their tiniest atoms, would survive. Everyone in Hell referred to the extermination as being ‘raptured’.


  The size of a pin prick, the portal didn’t look intimidating right now, but it would incrementally expand to torture demons while they waited for their ultimate demise. Eventually, the gateway would suck the intended victims into its vortex, immediately perishing them. Currently, those unfortunate demonesses happened to be Choré and her four damnation besties.


  As the swirling, smoking portal of death widened to the size of a pea, it began to play “Highway to Hell” by AC/DC.


  “Fuck. Fuck. Fuckity. Fuck. Fuck,” Odette yelled in a sing-songy voice. She ran around the room yanking at her cute pink horns, leaving clouds of purple dust from the expenditure of her magic. Her equally pink eyes began to water as she cried tears of black blood.


  Lexis dramatically placed the back of her yellow and orange striped hand on her forehead. She swooned and tripped over the weird inflatable unicorn with a massive yellow dick sticking out of its head. “It’s the end! I didn’t even get to write my next sonnet. It was going to torture the shit out of the new batch of souls we got in last week.”


  Odette flapped her maroon bat wings and gasped, “Do you think Ripper will ask for a refund?”


  “I don’t think the state of our finances is our main issue,” Choré voiced, as she stared at the portal and bit her red manicured nail. “I doubt that demon would know his ass from his elbow anyway. He handed over a fortune for us to torture people who pronounced his name wrong.”


  Odette raised her finger in the air and proclaimed, “All the more reason for us to ensure we give him quality service!”


  “There won’t be any services once we’re sucked into the portal!” Chorè snapped.


  The final demoness in their group of misfits was Clio. She pushed her wide-framed glasses up on her pert little black nose and began flipping through her enchanted history book. Everything in the past, literally everything, no matter what realm of existence it happened in, was recorded inside of it. It went all the way back to the beginning of everything. No one knew why she was gifted the magical artifact. Whenever she was asked, Clio changed the subject. Of all the muses, she was the most secretive.


  Upon spotting the portal, the magical book slammed its covers shut. Even supernatural artifacts were terrified of Rapture. Giving her its spine in spite, it taunted her with its snarky personality. Clio thumped the book onto the metallic office table and tried to pry it open. “Come on! I just want to see if there’s ever been a history of demons surviving their rapture.”


  The book stuck out its silk ribbon like a tongue and buzzed it at her. It floated in the air, recalcitrant and contrary.


  Clio held out her hand, using her telekinesis to bring the book back into her possession. Clawing at the leatherbound cover, she gritted out, “Open up!”


  Choré observed all of this and did the only sensible thing she could think of as their leader. She called HR, ‘Hell’s Relations’. “Hold on. I’ll get this sorted.”


  The portal was the size of a quarter now. Out of the dark hole of shadows and death, a repetitive automated message chanted, “Please proceed to the portal. Rapture will begin shortly.”


  The music resumed after the warning had been delivered.


  “Fuuuuuuck,” Odette groaned as she collapsed onto their only office chair. The thing was dilapidated and stained with blood, but it was the only one that they were able to salvage from the dump. Too poor to afford nicer furniture, they had to dig around Hell’s many heaps of refuse.


  As Odette had pointed out earlier, they were prioritizing the highest paid client they’d ever landed. Ripper had given them enough of a deposit that they could replace half the junk in their office.


  “Shush!” Choré motioned for the other demonesses to keep it down. “I’m calling HR. This is probably a misunderstanding.”


  “How do you misunderstand Rapture?” Lexi wailed as she flailed her arms. She’d risen from her heap on the floor and had taken refuge behind a filing cabinet on the opposite side of the office.


  From the phone a recorded voice droned, “You’ve reached Hell’s Relations. For damnation locations, please press one. For brimstone leaks, press two. For prisoner escapees, press three. For advice pertaining to your eternal torture, press four. For hours of operation, press five. For donations to Hell’s torture fund, press six. If you think you’ve been damned in error, press seven. For maintenance press, eight. For miracles, hang up. You’re in Hell. For all other calls, press zero.”


  After listening to the menu, Chorè selected zero. From the speaker on her phone came the instructions that all sentient beings dreaded. “Please stay on the line and an agent will be with you as soon as possible. Wait time, approximately four thousand earth years. Would you like to leave a call back number? If not, remain on the line. Your call is important to us. Thank you.”


  “Flight of the Bumble Bees” then played. The classical music competed with the rock and roll coming from the Rapture’s gateway. Both seemed to agitate and fuel the sense of impending doom.


  Choré wouldn’t normally hold, except that she was desperate. There was a hole. A fucking Rapture hole and it was only getting bigger by the minute.


  There was no outrunning Rapture. The portal would follow its intended victim no matter where they went, until the rapture was completed.


  “Thank you for holding, please stay on the line. Your call is important to us.” The automated recording from the phone interrupted the stately music.


  As the portal grew to the size of a baseball, Odette chucked an eraser into it. Rapture ate it. Seeming to retaliate, the portal flickered and then spat out a ball of Hellfire, launching it to the opposite wall and sending their poster of Tony Stark rolling his eyes up in flames.


  “What?” Odette asked with a shrug. “I wanted to see what would happen.”


  “Death. Death is what happens,” Lexis announced, arms raised into the air as if she were imploring Heaven. Except that Heaven didn’t care about demons. Rescue was impossible.


  “Listen. I’ll just explain to HR that our numbers for successful punishments have been increasing. They probably didn’t look at our most recent torture report. I’ll send the necessary documents to Headquarters and then this whole Rapture business will be put behind us. No biggie.” At this point, Choré would suck every HR cock and pussy if it meant they would close the portal. She’d do anything to save herself and her friends.


  “Wait!” Clio grabbed the phone from Choré and hit the end-call button.


  “What the fuck did you do that for?” Choré shouted as she tried to repossess her phone. “Now I’ll be shoved to the back of the queue.”


  “I have an idea.”


  “Oh, shit,” Odette rolled off the table and rummaged through her enchanted black backpack. She held up her favorite sparkly microphone as if to ward off whatever words would follow. A weapon it was not, but in Hell even the most innocuous things could be deadly. Underestimating the petite hot-pink demoness and her unholy microphone would be foolish.


  “What are you doing?” Clio huffed.


  Odette waved the microphone, swiping it through the air like a Star Wars cosplayer at a light saber rally. “Every time you say you have an idea, we end up running from burping toads, caught in an apocalyptic storm, or that time we were catapulted out of Satan’s Anus!”


  Clio tossed her black and white checkered hair over her left shoulder. Her monolid, crimson eyes glowed as her magic activated. “The volcano was an accidental, directional blip. The map was upside down. I had meant to take us to Lava Treats on Spandex Avenue. It’s not my fault that Satan’s Anus was exactly the same distance from where we were standing, only on the opposite end of the street.”


  “How can you miss a volcano?”


  Clio pulled out her phone and typed in the address. When the map popped up on the screen, she turned it to Odette. “The icons are exactly the same. It’s not my fault Hell purposely designs its apps to be inconsistent, inaccurate, and full of glitches.”


  “You still walked inside!” Odette shrieked.


  Clio rolled her red eyes at Odette’s dramatic summation. “Whatever. Besides, it was way more fun than ice cream. If you recall, there were chaos demons partying inside the volcano.”


  Odette bobbed her head side-to-side, black and purple ombre pigtails swinging with the movement. “Is that all?” She chirped, sarcasm pouring out of her. “Can’t imagine why we ended up being shot through ‘Satan’s Anus’ because a bunch of chaos demons got super drunk and reactivated a dormant volcano in Hell.”


  “Think of the stories we’ll tell our demon spawn one day.”


  “Demonesses!” Choré interrupted their quibbling. “Portal. Rapture. Let’s not worry about who was shot out of what hellish orifice right now.”


  “Exactly,” Clio agreed with a haughty shimmy of her plump hips. “I’ve already figured out how we are going to get out of this, anyway. Rapture notifications are served by the higher-ups. We should try talking to them.”


  Choré stated the obvious, “Why do you think I was trying to call them?”


  She was starting to sweat from her nerves. Fanning herself with her hand, Chorè paced in a circle as she tried to parse out what to do next. She was certain her bronze-colored curls were wilting from the stress. Although, it could have been the hellfire stuck to the wall, still burning just in that one spot like the horrendous element it was. RIP Tony Stark poster. It had provided the perfect comic relief on their lunch breaks.


  Clio smacked her forehead. “No! Where does HR get the notices from? Who actually tells them what to do?”


  “Oh, fuck,” realization sparked as Chorè caught on to Clio’s plan. “Whatever is going on in your head, no. We cannot get involved with the—,” but she was cut off before she could finish her sentence.


  “The princes!” Clio did a little spin of victory. Her black skin lit up from her magic, casting a red tinge over her form. Her confidence was almost convincing. Almost.


  There was no way Choré was going anywhere near the Head Office. The princes of Hell could make this situation worse. She looked to the other muses for help, but they were busy with their own crisis, or in Odette’s case, a fantasy.


  “Leviathan is a wet dream,” Odette sighed as she drifted into a dopey expression, probably having a mental orgasm just thinking about him. What she saw in a giant temperamental demon dragon was a mystery to them all.


  “No,” Choré repeated. “If we piss off the princes, it’ll be worse than being raptured.”


  “What’s worse than Rapture?” Lexis asked as she scribbled in her notebook. Likely writing her final opus before they were sucked into a realm even Lucifer feared.


  “Everything!” Choré shouted with a gesture to the general construct of Hell. “At least when we are Raptured, we can’t be tortured. The Princes of Hell will make sure we live through utter misery for eternity.”


  “That’s bad,” Lexis despaired.


  “Ya think, Lexis? Those bastards will use our magic against us too. With inspiration magic fueling their evil imaginations, they’ll never run out of ways on how to make us miserable.”


  “Being punished by Leviathan might be worth it though,” Odette dreamed.


  The portal’s automated voice was louder now. “Rapture will begin soon. Please, make your way to the portal. Thank you.”


  The hole was the size of a basketball.


  “We have no choice. It’s either go to the princes or walk through that portal,” Clio presented their ultimatum.


  “There’s a flaw to this plan,” Choré pointed out.


  “The portal will follow us no matter where we go,” Clio finished.


  “Which means we are bringing our rapture to the princes. To the Head Office. Where everyone will be exposed to it,” Choré screamed right as the portal stopped its cheerful music and started blaring in an ominous command.


  “Warning. Rapture is Upon You. Warning.”


  “Fuck it,” Choré said as she prepared to teleport to the Head Office. “We’re dead if we don’t go, and maybe Odette is right. Perhaps we’ll like being punished by the princes for eternity.”


  “Hell, yes!” Odette shouted as she jumped into the air in excitement.


  They all looked at each other, snapped their fingers as one, and used their magic to teleport to the lobby of the Head Office. The portal, as predicted, followed.


  “Warning. Rapture in three minutes. Warning. Rapture in three minutes,” the portal droned.


  They were out of time.


  Red lights strobed through the lobby of the Head Office. Doors and windows were blocked with demon resistant enforced shutters. Barbed iron bars and magic defense sigils slammed down over the exits. Hellhounds came bounding down the halls to bark in front of the office’s revolving doors. An alarm sounded louder than the portal’s monotonous message.


  “Oh, shit,” Clio gasped as she held up her book to shield her from the disaster they’d created.


  Choré stared at the chaos. “This was a bad idea. A very bad idea.”


  “Warning. Rapture in two minutes. Warning.”


  “Head for the elevators. There’s still time to reach the princes!” Choré yelled over the competing clatter of alarms.


  “Warning.” The gateway to Rapture never finished its sentence because it swirled shut and popped like a mini firework. Black glitter rained down into a pile on the floor, where it blew away.


  “Silence!” A terrifying male voice roared over the commotion. The alarms, shields, and hounds scattered at his order.


  “Who brought their rapture here? I’m going to personally pin your ass to my wall and yank out your guts through your eyeballs for eternity!” A secondary male joined the first.


  Choré flinched, refusing to turn around and face her fate. Her friends gathered close, shaking as they pointed behind her. Compelled by a sinister force, Choré rotated as if in slow motion until she was staring at all seven Princes of Hell.


  Her first instinct was to teleport out of the Head Office, but her ability to do so was blocked. She snapped her fingers, trying to get that part of her magic to obey. The only thing she was not denied was her inspirational magic given to her when she became a demon. Everything else was locked down.


  Her friends seemed to be having the same issue when they snapped and cursed because nothing happened.


  “These little girls?” Belphegor, Prince of Sloth, cackled as every demon, except the muses, hid from sight.


  Choré gulped as she stared at the giant demon. Gold and orange blood glowed between jagged gaps in his charcoal skin. As hard and polished as stone, he towered over the other princes. His red wings were tucked behind him. Enormous orange bull horns shot straight out of his skull, jutting toward the domed, glass ceiling. His red eyes glowed as he continued to laugh. Two sets of serrated teeth glinted inside of his huge clam-like mouth.


  “Everybody out,” Wrath commanded, his voice thundering through the hall. No one knew his true name. The unholy ghost was the embodiment of what happened when God bitch slapped Lucifer out of Heaven and into Hell. As the personification of smite, he may not appear as intimidating as the others, but his red smoky essence was the deadliest.


  His twin, Pride, floated next to him as black fire and ethereal darkness. Pride was the embodiment of Lucifer’s imprisonment. So long as Pride existed, Lucifer would never leave Hell. He was the Fall, the herald of all damnation, and the last voice ever to be heard at the end of everything. Together, Wrath and Pride were the boogeymen of Hell.


  As the lobby cleared, the seven Princes of Hell converged toward Choré and her friends. They were each deadly on their own. Together they were indomitable.


  It was foolish to reason with them, but Clio had no compunctions toward stating her case. She pushed her glasses up and skimmed through her mystical book’s pages. When the princes were a few feet away, she held up her hand to stop them. “One moment, Your Highnesses.”


  “It’s speaking, B. Did you hear it chirping like a dumb bug?” This was said by Sloth, who was continuing to amuse himself at their expense.


  Beelzebub, Lord of Flies, and Prince of Gluttony, flicked his six iridescent wings. Teak skin was tattooed in red sigils. His head was shaped like a cute moth, every monster lover’s dream, but it did not have the desired romantic effect. Enormous red eyes stuck out of their sockets. They were horrifying round balls that took up most of his creepy features. A third snake-like eye, slit vertically, glowed with malice from the middle of his forehead. A cruel smile stretched his black lips, revealing a colony of flies. They droned, and by whatever evil governed his magic, they produced a sound that was like radio static and crazed insects combined.


  His voice, a disharmonious vibration of multiple languages, communicated, “All I hear is the serenade of my new toys begging me to play with them.”


  “Fuck,” Odette whispered. “I do not want to be captured by him. I’ll scrub demon toilets for eternity, anything, so long as he goes away.”


  “Shut up,” Choré hissed between her fangs. “I told you we should have stayed on hold with HR.” This last part was said to Clio, who still had her hand up like a cop in the middle of a traffic accident.


  As the leader of the muse demonesses, Choré knew she had to do something. “Your Highnesses, if you could give us a moment of your time—”


  “How the Hell did you get the Memorabilium?” Mammon, Prince of Greed, interjected. Fascination gleamed from his fluorescent purple eyes. “That was stolen from Heaven during the angelic wars and has been lost ever since. Give it to me and I’ll make all your dreams come true.”


