
        
            
                
            
        

    



Dedication
This one’s for my sweetheart, Zeba,
for teaching me more about love and therefore, God
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0.
Galilee Kincaid was born with an ache inside her.
She’d felt it for as long as she could remember, continuous and insistent, a thousand small stings that never let up. Sometimes it swelled into a wanting with no direction, just an explosion of volume and intensity—sharp wings that tore her apart over and over again. She learned to breathe through it, to accept the stings even as the ache cost her sleepless nights staring at her ceiling while cicadas shrieked outside her window. 
Galilee had grown up in the deep country, many miles outside the nearby city of Salvation. The water whispered that far out in the land; it sang and bubbled and held all kinds of secrets in large, scaled bodies and powerful jaws. It carried whispers over moss-covered rocks, spilling in small waterfalls as black birds flew in circles against a lurid sky. In the forest, dark, gangling figures snapped through the underbrush, and the white-tailed deer screamed as they fled on their delicate, panicked limbs. The Kincaid women had lived on that land since before they took the name, and it had been many decades since they built the monstrously large house in which Galilee was raised, surrounded by aged oak trees and weeping willows. A winding road led to the sprawling porch, and every tree lining that road was adorned with a storm of blue bottles, the glass spinning in the sunlight. 
The Kincaids were led by their matriarch, Darling Kincaid, and the house was filled with generations of women—Darling’s nieces and her daughters, all their daughters in turn. When the girls came of age, they often stayed in the big house, but sometimes they left for towns and cities nearby: St. Paradise, Lucille, Cypress. No matter where they ended up, Kincaid women kept no men and bore no sons. Those who remained on the land were a little wilder than the others—fishing in the endless creeks, hunting for meat and for things that did not belong on this side of the veil, blood on their hands and ease in their throats. Every single one of them watched Galilee closely, because they knew she was something, though no one could say exactly what. The child smelled of bones under dead leaves, and sometimes, when she played in the gardens, the bees covered her arms and chest in a thick blanket while her white teeth laughed through the swarm, certain that none of her tiny buzzing companions would ever sting her. The Kincaids were careful not to speak to Galilee about her strangeness, only to each other when the child was safely out of the way, when she couldn’t hear anything that might make her feel different or like she didn’t belong. No matter how strange she was, the Kincaids knew she belonged, because they had decided the moment the newborn Galilee had been placed in her mother Collette’s arms. 
In their bright kitchen, Collette Kincaid worked a round of piecrust dough under her rolling pin and felt it exhale beneath her hands. Her cousins and sisters and nieces were talking about her daughter again, the little strange girl with inky eyes and copper hair, with freckles and dark honeycomb skin. Collette was tired of hearing it. 
“Let her be a child,” she snapped. “Don’t ask her for more.”
“Just a laying of hands,” one of the cousins argued. “Shirley swears her knee hasn’t been hurting since Gali helped her rub it down with ointment last week. It won’t take her but a minute to help Peony.” 
“Celestial made that ointment,” Shirley countered. Collette shot a grateful look at her sister for trying to deflect. 
“Exactly,” another cousin chimed in. “It’s got nothing to do with Gali.”
“Can’t hurt to try!”
“Jesmyn, why don’t you tell Peony to use the damn garden stool we got her and maybe her back won’t hurt so much!”
“You cold as a snake, Eunice. My wife is hurting—”
“Enough.” The entire kitchen fell into a respectful hush as Darling Kincaid looked up from her tumbler of whiskey. “That girl is anointed.” Her voice was both a rasp and a blade, and her descendants cringed. Darling Kincaid was the last of her generation after her sisters had passed. Her hair was long and coarse and silver, braided into small plaits that hung around her shoulders. “That girl is also too damn young for y’all to be hanging your hearts on her like this. Whatever God gave her? It ain’t no tool to be picked up like a damn wrench.” 
When Galilee was born, something had bruised Darling’s spirit terribly. She never spoke of it, but her daughters felt the difference—a millstone of grief swinging from their mother’s neck, a wild sorrow that hung in the back of her gaze and cut her smiles short. Still, Darling was Galilee’s fiercest protector, no matter what the child had cost her. 
Jesmyn lowered her gaze, a little shamed in the wake of her pleading for Galilee to lay hands on her wife. “Not a tool, Nana Darling. A gift.” 
Darling’s voice took on even more of an edge. “A gift she will use in her own time, when she feels good and ready.” 
There was silence again, then a cousin who was boiling berries on the stove spoke up. “Now we on the subject . . .” Everyone swiveled their heads to look at her, and a flush crept up the cousin’s neck. “I know no one likes to say this about Gali, but we’ve all noticed, I know we have. She smells different—” 
A muted but collective gasp went around, and Collette stepped back, flour falling off her hands. It was dangerous to say things like that out loud, even as well warded as the Kincaid house was. 
“Hush, child,” Eunice warned in a hoarse whisper. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”
Collette glanced as the sky began to darken outside. Goddammit, she thought. It was as if the world was always waiting for some things to be said about Galilee, constantly eavesdropping. The sunlight that had been filtering into the kitchen was fading, but the cousin hardened her jaw and put down her red-stained wooden spoon. 
“I know the smell of wrong worlds and misplaced creatures,” she hissed, then gestured widely toward the fields and swampy forest that surrounded their home. “We don’t live out here for nothing!” 
Her words brought in more darkness as a thunderous cloud rolled over the house. Collette lunged across the kitchen to clap a hand over her cousin’s mouth. 
“Be quiet, Sage!” she hissed. “You know better!” 
Sage’s eyes filled with hurt, and she pushed down Collette’s hand. “I just wanna know when you’re gonna tell us what she is.”
“She’s my daughter,” Collette snarled. 
“You know what I mean.”
Collette flinched, but Sage grabbed her wrist tightly.
“Why are we hiding her?” 
“Quiet!” Darling’s voice cracked cowhide slick through the room as she stood up, her dark eyes brutal. “When anyone asks what that child is, what do we answer?” She raked her gaze across her family, and they lowered their eyes. 
“Ours,” they replied together. “She is ours.” 
It was a spoken ritual, this claiming, and every Kincaid woman knew what it meant. Sage had remained silent, but even she cowered as Galilee’s grandmother walked up to her. