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Chapter One

 

Lucifer raised a dark eyebrow when a
demon bowed then hurried on its way. It wasn’t the obeisance that
caught his attention, that was normal. It was the silver,
shimmering strand draped around its neck which achieved that
particular feat. Where in all his realm had the bloody thing come
from? The question circled his brain as with his hands clasped
behind his back he resumed his walk, pausing occasionally to check
new arrivals were being taken to the correct level for their
eternal punishment to begin.

Since the battle with Michael and his
forces things had returned to some level of normality – whatever
that was in hell. Something a voice in the back of his mind advised
him to enjoy while it lasted. Pushing the pessimistic voice aside,
he stopped to lecture a low level demon on hell’s etiquette
regarding the transfer of a new soul then continued on his way to
the part of his realm he and Kelsey called home. She was the light
easing the darkness swirling around him, her presence drawing him
like a willing moth to a soft flame, one whose touch never burned
but warmed.

As he stepped through the arched
doorway two small demons barreled past him, their hurried bows
nearly missed as they vanished from sight.

“Luc? Is that
you?”

A smile pulled at his lips as she
stepped into view. His Kelsey, his angel, his mate. She made his
existence bearable and her love helped him see that maybe his realm
wasn’t as dark as it once had been. “Is there something you
need?”

“Yes. I need help getting
the rooms ready for our guests.”

Luc’s stomach dropped. “Guests? What
guests?”

“Oh, didn’t I tell you?
I’ve invited Gray, Agenta, Sebastian and Shiriana to spend
Christmas with us.”

What the actual hell? Well there went
his hopes of a peaceful time spent only with his mate. His brain,
which up to that moment had been on pause, kicked into gear. Wait,
what? “Kelsey, Hell doesn’t celebrate Christmas. We don’t celebrate
any holidays. This is a place of torment and punishment, not
joy.”

“That may be, but this
year we are celebrating it.”

He suppressed the groan wanting to
slip free at her enthusiasm. His realm was, in his opinion at
least, about to birth a new level. One where Christmas and all its
garishness played on a continuous loop. “Kelsey,” he said, rubbing
at his temples to try and stave off his growing headache. “While I
will try, for you my love, to endure this…Christmas, can you please
explain why you chose to invite them? Given it has only been three
months since we all went our separate ways I was hoping for a
prolonged respite from their presence.”

“Luc, they are our friends
and Christmas is time for being with those we care
about.”

Friends? Well, given their
aid during the battle he could on a level see them as such. But
care about them? No, he didn’t care about them. Are you sure you don’t? Not even in some small way?
“Shut up,” he warned his mind, the words
punctuated with a low hiss.

“Did you say
something?”

His wits gathered together he pointed
at the long strand of red and gold she held. “I asked what that
thing is you’re holding,” hoping she bought his reply.

“It’s tinsel. You drape it
around things or on a tree.”

“A…tree?” he said. “We
don’t have a tree.”

A smile creased her face. Its sudden
arrival sending a chill skittering down his spine. “Kelsey,” he
said, a note of warning lacing her name. “What exactly are you
planning?”

“Well…seeing as this is
our first Christmas together I want to make it special,
memorable.”

Visions of garish decorations draped
throughout his realm, of demons attempting to sing carols filled
his head, upping the intensity of his headache and dragging nausea
along for the ride. His promise to try and endure the blasted
holiday shattered at the prospect of what his realm might end up
looking like. “My realm will not become some new version of a…a
winter wonderland.”

“I’m not going to decorate
the whole place,” she said. “Just our home and maybe around the
outside a little.”

“No…no,” he replied with a
fervent shake of his head.

“You won’t do it for
me?”

One look into her eyes and he was done
for. It seemed the new level of hell being birthed was about to
receive its first “guest.” Him. Arms crossed, he stared at her.
“Once, Kelsey,” he said, trying his best to keep his annoyance from
seeping into his words. “As long as you stick to here with your
Christmas, I will do my best to deal with it.”

“I give you my word I will
be restrained in my decorating.”

As she walked away, he groaned.
Somehow he doubted her restraint would last long.

~

Kelsey beamed as she left Luc, who she
suspected might be ruing his decision. She would do her best not to
go overboard with the decorating, but their Christmas would
definitely be memorable for more than the fact hell would be seeing
the first one celebrated within its walls. “Oh!” she called,
pausing in the doorway. “I forgot to tell you I’m heading out to
get what I need.” Before she managed to take another step forward
he was in front of her, the look on his face warning her to think
before she spoke. “Something wrong?”

“You are not leaving this
realm without protection.”

She loved him. She truly did. But his
overprotectiveness sometimes got to her – and this was one of those
moments. “Luc, I’ll be fine.”

“I’m not letting you leave
here alone. My demented brother could be lurking outside waiting
for an opportunity to take you, to…to hurt you.”

The mere thought of that unhinged
archangel anywhere near her sent ice water trickling along Kelsey’s
spine. “Well then,” she said when her nerves settled. “Why don’t
you come with me?”

She struggled to hold back the smile
on seeing a look of abject horror cross his face. “It won’t be that
bad,” she said. “Besides with you helping me we can get the
shopping done quicker.” His horrified look slowly morphed into one
of reluctant resignation, one she tried chasing away with a kiss to
his cheek.

“We will make this quick,”
he growled. “I have no desire to be stuck in a throng of humans
belting out poorly sung carols.”

“Oh don’t be such a
sourpuss,” she chuckled, grabbing his hand and dragging him out of
their home. “You might actually enjoy it.”


Chapter Two


 

Luc glared at Kelsey as they tackled
another store. His headache unrelenting as he was assailed by a
cacophony of noise: carols pouring from store sound systems,
screaming human children, the complaints of their parents. If this
was Christmas, then give him the chaos of his realm any day of the
week. “Kelsey,” he said as she tossed decorations into a shopping
cart, “unless you want me to unleash my temper on this place and
bring new meaning to the words ‘chestnuts roasting on an open
fire’, you will make this your last purchase.”

“But we still haven’t got
a tree.”

“Kelsey…”

“Fine. Look if there is a
tree lot on the way home we’ll get one there, okay?”

“That is
agreeable.”

With the goods paid for they left, he
for one more than happy to be heading home.

“Luc, look!”

He half turned, fearful of what he
might see. A fear justified when Kelsey sprinted towards a tree
lot. Great. It looked like he’d be lugging a bloody tree back into
hell. One no doubt leaving a trail of pine needles in its
wake.

Ten minutes later they stepped back
into his realm, the tree he carried garnering curious looks from
the demons they passed. A low growl from him sent them scattering
in an effort to save their hides from his temper.

“There,” Kelsey said as he
set the annoying thing down. “That wasn’t so bad, was
it?”

He poured himself a large glass of
single malt whisky then downed it in one before refilling the
glass. “No,” he growled, “that wasn’t bad. It was beyond bad…it
deserves its own word to describe exactly how I feel about the
whole fucking experience!”

“Luc!”

He drained his glass again then set it
down on the small side table. “I am not enduring that nightmare
again.”

“What about food and
drink? We’ll need that.”

“Just tell me what you
need and I’ll provide it…without leaving hell.”

“Well,” she said with a
slight pout. “Given your mood I don’t suppose you want to help me
decorate?”

She couldn’t be serious, could she?
“That I leave to you…just make sure to keep your word and decorate
no further than the direct outside of our home. While you are doing
that I’m going to pay a visit to one of the punishment levels for
some stress relief.”  He placed a kiss on her cheek then
headed out. Perhaps the wrath level would work best.

An hour later and feeling leveled out
he returned to his home, his good mood evaporating when he caught
sight of a familiar and annoying presence standing by the tree.
“Gray.”

“Hey, devil boy! Happy to
see me?”

“You know,” he said with a
wicked grin, “your timing is perfect.”

“How so?”

“That blasted tree needs
an angel at the top and you will fit nicely.”

“Ack! I’m not having that
shoved up
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