  “No, thank you.” Clio dismissed the prince right before she said, “According to demon code 832,457 of article 777 paragraph 69, any demon that is slated for Rapture, is allowed one bargain, to last for twelve earth hours, in exchange for their sentence. If they are unable to complete the bargain within the allotted time, then they will be damned to eternal bondage to the demon they made the bargain with. If they complete the bargain in time, then they are set free from their rapture and any obligations to the demon they bargained with. Re-rapture can happen at any time without notice or consideration. The bargain cannot be used again.”


  “Shit, really?” Choré asked, hope eclipsing her earlier anxiety. Barely. The last part was still ominous.


  “Yes, really,” Clio muttered and snapped her book shut. It protested at being treated with such aggression but stilled when the princes circled them all.


  “Well,” Mammon slurred. “How touching that you did your research.”


  His sly grin suggested it was anything but sentimental. The contradictory features emitting both wrath and glee were terrifying as he cocked his head to the side. He was the most human looking of them all. Thin and wiry, his purple, green, and gold silk suit was expensive, encrusted with jewels. Diamonds arched over his purple eyes instead of brows. His teeth were gold and his short, black hair was slicked away from his


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Chapter 11
 It’s Official. Demons Rule and Angels Drool… But We’ll Work With Them Anyway.
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  “I thought you said he was at Death’s door,” a strange voice broke through Chorè’s dreams. She’d been reimaging her husband possessively fucking her. It was rude of them to interrupt.


  “He was, but you know that angelic magic can heal him,” a familiar male reasoned.


  “Raguel?” Chorè mumbled as she started to regain consciousness.


  “I better never hear another man’s name on your lips again when you’re naked and in my arms,” Asmodeus grumbled as he pulled her closer and nibbled on her ear.


  Chorè extricated her arms and rubbed at her eyes. “I swear I heard his voice.”


  “You did,” came the archangel in question. “I tried to hold him off for as long as possible, but he’s used to giving orders, not taking them.”


  “Fuck,” Asmodeus shouted as he shoved into an upright position and crawled in front of her.


  Chorè sat up, worry creased her brows as she stared at two angels in their bedroom.


  “Get the fuck out of my apartment, Gabriel!” Asmodeus commanded, every word emphasizing an unspoken threat.


  The Archangel Gabriel looked exactly as he was portrayed on Earth. Curly, golden hair, bronze skin that glowed, and white wings that shimmered like gems. His eyes were blue like the morning sky, his chin clefted, and his halo was a beacon of holy adoration above his head. The white suit he wore only emphasized his eminence and refinement. He also appeared to be pissed off.


  Ostentatious and patronizing, Gabriel expelled the air from his lungs as if the room were fragranced with sulfur. The insult was galling, especially since Asmodeus had magic to keep the funk of Hell outside of his apartment. The archangel’s attitude was deliberately antagonizing.


  Chorè wanted to hurl a vase at Gabriel’s head. She inched toward one of her pillows, intending to smother the repugnant look from the archangel’s face, but a quick gesture from Raguel had her curbing her impulse. His handsome features were full of warning as he slashed a hand in front of his throat.


  “If my room offends you so much,” Asmodeus rumbled at Gabriel, “then you can see yourself out. Use the door so that it hits you in the ass on the way out.”


  “We are here to negotiate—” Raguel began in a desperate attempt to defuse the tension.


  “Let me stop you right there,” Gabriel interrupted with a hand raised. His self-proclaimed regality wafted off of him with that one gesture. With an air of supreme arrogance, he decreed, “It has been decided by the Almighty that Asmodeus will be fully pardoned and all past transgressions be expunged forevermore. His soul will be restored to him. Chorè will be resurrected and her soul will be blessed, granting her angelic stature. In addition to these blessings, you will both be in charge of converting Mammon, Beelzebub, and Leviathan to a new order in Hell. Like the cherubs that guard the entrance to the Garden of Eden, you and the aforementioned princes will have the authority to transform Hell into the Almighty’s vision. You will restore the court to its original purpose. If you can do this, we will pardon the other princes and prevent their rapture indefinitely.”


