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  Content Note


Beware! 
Spoilers below!
The Cataclysm deals with 256 Horsemen of the Apocalypse, and they cover topics from natural disasters to genocide. God is still as big of an asshole as ever. This time He brings it up a notch by expressing some hateful and anti-trans ideas. He immediately deals with the consequences, but some readers might find what He says triggering.
There are zombies, a serial killer, ghosts, accidental murder, and one suicide (not any of Tabitha's friends, family, or lovers). 
Did I mention that Tabitha and her cousins find Jesus? I mean, they literally find him. And, yes, I am setting him up for his own novella. He deserves his own HEA.
There is impact play, rope and furniture bondage, a cookie gag, knife-play, piercing, and all the kink you've come to expect from a Paradise Ours novel. The romance centers around a romantic unit that's MMNBFF. From time to time they invite others to join them. Expect all the gender pairings.
I want to make a special note about Gabriel's eye color. I gave them eyes that resemble white dwarf stars because I wanted to connect their trans and non-binary identity to the universe, to suggest that being trans and non-binary are essential elements of our very cosmos. But I'd like to take a moment here to highlight how beautiful brown eyes are. Every shade is beautiful. 
The Cataclysm is book three in The Paradise Ours series, which is meant to be read in order.
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  one

“Tabby!” Hope barreled into Tabitha from the side. “You came!” The red of her Little Red Riding Hood costume popped against her strawberry blonde hair. 
Tabitha stood on the lawn of the rented home her cousins shared with three of their classmates—all completely unaware of the twins’ demonic parentage. But Hope and Hades had always been good at blending in, between the charm they had inherited from their father, Lucifer, and the compassion they had learned from their mother, Mina.
“As if I could miss your twenty-first birthday bash.”
“I love your costume—classic witch,” Hades said as he walked through the gate from the backyard. He had a fake lion skin draped over his head, covering his dirty blond hair. He wore leather arm braces and sandals, a light-brown sheet tied around his waist, and nothing else. He was sure to be a hit tonight, but Tabitha wanted to hide her eyes or burn out her corneas. She was half demon; they’d heal eventually.
Tabitha curtsied and tugged on the brim of her witch’s hat. She had already owned the black dress. It had a sweetheart neckline that tied behind her neck and a tulle slip underneath the skirt that gave it a lot of volume. Only having to buy a hat and bat-patterned stockings made it an easy costume. She had borrowed the broom from her mom’s house. It was probably an antique original to the home that Oz had purchased in his search for Adam and later turned into their family home, but the broom had been collecting dust long before she’d moved in during high school. She doubted it would be missed even if she uncharacteristically failed to return it.
“You both look . . . ” Tabitha paused, worrying her bottom lip as she tried to come up with the best descriptor, “barely clothed?”
Hades chuckled while Hope looked down and blushed.
“Is it too revealing?” she asked.
“We’re twenty-one. It’s not like we’re going to look this good forever,” Hades said, taping his exposed pec with a fist.
“Actually, I think that’s about when I stopped aging,” Tabitha said, only thinking to look around for other party-goers after she’d opened her mouth. Luckily, they were the only three people in the front yard. “Where is everyone?”
“The party started ten minutes ago, Tabitha,” Hades said. “No one gets here on time.”
“Just your nerdy older cousin, I guess.”
“Aw, but we love you.” Hope looped her arm through Tabitha’s and pulled her into the backyard. “Let’s have a few celebratory shots.”
“Okay, but I’m not drinking too much. Someone has to keep an eye on you two.”
Hades followed them into the backyard before running to the makeshift bar set up on the back patio and pouring them each a shot of rum that burned on the way down.
Afterward, Hope and Tabitha sat on the porch swing and Hades leaned against the railing.
“I’m really surprised you came,” Hades said. “You never want to party with us.”
“That’s not true,” Tabitha said. “We hang out all the time.”
“Hanging out isn’t partying,” Hope said.
“Well, you were underage until this morning,” Tabitha said.
“Like that really mattered when we were partying in Hell. It’s not like we were gonna get busted by the cops.”
“No, just your father’s top lieutenants, which is worse. Trust me. They are the most loving, supportive creatures. But they don’t fuck around with consequences when you break the rules.”
“As if you’d know,” Hades said. “You’ve never broken a rule in your life.”
“Yeah, well, I’ve never had to actually break a rule to learn that I wouldn’t like the outcome. It comes with the territory of knowing. Which, if I’m honest, is part of the reason I’m here.”
“What do you mean?” Hope asked.
It was family lore that Tabitha had a gift for knowing things without ever being told. Some weird mix of living multiple human lifetimes and being part demon, she assumed.
“I have a strong feeling that there will be a party crasher here tonight, and they won’t come bearing birthday presents.”
“Do you want a guest list?” Hades asked.
“We didn’t make one. We just invited a bunch of people from school, some friends from our old neighborhood, and stuff,” Hope said, her legs swinging back and forth. She was short just like her mother.
“And Kathryn and Michael,” Hades added.
“You invited an actual angel and your mom’s best human friend?”
“Yeah,” Hope said. “Kathryn is a blast.”
“And more than twice your age,” Tabitha said.
“Age is a number.” Hope waved off her cousin’s concern. “Besides, no one can tell how old she is since she had her soul bonded to Michael.”
Infinity had a way of expanding to fill whatever space it needed to. Mina, Mom, and Kathryn had all stopped aging after eternally marrying their spouses, but Kathryn and Michael still preferred being labeled as boyfriend and girlfriend, and they didn’t live together. But they were beyond gone for each other. Anyone with eyes could see it. 
It would be nice to see them, at least.
Tabitha chuckled and shook her head. “I don’t need a guest list. I’m pretty sure I’ll know the intruder when I see them.”
“And what do you plan to do with them?” Hades asked.
Tabitha shrugged. “I’ll have to figure that out once I find who I’m looking for.”
Over the next half hour, as the backyard filled with college kids, Tabitha wandered among the growing crowd with an untouched rum and coke. Most everyone had put effort into their costumes, and it was kind of fun to pretend she was actually losing herself in a group of ghouls, goblins, monsters, and sexy professionals. It dazzled her to watch these new adults get all dressed up just to celebrate her cousins’ existence on this planet.
Perhaps the distraction of it all kept her from initially realizing that the beautiful, two-toned wings that spread out behind the Black angel’s back weren’t a costume at all. She only noticed something was amiss when the stranger rounded on her and backed her against the siding of the house, far away from any other guests.
Tabitha took in their dark brown skin and piercing white-blue eyes, the gold tops of their wings that slowly shifted at the tip of their feathers to a magenta the exact color of their hair. It was parted to the side, with half of it flopping loosely over part of their forehead while the rest was pulled into tight braids that rested against their scalp. Their strong shoulders balanced out the swell of their breasts and their trimmed waist. Tabitha searched for their name. She knew she should be able to grasp it from the universe as easily as she could pluck out a strand of her own hair, but there was nothing to grasp.
“Who are you?” she asked, trying not to get distracted by their strong nose and jaw, their plush, kissable lips. Fuck. This being was absolutely breathtaking, and Tabitha wished she could let herself become completely entranced, spend hours cataloging their every detail until she had every bit memorized.
But whoever they were, they weren’t here on friendly terms. Tabitha refused to let herself get distracted. No one would harm her family.
“You aren’t supposed to be here tonight,” the stranger said.
“No. I was invited, but I’m pretty sure you weren’t.”
“I have things to do. He’ll be angry with me if you get in the way.”
And then their name materialized in bright, neon letters across Tabitha’s mind.
“Gabriel,” she hissed. She shoved against Gabriel’s strong shoulder and pushed away, heading straight for her cousins. 
They spotted her coming, as well as the well-formed stranger right on her heels.
“It’s Gabriel,” Tabitha shouted across the backyard to them. That was enough for them to know how to react. The twins grasped hands, and Tabitha saw them shimmer as they attempted to teleport, either to Hell using Hope’s power or to Heaven using Hades’.
But before she could see them successfully leave this realm, she felt Gabriel’s hand on her arm. She turned, stumbling before falling into the grass as the angel glared down at her.
“You’ll not be getting in my way,” Gabriel said. Then there was a loud pop, and everything went dark.






  
  two

The darkness abated, giving way to a smoke-filled sky and muddy earth. Tabitha stood in the middle of an open field, mountains off in the distance. Nothing looked familiar. She let her guard drop just enough to get a read on where she was—still on Earth, thankfully, but definitely not North America. Maybe the Middle East or North Africa? Any identifying flora or fauna had been blasted or startled away, and much of the nearby topography looked unnaturally choppy. 
Three pops sounded to her left, distracting her. Then three more rang out. Gunfire. She ducked down and covered her head with her hands, as if that would somehow protect her from a stray bullet.
The loud bang of return shots sounded from the other end of the field. They must have been using different types of artillery. She started to move to her right, getting away from the gunfire as quickly as her stooped posture would allow.
But the earth to her right exploded, and she went flying back. The force of the impact knocked the air from her lungs. She rolled to her side, willing down her panic. After a moment, when she could breathe again, she got to her knees.
What the hell? Tabitha thought as she waited for the ringing in her ears to subside. Gabriel had dropped her in the middle of a war zone. Why would they do that? Sure, Tabitha was half demon, and Gabriel was an angel, which inherently put them on opposite sides of God’s eternal battle. But it seemed too cowardly a way for Gabriel to dispose of an opponent, based on what she knew about the angel.
Her extended family had been hearing rumblings, mostly through Michael’s old contacts, that God was stepping up His game lately. Current events certainly made it seem like the entire world was going through a period of destabilization. Maybe the wars, pandemics, fascists, and corporate greed were a sign of the apocalypse. 
Horse hooves pounded nearby. Who brought a horse to a modern war zone? Tabitha looked up, trying once again to regain her bearings. The air was thick with gunpowder, smoke, and death. Luckily nothing had come close enough to cause her any harm, at least not yet. But she froze with fear anyway. And the sounds of a horse drew nearer.
She scanned the horizon, looking for someplace to take shelter, but there was only exposed dirt. Then two arms wrapped around her and lifted her up against a hard chest, warm flesh over muscle. She bounced against the stranger with each gallop. 
Looking up at her captor or rescuer, she found a Middle Eastern man with pitch black hair and handsome features. Both his pupil and sclera were black, making the beautiful brown of his eyes all the more striking. But she couldn’t take in the rest of him as they picked up the pace, blasts coming from all sides and bullets peppering the field. 
It seemed impossible to avoid them all, yet this stranger managed to. When they dipped down into a valley, the volleying gunshots and explosions quieted.
They approached a large tent, and Tabitha expected the man to dismount, but he continued on horseback right through the open flap. It was then that she realized she didn’t feel anything under her except the man’s arms.
She turned to see what was behind her. There was nothing there—only empty air. He’d clearly not been expecting her to jerk around, because he dropped her. With a thud, she hit a thickly padded rug and grunted.
Then she took in her rescuer—which seemed the more likely option at the moment, given that he did take her away from the violence—and did a double take. There were four hooves, as expected, and four brown muscular legs of the powerful beast who had delivered them to safety, but there were no human legs. When she looked up further, she did find a human torso, but it didn’t sit behind a horse’s head. In fact, there was no horse head. Instead she found the wings of an eagle with feathers ranging in medium brown to a brown so dark it almost looked black. The top of the wingspan was framed with silver. That dark brown of the feathers was mirrored in the hair of the horse’s body. 
“You’re a centaur,” she blurted out, stupidly. A gorgeous, sexy centaur.
The man, er, half-man, looked down at himself, as if taking in the fact for the first time himself. Then he shrugged and refocused his attention on her. “Are you okay?”
After patting herself down, she nodded. “I think so.” She still held her broomstick. How she’d managed not to drop it in all the ruckus was beyond her. She certainly never made any conscious effort to hold onto it. “Huh.”
Her hat, however, was long gone.
“I’m sorry I was too far to save you from that first explosion.”
“I’m a little hardier than your standard human.” Standing on shaky legs, Tabitha used the broom to help support herself.
“Of course you are.” He walked farther into the tent, feet clicking rhythmically onto the wood floor of the small kitchen area.
The tent was fancy. Tabitha hadn’t noticed at first, but along with a fully functioning kitchen, it had a small fireplace, grand armchairs, and a four-poster bed. There were also bookshelves, a computer desk with four monitors, and a large flatscreen TV.
“Can I make you tea? I also have liquor if you prefer something a little stronger. It’s not every day one gets dropped into the middle of a border skirmish.”
“Tea would be great.” She wrapped her arms around her middle to try to hide the fact that she was trembling, but when the centaur returned with a steaming cup of tea, he noticed right away.
“Come sit by the fire,” he said, ushering her over to one of two tall-backed chairs. The fire burned brightly, warming the air around it nicely.
“Who are you?” she asked.
“War,” he said, “a Horseman of the Apocalypse.”
“A horse man, more like,” Tabitha said, blowing on her tea instead of drinking it because the cup rattled too much. “So, it’s true that God is trying to bring around the end of the world?”
War nodded, and a tuft of black hair fell from its proper spot atop his head. Tabitha longed to sweep it back into place. “He’s been working on it for a long time, but lately he’s been ramping up.”
“Do you know who I am? Because I think you might have me confused with my cousins.”
“You’re Tabitha,” War said. “The first human-demon hybrid.”
“Does God know that?” Fear gripped her. They had always assumed that God was unaware of her parentage. Dahlia had gotten pregnant as she did every lifetime, and it seemed unlikely that He would look any further into it. But what if they were wrong? They had assumed Hope and Hades would be the target for any apocalyptic fuckery He got up to. But even if He did know that she was actually the first demon child born to a human, He’d still find the twins more appealing. They were Lucifer’s kids, after all. Surely they would be a better fit for His narrative, right? Unless all of their assumptions were wrong.
“I don’t know, but I sensed you as soon as you were within 100 miles of me.”
“Then why would Gabriel send me right to you?”
“Who can say that they even knew I was nearby? But I was, and I have you. I promise to keep you safe. Everything in me is screaming at me to get down on my knees right now.”
Tabitha squeaked, imaging what he could do on his knees in much too vivid detail. She clenched her legs tightly together.
“That is not the way I meant it, but I’d be willing to service those needs as well.” He cocked his head to the side, smirked, and, when he had her full attention, winked.
“Oh!” Tabitha could feel the heat rising in her cheeks. She had to be as red as a cherry. “I didn’t think you did. My brain likes to go on long, leisurely strolls through the gutter. Please ignore me.” 
She paused for a moment as it settled in that she had overlooked one crucial detail. “Wait, did you read my mind?”
“I did, but even if I hadn’t, your body language was clear as day.”
“Oh.” She lifted her cup to her lips and drained her tea.
He trotted closer, bending forward to retrieve her cup. Their fingers brushed, and Tabitha’s body ignited with miniature lightning strikes. Their eyes met, and it became undeniably clear that he was hers and she was his. It was written in her bones, the stars, and every atom of the universe. 
Thank goodness he was holding the cup, or she would have dropped it.
But then he dropped it on the nearest surface, bent his front legs, cupped her jaw in both hands, and kissed her.
His lips were soft and warm, and when he teased the edge of her mouth with his tongue, the scent of cinnamon mixed with gunpowder filled her senses. She opened her mouth to counter his attacks with her own tongue, licking and exploring him without forfeiting the access he demanded.
“Fuck,” he groaned. Giving up on gaining entry to her mouth, he pressed kisses along her jaw and down her neck, stopping only to pull her earlobe into his mouth and give it a nibble. His hands wrapped around her hips and pulled her to the edge of the chair so he could move between them.
Tabitha looped her legs around him, and he lifted her from her seat and carried her to the large table in the middle of the tent. The tallest piece of furniture available, it was obviously built with the centaur’s stature in mind. A map, dotted with wooden figures, covered the surface.
War kissed across her collarbone and brushed his fingers along her cleavage. Together, they hiked up her skirt and tulle slip. She awkwardly lifted one hip then the other to work her panties past her butt. Once she had succeeded, War tugged them down until they tangled on her boots and ripped them away.
Tabitha had never felt desire like this before. It consumed her, and she wanted to let it. She knew if she stopped to think about what she was doing, she’d end this, so she couldn’t stop. She wouldn’t.
She pulled him back down to her mouth. This time her lips parted for him right away, and she relished the way he invaded her. He took her surrender as complete, nudging her back until she lay on the table. Then he encouraged her to bend her knees and place her feet on the table as well.
He lowered himself to hover over her sex before pressing a kiss to her inner thigh. His breath tickled her flesh, and she shuddered with anticipation.
“Do you want me to serve you, my liege?”
“Your what?” Tabitha asked, head clearing a little.
“I live by your command and your command alone.”
“Um, doesn’t that make you consenting to this a little complicated?”
“Trust me. I consent. I very much consent.” The brown of his eyes blazed deeper for a moment, and Tabitha felt the truth of his confession. It brought back the fog of her desire, ten times stronger than before.
“Yes,” she said. “Please serve me.” There was a whimper in her voice. She wasn’t commanding him. She was begging.
“Your pleasure will be mine.” He dipped to her center, brushing the tip of his nose against her outer labia and inhaling. He used two fingers to pull back those folds and examined her smaller lips before snatching one side between his lips and tugging.
Tabitha whimpered again, writhing under him even as she attempted to stay her movements. His teeth were on her, and she relished it as much as she feared he might hurt her.
When he released her flesh, she cried out as blood rushed back into her sensitive skin. The gentle caress of his lips soothed her. His tongue circled her clitoris as his finger pressed at her entrance. With just the tip inserted, he found her g-spot with the pad of his forefinger and pressed against it.
He stopped teasing her. 
War’s lips sealed around her clit, and he sucked until the world shrank down to only her nerve endings and his hot mouth. Everything tightened. He pressed down on her pelvis with his free hand, and all the bits that were vibrating so close together inside her blew apart all at once.
When Tabitha was capable of rational thought, she ran her fingers through his hair and wondered aloud, “What the fuck just happened?”






  
  three

Before that night, Tabitha had never been instantly attracted to anyone. She’d always assumed she was demisexual. It took time for a connection to build, and she could count the number of partners she had had on one hand. So why tonight of all nights had she been drawn so quickly to War? Earlier that night she had had a similar reaction to Gabriel. Is it the wings? Do I have a previously undiscovered wing fetish?
“Are you okay?” War asked, helping her to sit up on the table where he had just eaten her out like he didn’t know when he’d get his next meal.
“I’m great, but very surprised. I don’t usually do this,” Tabitha said.
“This?”
“Jump in the sack with someone I just met.”
“Oh.” He covered her legs with her skirt.
“I didn’t say I was done.”
“Oh?”
She dropped down from the table, squeezing between him and the floor. Her hand trailed down his defined abs and between his front two legs, expecting to find his penis. Oh, right—centaur. Biting her bottom lip, she gave him a saucy look.
“Excuse me,” she said before hitting her knees and crawling under him. His cock was large, fully erect, and more human than horse.
Wrapping her hands around his hot length, she brought it to her mouth and licked away his salty pre-cum. He shuffled his hooves and groaned. “You don’t have to,” he said.
Reaching up, she patted his side. “I want to.” Settling on her knees, she wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock and massaged the soft skin there. He was large enough that she knew that if not for her demon blood, there was little chance she’d be able to take him so easily. Still, she took her time fitting more of him into her mouth and then her throat. Swallowing around him, she sucked hard.
His legs trembled, but he remained still, yielding all control to her.
Without slowing her ministrations on War’s dick, Tabitha untied her dress, pulled it down her torso, and shimmied it past her hips until it pooled in a puddle around her thighs, the tulle holding its shape.
After one last thrust, holding him deep in her throat for a moment, Tabitha pulled off. She lifted up onto three limbs in a crab-walk-like position. Pushing up as far as she could, she aligned her breasts to cup his dick then used her free hand to press her nearest breast into him.
She rocked back and forth, giving him quite possibly the most ridiculous tit job of all time. But, fuck, was he responding to it, mumbling curses and singing her praises with every alternating breath. 
She strained her neck and took the tip of him into her mouth once more. There wasn’t as much freedom to take him as deeply in this position—not on her own; she needed his help. 
“Fuck me, War,” Tabitha begged, quickly returning her mouth to his cock.
He let out a pained groan and began to thrust between her breasts and across her tongue, going deeper with each stroke.
Moisture gathered between her legs as he approached his climax. She couldn’t wait to get a taste of him. Moaning loudly around him to send vibrations through his cock, she lapped at his flesh as it passed her lips.
Finally he jerked against her, and his hot seed spurted across her tongue, delighting her with his cinnamon musk before covering her breasts, stomach, and thighs.
When he had finished, she collapsed onto the floor. He shuffled off of her and scooped her up into his arms. Crossing the tent, he brought her to the low platform bed, and, bending his knees, he placed her across the soft duvet.
“That was amazing,” he said.
“My arm is going to be sore for at least a week, but it was so worth it.” She looked him over as he relaxed next to her. “You are perfectly sculpted.”
“I see a lot of action,” he said, then blushed deeply when her eyes widened. “Not like that.”
She giggled and rolled into him, and he draped an arm over her side.
“So, um, weird question, especially coming from a half-demon, but maybe not all that weird coming from a half-human.”
“Yes?” he prodded.
“How evil are you? I mean, you’re one of The Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse, so I imagine that you have to be at least a little evil. That’s what the mythology of it all would have me believe.”
“I don’t think I’m evil at all. I didn’t exactly ask for this,” he said.
“God didn’t give you a choice?” She reached for his hand and interlaced their fingers.
“Oh, He asked for volunteers, but He was less than clear on what I was volunteering for. Being a low level angel for so long, I was champing at the bit to prove myself.”
“Was that a horse pun?” Tabitha snorted.
“It might have been.” His eyes darted around guiltily, but he gave her hand a squeeze. “Anyway, I didn’t know I would be charged with starting and escalating wars until it was too late.”
“Oh.” Tabitha bit her lip. “And there’s no way out of the gig?”
“As far as God is concerned? Absolutely not. But I have some allies who do their best to limit the damage I’m forced to do.”
“Like who?”
“I can’t tell you that. I’m sorry.”
“No, I get it. We just met, and you have to protect those loyal to you. Actually, I can absolutely get behind that.”
“You said four earlier.”
“Four?” Tabitha tilted her head to the side. “Oh, four horsemen, yeah.”
“There are actually 256 of us.” He brushed her hair from her forehead.
“What? Why?”
“God has been stepping up His efforts lately. Adding more horsemen would hasten the end of the world. At least, I assume that is His logic. Mostly everyone still falls under the four main umbrellas, though.”
“War, Death, Pestilence, and crap.” Tabitha tried to bite back a yawn but failed. “I always forget one of them.”
“Famine,” War said. “Why don’t you close your eyes and get a little sleep. We can talk more once you’ve had some rest.”
“And can remember four basic things?”
“I didn’t say that.” He bent down to press a kiss to her forehead. “Sleep, little half hell-raiser.”
“Mm,” she mumbled into the pillow, “I’m actually a full hell-raiser.”
“I’m sure you are.” The pad of his finger caressed her temple.

      [image: ]When she woke a few hours later, the sounds of battle had returned, and War stood with a bipedal, winged figure garbed in all black at the war table. He looked over his shoulder at her as she sat up in bed, turned to say something to War, and promptly left the tent.
“You’re awake,” War said, and she nodded, hopping off the bed to join him. He held something black out to her. “I went back for your hat.”
“You didn’t have to do that.” She stared down at the mess of fabric in her hands. It didn’t look like much of a hat anymore.
He took it back from her, reshaped it, and placed it on her head. “You look really cute in it.”
“It’s just a Halloween costume. I was at a party for my cousins.” Tabitha felt a little silly wearing nothing but the black, pointy hat.
“The children of Satan?”
“Why do you know so much about me?”
He smiled sadly at her. “I don’t sleep, and you have a few public social media accounts.” He clomped his way into the kitchenette, and she followed him. “Do you want any breakfast? I could make you an omelette.”
“You don’t have to do that.” She knew his explanation was bullshit. She never talked about her family on social media. Those accounts only existed to promote fundraisers for Kathryn’s non-profits. But she didn’t push him on it. Something told her that he’d be honest with her in his own time.
“I may not have been the one to kidnap you, but I didn’t immediately offer to send you home either. The least I can do is make you something to eat.”
“Then an omelette sounds great.” She took it upon herself to get the carton of eggs out of the small fridge. “Yay! Orange juice!”
There were only a handful of cabinets, and it didn’t take her long before she found the one housing the cups. “Do you want some?” she asked over her shoulder.
War already had a pan warming on the stovetop as he cracked eggs into a secondary bowl. “Sure.”
She poured them both a glass and set them on the tiny yet tall kitchen table. There was only one chair, a high-backed stool. Instead of climbing onto the stool, Tabitha stood next to War so she could watch him work. His movements were smooth, practiced, like he’d done this a million times. Angels didn’t need to eat. Neither did demons. Tabitha’s human DNA required regular meals, at least while she was on Earth. But did equestrian ushers of the apocalypse need regular sustenance? Or did their diet consist of the suffering of mortals?
“Dude, do you eat?” Tabitha asked.
War chuckled. “I do, although more because I enjoy the flavors, textures, and overall sensations of eating. I don’t need to.”
“Hm, I see.” 
He plated their food, and Tabitha helped him carry it, plus ketchup, salt, and pepper, to the table. This time, she did awkwardly hop up onto the chair. War just stood on the opposite end of the table. It was the perfect height for him.
Watching him eat, Tabitha couldn’t help but remember last night and how his tongue had felt against her. Blushing, she dug into her food to distract herself. The full flavor of the eggs and veggies only made her flush more. “This is delicious.”
“Thank you,” he said between bites. He ate efficiently, stopping only briefly to savor the dish. “Please, eat up. If you take too long, it will get cold.”
She nodded and focused on her food. When she’d finished the last bite and washed it down with a sip of orange juice, she asked, “Who was your friend?”
“Hm?” War looked up from his empty plate. “Oh, just another one of us.”
“A bit cagey with your answers,” Tabitha said, then giggled at the appalled look on his face. “It’s okay. You’re fun to tease.” She lifted herself onto the table, leaned forward, and kissed his nose. “So serious.”
His eyes widened. “I hadn’t expected you to be so full of joy.”
“You didn’t think that the girl who grew up surrounded by so much unconditional love would be happy?”
“It’s not just that you are happy. It’s that it is infectious. If you had Pestilence’s powers, you could rewrite the world.”
“You’ve been nothing but considerate since I, um, arrived. So, how are you War?”
“I have a temper,” War said. “Spent my entire human lifetime trying to suppress it. When I became an angel, it morphed into righteousness, and for a long time I thought I’d finally found a use for all my anger. Then I got my promotion, and I realized that I’d had it wrong all along. I let my anger control me, even if the reasons I had for feeling so strongly were justifiable as an angel.
“But seeing as much war as I have now, I’ve realized that a lot of people do some pretty terrible things because they also believe their anger is justifiable or righteous.”
“You’ve been working on it, then? Controlling your temper, I mean?”
“Yes.”
“What still gets to you the most?”
He quirked an eyebrow. “Planning to use it against me?”
“I’m just trying to get to know the person who made me come so hard that my legs are still tingling.”
“Well, you already know how to manipulate me, so what’s the harm?”
Tabitha giggled and swung her legs a little. She couldn’t help it. She liked him, and her ever-present joy was morphing into full-on giddiness. Not good. Probably.
“I still get uncontrollably angry whenever anyone threatens someone or something I care about. For instance, I’m pretty pissed about the damage those bombs did to the wildlife and topography out there.”
“Really?”
“I know, seems pretty antithetical for a person in my line of work, but I love this planet. I always have.”
“Well, I think it’s sweet.”
His lips barely twitched, but the smile found his eyes anyway.
“I’d be pretty pissed if anyone tried to hurt you,” he admitted.
“Oh, you mean like drop me in the middle of a battlefield with no weapon or shield?”
“Yeah.” He pursed his lips.
That witchy sense in the back of her head tingled. There was more he wasn’t saying. A lot more. Part of her wanted to reach out and ask the universe for answers, but she hesitated. She didn’t want to invade his privacy. He would tell her when he was ready.
She slid off the stool, feeling like a little kid again as she searched for the floor with her toes. Rounding the table, she looked up at War. He was so tall. If she wanted to kiss him, she’d have to climb back on the table—or possibly mount him. Straddling his strong horse back, while her hands explored his toned torso, she’d have to lean over his wings and shoulder and hope he’d turn his head toward her. 
She exhaled then snapped her mouth shut when she felt a bit of drool gathering.
“I need a ladder.”
“For what purpose?” he asked.
“So I can kiss you.”
He smirked at her then backed away from the table. He shifted on his back legs, adjusting until they stood face to face—or face to ribcage. Damn. She couldn’t get over how tall he was.
Then she forgot everything as he bent down, grasped her by her thighs, and hiked her up against him. Automatically, her arms wrapped around his neck.
“Does this fix things?”
“Yeah,” she said, “it does.” She buried the fingers of one hand in his hair, and cupped the base of his head, pulling him down to her, and smashed their lips together.
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His moan sent vibrations from her mouth to her clit. She pressed her center more firmly against him, craving his closeness. Mind whirling, she tried to come up with the best way to get him inside her. The memory of his satiny steel member against her chest refused to relinquish its hold on her. She would happily take his fingers or tongue if he offered, but what she really wanted was his molten rod. 
His lips found her cheek, and her skin tingled beneath the soft caress. Working his mouth along her jaw, he stopped to pay particular attention to the sensitive spot right behind her earlobe, and her toes curled as a moan escaped.
“Can you fuck me?” she asked as she gasped for air. “Is that physically possible?”
“I have to be honest,” he said, burying his nose into the hair at the base of her skull. “It’s never come up.”
“Well, you solved the kissing problem. We can solve this.” She peppered his shoulders and upper chest with tiny kisses while she thought. Her eyes snagged on the desk chair in front of the computer. 
“Okay, I have an idea, but regrettably, it means you have to put me down.”
He growled his displeasure but set her back on her feet.
After wheeling the desk chair over to the war table, she locked the wheels in place. Then she climbed onto the chair, carefully balancing her shins on the armrests. She plucked the witch’s hat off and placed it to the side of the table, out of the way. Wiggling around, she felt relatively sure that the furniture would hold her.
Tabitha glanced at War over her shoulder. “What do you think? Can you put your front hooves on the desk on either side of me and mount me?”
His mouth hung open, and she could see him zero in on her dripping sex. With a gulp, he trotted over.
“I won’t have a lot of finesse in this position,” he cautioned. “You’ll have to touch yourself for me.” His eyes sealed shut tightly, and he bit back a curse. “Can I invite a friend to help?”
“Your friend from earlier?”
“No.” He shook his head, that unruly hair from earlier falling over his forehead. “There are others I would invite first. Are you on birth control?”
“Oh.” She frowned. “I’m not. I haven’t had a partner in a little bit, and the hormones and I don’t really get along.”
“Then I know just who to call.” He stood behind her, spreading the petals of her vulva with his fingers. “In the meantime, I’d like to memorize the feel of this pussy.”
He mapped her with his fingers, tracing her from well above her clitoral hood to her anus. The pleasure was such that she had to rest her head on the table.
“You’re beautiful,” he whispered into her ear, and she squeezed her internal muscles, attempting to regain some control, to keep from thrusting back at him or demanding more. His teasing was exquisite, and she refused to interrupt.
But a female voice did that for her. “War? Are you in here?” Loud footsteps clanked into the tent.
Tabitha lifted her head. A white woman with blue and pink hair that fell past her shoulder blades in thick waves stopped right inside the tent. Tabitha tilted her head to the side to take in the stranger who wore a light blue bikini, metal boots, and arm and shoulder guards. 
“Til, yes, thank you,” War said, slipping a finger into Tabitha’s vagina. She shuddered. “I was hoping you’d be willing to help me with Tabitha here.”
“Sure thing.” Til licked her lips. “Do you just need me to hang out? Make sure she doesn’t get pregnant?”
“We do need your passive birth control, but I was also hoping you could help me get this beautiful creature off.”
Til moved closer, circling them, before approaching Tabitha. “Are you hoping to get his marvelous cock inside you?”
Tabitha nodded. “Who, um, who are you?” War’s finger worked against her inner muscles. He was methodical in his exploration, leaving no spot untouched. Tabitha struggled to focus on anything else.
“I’m Infertility, but everyone calls me Til.”
“Nice to meet you. I’m Tabitha.” War pressed against her g-spot, and she had to close her eyes. She wanted to come on his cock, not before.
“Oh, I know,” Til said, turning to War. “I was drawn to her as soon as I got even remotely close to your headquarters. She’s the one?”
“Um, I think I’m one of possibly three,” Tabitha squeaked out as War added two more fingers.
“Maybe we should meet these other two, see if they have the same power.”
That got Tabitha’s full attention, and she snapped her head up. “No. Please keep them out of it. They just turned twenty-one. They’re practically babies.”
Til nodded. “Stay away. Got it.”
“Thank you,” Tabitha said before War demanded her undivided focus by pressing two fingers from his other hand on either side of her clit and vibrating them against her. “Fuck. War, please. I don’t want to come yet.”
“Til, will you be my eyes?”
“Gladly,” Til said, positioning herself so she had the perfect view of Tabitha, who bent forward, bracing her upper body on the table. “Maybe cover your head, Tabitha.”
Tabitha folded her hands behind the back of her head.
“I’ll be careful,” War said, chuckling. He traced her spine with his fingers. Then both of his front hooves landed on the table on either side of her. Once he settled, Til ran her fingers through her hair, and Tabitha turned to look up at War.
“He’s pretty large. You sure you can handle him?” Til asked.
“I’m sure I want to try.”
“Move a little forward, War,” Til instructed. She helped him line up, and when the tip of his erection brushed Tabitha’s sensitive bud, she moaned with the rightness of it.
With another small adjustment, his tip slid inside her. He was so big that he stretched her impossibly wide, but still she wanted more. “Please, War.”
“Please what, my little hell-raiser?”
“Don’t hold back, please.”
Slowly, he pushed deeper into her until she had taken as much of him as she could. She felt him against her cervix and wondered briefly if she could open for him there, take even more of him.
But then he started fucking her the way she had imagined. The office chair banged into the table with each thrust.
“Touch yourself,” War demanded.
One hand found its way between her legs, and she caressed the inches of his base that couldn’t fit before zeroing in on her clit. Her other hand squeezed between her body and the table and massaged her breasts, tweaking her nipples.
Til stood back and watched.