  “If I refuse?” Asmodeus challenged the archangel.


  Raguel put his hand up to hide his mouth and he muttered, “It was him or Uriel the trigger-happy demon slayer.”


  Asmodeus glanced his way briefly, casting indifference over his expression. Chorè poked him in the thigh with her hoof. His muscles stiffened, but he kept his attention on the angels.


  Gabriel said, “Don’t be a dick, Asmodeus. You’ve been given a second chance. Take it.”


  “What if we don’t succeed? You’ll rapture us? Oh, wait. You can’t.”


  “I don’t need to threaten you,” Gabriel sighed, bored and impatient. “You will just have to live with Lucifer and his bullshit forever. So, please, refuse me. I could use the entertainment.”


  Asmodeus peered over his shoulder at Chorè. His features softened and she saw the decision before he said, “Okay. We accept. But I—”


  Before he could finish his sentence, Gabriel stepped forward, grabbed their hands, and began to glow. Chorè felt Asmodeus’ soul leave her body and transfer into his. She burned as her joints and muscles redesigned themselves to the dictation of Gabriel’s magic.


  When the light faded, Chorè glanced under the sheets and realized she still looked like a Throne, minus the bovine legs. She’d been getting used to those. Instead, five brown toes wiggled at the end of her feet. Her legs were covered in serpentine eyes that shut as she dropped the covers.


  Her change was minimal compared to her husband’s. Asmodeus now had two sets of wings. One pair was gold and the other was white. Most of his previous characteristics were the same. Although, now he had hundreds of golden eyes covering his form from sternum to his hips. The horns, fangs, claws and pointed ears remained. Instead of feline paws he had hooves. His tail was now that of a lion, long with a tuft of fur at the end. The tattoos on his umber skin had vanished, except for a few yellow symbols she couldn’t read. They glimmered over his brows and down his temples. The same gold crown with three spinning wagon wheels sat on top of his braids.


  Gabriel released them and conjured a towel. Wiping off his hands with a disgusted look, he said, “There. It is done. Try not to fuck this up again.” The last bit was said to Asmodeus.


  “Why do I look like this?” Chorè asked, awed by the fateful twist to their lives.


  Gabriel tossed the towel into the air, where it lit up with gold flames and disintegrated. “We felt the rank of ‘Throne’ was an appropriate designation given your strong sense of justice and what you did to save your husband. All traces of Lucifer have been erased, minus the mating mark. That belonged to both of you regardless of what that idiot thinks. He can manipulated it and stick it wherever he wants, but once it’s consummated it no longer has his influence.”


  Gabriel turned to Asmodeus. “You may revert to your original name if you wish.”


  Asmodeus flipped him off. “I don’t want it.”


  “Whatever,” Gabriel dismissed. With another haughty lift of his nose, he ordered, “Fulfill your duties as God decrees.”


  Gabriel teleported out, leaving Raguel who let out an aggravated sigh. “You two are so much trouble. I’ve aged a century from this entire ordeal!”


  “You know you love us,” Chorè chirped from the bed.


  “Do you know what I had to listen to while you two were sexing around?” The archangel threw his hands up as he dramatized, “If I hadn’t stopped Uriel from rallying the other archangels, you’d both be dust in the wind. Thankfully, Gabriel isn’t a friend of Uriel’s either and interceded for a new order in Hell. Most of Heaven’s officials have been waiting for an opportunity to usurp Lucifer. Don’t fuck this up. There’s no more second chances.”


  “Thank you, Raguel,” Chorè said and elbowed Asmodeus in the ribs.


  Asmodeus rubbed at the spot and mumbled, “Thank you.”


  Raguel dabbed at his eyes. “I’ve never heard you be so nice! I need to follow that old hot head up to Heaven now. You two stay out of trouble.”


  Chorè nudged Asmodeus, who glared at her over his shoulder. With a resigned sigh, he asked, “Coffee after this whole thing settles down?”


  Raguel cried as he clasped his hands together. “I wouldn’t miss it!” With a snap of his fingers, the archangel vanished.


  Chorè peered at her husband’s new form. “You looked good as an angel.”


  “I looked better as a demon,” Asmodeus complained.


  “We match now,” She teased.


  Asmodeus wasn’t even listening. He yanked the crown off his head and flung it across the room. “I’m never wearing that again. Nor am I dressing it white.”


  “You’re very sexy in red.”


  “Damn straight.” In a sudden panic, he dropped his gaze to his pelvis. He let out a relieved expulsion of air and slumped on the bed. “Thank fuck. They didn’t change my cock.”


  Chorè burst with laughter at his priorities. “Yes. Good thing.”


  Asmodeus dropped the sheets and faced her. “You would have missed all the enhancements.”


  She wasn’t going to argue with that.


  All of his eyes illuminated with his yellow magic. “Lucifer can’t touch us anymore. If he even tries to come after us or retaliate, then he’ll have all of Heaven bitch slapping him for his audacity. That holy sanction gives us complete immunity in Hell.”


  “Wow,” Chorè said, impressed. “How did we get so lucky?”


  “Raguel said that the demonic court was originally set up for a specific purpose, but it was corrupted. If I had to guess, Heaven chose us because of your influence. Angels can sense goodness the same way Lucifer can sense evil. They knew we were changing, leading Hell in the better direction.”


  “Any idea what that original purpose was?”


  “No,” Asmodeus admitted. “And it’s just like Gabriel to drop that decree and leave without further explanation on how we are supposed to accomplish it.” He tapped his chin in consideration. “We could start by asking your friend with the Memorabilium. Everything that’s ever happened in the past has been recorded inside of it. The original discussion for Hell’s order is probably in there.”


  “Oh, no!” Chorè slapped a hand to her mouth. “My friends. They were all mated to the other princes.”


  “Shit,” he cursed. “That means that Lucifer has access to the other muses. Including the book. We won’t be just convincing the princes, but their wives as well.”


  “Do you think Gabriel knew that?”


  “Considering his decree came straight from God, I believe that’s a probable assessment.”


  Chorè had been the leader of the muses. She knew they’d at least hear her out. “Looks like we better get started. Especially if Clio is now hitched to Mammon. They might kill each other before we get a chance to look at the book.”


  “Damn,” Asmodeus lamented. “I wanted to try out our new angel sex before we were hurled into another catastrophe.”


  “Oh, there’s time for that.”


  Asmodeus rolled onto his back and dragged her on top of him. “A good luck ride before we face Hell?”


  “We’ll need all the luck we can get. Better make it more than one.”


  “I couldn’t agree more, wife.”


  Chorè climbed on his lap, watching as their eyes closed where their bodies touched. “I don’t think I’ll ever get used to this new form.”


  Asmodeus raised his hands and cupped her breasts, flicking his thumbs over her nipples. “You’ll always be a demon to me.”


  Her breasts tingled, sending a pleasurable throb between her legs. Chorè lowered herself onto Asmodeus’ hard cock, fitting the heads between her swollen folds. “Oh, good, because I plan to raze Hell with you, and I’m going to need all my bad girl energy to do it.”


  “As long as you’re always a good girl for me.”


  “I’ll think about it.”


  As she rode him, his cock slipping deeper into her body, she wondered if they would succeed in reordering Hell. Would other demons follow them, or would another war ensue?


  The future was uncertain, but Chorè wouldn’t worry. With Asmodeus by her side, she felt like she could take on all of Hell. She just hoped it wouldn’t come to that.


  “By the way,” Asmodeus said through his lustful haze. “where’s Nutty?”
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