“You’re taking so much of me, hell-raiser,” War said. “Til, lend me your eyes. I want to see her take me.” 
Til exhaled, and a beat later, War groaned. Tabitha felt his dick harden even more. His thrusts hit faster, driving him just a bit deeper. And that guttural pain, mixed with her already maxed pleasure, sent her reeling over the cliff. She’d been on the edge so long that all her muscles clamped down, and she grabbed the edge of the table to keep herself from splitting completely apart.
Suddenly, she could take him deeper; it no longer hurt at all, and she thrust her hips back to meet him.
“Oh, she’s taking all of you, War. Do you see it?” Til asked, rapture in her voice.
He grunted with his next thrust, too out of breath to respond. When he came, his orgasm careened into her, sending her off on another release, just as powerful as the first.
She went limp on the chair, and Til caught her before she could fall. War carefully set all four hooves on the ground and took Tabitha from Til.
“Thank you, friend,” he whispered to her before she waved and exited the tent flap.
War carried Tabitha back to the bed. They settled in together. He wrapped his human torso around her, tucking her close.
“That was amazing,” Tabitha said.
“I’ve never experienced anything like it.” He kissed the top of her head. “I wish I could keep you.”
“Did someone tell you that you couldn’t?”
“I should get you home to your family. You have two baby Antichrists to watch over.” He drew designs on her hip with a fingertip.
“Nah, I’ll just take their role.” She pressed a kiss to his forearm.
“I think you might have to do both.” The teasing little circles felt amazing. She wished he’d never stop.
“I’m not stupid. I know there’s more you aren’t telling me.” She peered back at him as he glanced down at her.
“I’m sorry.”
“Do you think one day you might be able to let me in out of the dark?” She turned in his arms, nuzzling her nose against his throat.
“I hope so.” He palmed the back of her head.
“Can you hold me for a while before you take me back?” She pressed closer to him.
“I would like that.”
Her racing heart slowed as she felt him settle more of his weight on top of her. “This is nice,” she whispered.
He didn’t respond but placed a lingering kiss to the top of her head.
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Moments ago, Tabitha had pulled on her underwear, straightened her tulle underskirt, and grabbed her broom. War had kissed her cheek and placed her hat back on her head, mumbling something about how cute she was. Then he’d picked her up and swung her onto his back, expertly navigating her around his wings. 
Now she stood in her backyard wondering when she’d get to see her apocalyptic centaur again. He hadn’t lingered, even after she’d invited him inside. They’d had a ramp installed later in her grandmother’s life, after she’d needed a wheelchair to get around most days, so he would have no trouble gaining access.
A familiar bittersweet pang of sorrow pierced her heart when she thought about Sandra. She’d passed away right around the time the twins had graduated from high school. Until her dying day, she had been adamant that she was happy to join her husband in Heaven. Tabitha hoped they were together now, enjoying the knowledge that this time they would stay that way.
Tabitha, alone for the time being, climbed the back steps onto the porch and unlocked the door. She had inherited her grandmother’s home after moving in during the last two years of Sandra’s life so she could help take care of her. The only changes Sandra’s passing brought were the quiet and lack of constant baked goods and, eventually, Tabitha’s move into the primary suite.
“I can fix one of those two things right now,” Tabitha said to herself. She beelined to the fridge and pulled out the tub of cookie dough. Spooning out scoops onto a lined baking sheet, Tabitha hummed to herself. She had just slipped the tray into the oven when Hades and Hope walked into the kitchen.
“You’re home!” Hope rushed over and gave Tabitha a hug.
“Sorry,” Tabitha responded, hugging her cousin back before setting the timer on the oven. “Gabriel sent me to the Middle East, I think.” She bit her lip and cocked her head to the side. “I didn’t actually get clarification on that.”
“Gabriel did what?” Hades asked angrily.
“They sent me right in the path of War, one of the Horsemen of the Apocalypse.”
“Oh, neat. Only three more to collect,” Hope said with an eye roll and a sigh.
“There are actually 256 of them now,” Tabitha said. She opened the dishwasher and started to empty it. She had run it right before leaving for their birthday party the day before.
Hope took a tower of plates from her and stacked them in the correct cabinet. “Nice.”
“Why does That Guy have to be so fucking extra?” Hades asked, leaning against a counter and crossing his arms.
“Who? God?” Tabitha asked. She put the last of the glasses away as Hope stowed the cutlery.
“Duh,” Hades said. He straightened and started loading the few dirty dishes in the sink into the dishwasher. Those dishes had not been there yesterday.
“Are you guys staying here?” Her eyes widened. “Did your party turn into a rager, so you’re stuck here until you can clean up your rental?”
“No,” Hope said. “We’re hiding out from that angel. The house on campus doesn’t have the protections this place has.”
“Oh, yeah. When Adam attacked, it got every protection that your dad and his seconds could think of.” Before the twins had even been conceived, Adam had tried to tear apart the house with insects, crows, and all kinds of horrors. Luckily, plenty of Mina and Luci’s allies had been around to respond quickly. That was all before Dahlia and Oz had rehabilitated Adam.
The oven beeped, and Tabitha took out the cookie sheet. After setting it on the stove top to cool, she turned just in time to slap Hades’ hand away. “They are still hot, kid!”
“Ouch,” he said, feigning pain and clutching his hand to his chest.
“Uh-huh. I’m sure that hurt a lot, definitely a lot more than picking up a 350 degree cookie and putting it in your mouth.”
“I’m part demon. If that doesn’t come with the perk of eating stupidly hot food, then what even is the point?”
“Okay, fair, but it will fall apart on you if you don’t let it cool first.”
“Sigh. Fine. I’ll wait,” Hades said.
“You two are exhausting sometimes,” Hope said.
“So, how did you evade Gabriel after they zapped me across the world?” She opened the fridge.
“Hades.”
“What?” Tabitha whirled around, a gallon of milk in her hand. “You went to Heaven?” Hope and Hades shared a talent for teleporting between dimensions. However, Hope could only teleport between Hell and back while Hades could move between Heaven and Earth.
“We figured it would be the last place they’d look for us,” Hades said. “We hung out for an hour or two, wandered around.”
“It was so boring,” Hope said. “But then we heard about an arcade, and we tried to find it.”
“But every time we got close, we’d get turned around and end up walking away before we realized,” Hades continued.
“It was very annoying.”
“Then we gave up on that, and Hope had the idea that we should—“
“Look for Grandma,” Hope cut in.
“Grandma? Did you find her?” Tabitha pulled out three glasses and filled them with milk. Then she got out salad plates and placed three cookies on each. 
“We did not,” Hades said as they each picked up their own milk and cookies and carried them to the small kitchen table. He picked up his first cookie, made pointed eye contact with Tabitha, and blew on it.
“You are such a little shit,” Tabitha said, laughing.
“Name your child Hades and he’s bound to be an ass,” Hope said. She stole a cookie off his plate.
“Hey,” Hades said, stealing one from his sister in return.
“You two are so exhausting sometimes,” Tabitha said, giving Hope a knowing look.
“We want to go back and keep looking,” Hope said.
“You do remember the speech Grandma made right when her health took a turn for the worse? The one about not needing us to save her?”
“I mean, sure,” Hades said.
“Or the one she made on her death bed, that she wanted us to focus on living our lives and that she’d always be with us?”
“Yeah, and?” Hope said.
“And during our last Christmas together, when she told us that the best gift any one of us could give her would be to seize this new opportunity we had and to make sure our top priority was figuring this whole thing out for good. And she reiterated that she was happy to be with Grandpa in Heaven for the rest of eternity.”
“We definitely remember all of that,” Hades said. “But we think she can spend all eternity with Grandpa and still get to see us from time to time. I mean, I can teleport to Heaven. If she’s there, why can’t we see her?”
“Okay,” Tabitha said. “Good point.”
“What if she’s changed her mind?” Hope asked. “Don’t we owe it to her to at least double check?”
“I guess it won’t hurt to check, so long as you don’t get yourselves captured. I don’t know exactly what Gabriel and God want with you two, but I suspect it has something to do with triggering the apocalypse.”
Hope and Hades stared at her blankly.
“Which would be bad,” Tabitha elaborated. She punctuated her statement with a bite of cookie, and chocolate coated her taste buds.
“No one can force us to end the world, Cousin,” Hades said.
“You know, I’d feel a lot more confident about that if we were dealing with demons, but I’m not sure God has ever been that concerned about consent,” Tabitha said around a mouthful of confection.
“We’ll be careful and stick together,” Hope said.
“Have you talked to Mina and Luci about this?” Tabitha asked.
“Um, no,” Hope said.
“You need to. We all need to be on the same page. Get their approval and you’ll have mine. Maybe we can figure out some way to distract Gabriel while you two search Heaven. Oh, and Michael might be able to give you some tips about sneaking around.”
Hades and Hope stared at her, then looked at each other.
“Seriously, guys. You shouldn’t risk this unless you’re willing to do it the right way. I know you are little baby souls and this is all very new for you.”
“We’re twenty-one.” Hope crossed her arms.
“We’re adults who can do almost everything you can do. So what if we can’t rent a car or sign up for AARP yet?” Hades grumbled
“How old do you think I am?” Tabitha asked.
“Your soul could absolutely claim as many senior discounts as exist,” Hades said.
“Oh, fuck off, and go talk to your parents.”
Hope finished her second cookie and pushed her plate over to Hades, who had been eyeing the remaining dessert ever since he’d finished his own.
“We’ll talk to them at dinner tonight.”
“Wait, is it Sunday? I thought it was Saturday. I left my purse and phone at your rental.”
Hope pushed up from the table and ran off, only to return a minute later with Tabitha’s black clutch in her hands.
“We know,” Hades said as Hope handed over Tabitha’s things.
“Thank you.” Tabitha pulled out her phone. She had a few missed texts from her mom, one from Sindy, and two from Juliane. Crap. She was supposed to go shopping with Juliane yesterday. Quickly, she typed out a response to her mom letting her know she was all right and one to her oldest human friend begging for forgiveness.
“We let everyone know what happened,” Hades said. “You shouldn’t need to explain it to anyone.”
“Even Juliane?”
“We don’t have her number, but Hades follows her on some social media thing.” She furrowed her brow as she caught the shocked look on Hades’ face. “Wait, you did DM Juliane, right?”
“She has me blocked.” Hades face-planted into a plate full of cookie crumbs.
“Why does my best friend have you blocked, Hades?” Tabitha asked.
At the same time, Hope asked, “Why didn’t you tell me that?”
“It’s embarrassing,” Hades said into the ceramic flatware.
“What happened?”
“I thought I was making a joke, but she didn’t take it that way and blocked me.”
“What was the joke?” Tabitha asked, switching to the chair closer to him.
“Oh, my damnation,” Hope said. “You didn’t.”
Hades whimpered dramatically, still refusing to pick his head up.
“What was the joke?”
All of a sudden, Hades pushed up from the table and ran to the door of the kitchen, stopping only briefly enough to yelp over his shoulder, “I asked her out, okay?” He disappeared through the doorway before either Tabitha or Hope could respond.
“He asked her out? She’s my age.”
Hope sighed. “He’s had a crush on her since we were in middle school.”
“Do you think he’d been drinking?”
“Underage drinking? Of course not,” Hope said, eyes dropping to the table.
“You are such a bad liar.”
“This is honestly the first time I’m hearing about him asking her out. And in a DM? Come on, Hades. Up your game, brother,” Hope said with a groan.
Tabitha’s phone vibrated. “Juliane just responded to my apology text. I’m scared to look at it. What if she doesn’t want to be my friend anymore?”
“Because of something that happened that was completely out of your control? Juliane is too cool for that. Besides, doesn’t she have a history with all this stuff?”
“She had an experience when we were in middle school, but we don’t talk about it often.”
“You just survived a war zone. I’m sure you can handle whatever her text says.” Hope stood up from the table, collecting their plates and cups and loading them into the dishwasher. “I’m going to go check on my brother.”
Then Tabitha was alone with no more reasons to put off looking at Juliane’s text.
Juliane: 


Motherfucking angels, I swear to that dickbag God. I can’t believe one of them put you in that much danger. How do I summon an angel? You’re friends with Michael still, right? That fucker will know.


Thank everything good, Juliane didn’t hate her. But she was clearly pissed. She never swore.
Tabitha: 


I’m okay. Didn’t even get grazed by a bullet. Although a bomb did knock me over. Lucky I’m built sturdier than most.


Juliane: 


Like fuck you are. You’re tiny. I could blow you over if I sneezed too hard


Tabitha: 


Yeah, supernatural strength doesn’t really take into account actual size. I did get to meet a really hot centaur, so it wasn’t all bad. I’m still really sorry I missed our shopping trip.


Juliane: 


It’s fine. We can go next weekend.


Tabitha: 


Did you block my cousin?


Juliane: 


Uhhh, I don’t know. Maybe. Which one? 


Tabitha: 


Only Hades bothers with any of that stuff.


Juliane: 


Hades. You’d think I’d remember a name like that.


Tabitha: 


He may have asked you out while drunk.


Juliane: 


Yeah, that would earn a block. I probably assumed it was some scam.


Tabitha: 


Why would someone hitting on you be a scam?


The entire time it took Tabitha to shower, get dressed, and make a fruit salad to bring to dinner, Juliane left her on read. Tabitha watched a show while folding laundry, periodically checking her phone—still nothing.
Maybe Juliane was actually really angry about being stood up, and this was her passive aggressive way of getting back at Tabitha. Or, had her last question somehow offended Juliane? Juliane was a gorgeous, curvy human woman. Why didn’t she believe that someone could be genuinely attracted to her?
Tabitha put down the shirt she’d been folding and shuddered. Why did Hades have to be the one attracted to her best friend? She shook the thought from her head and refocused her efforts on folding clothes.
Once she had everything put away in her closet upstairs, it was time to get going. She ran into Hope in the upstairs hallway.
“Hey, do you and your brother want to carpool?”
“Sure. I’ll get Hades and meet you at your car.”
Tabitha waited in the car for about ten minutes before the twins joined her. Juliane still hadn’t responded.
“Sorry it took so long,” Hope said after opening the passenger-side door. “Hades wouldn’t answer his door.”
“I got distracted by something.”
Hope rolled her eyes. She
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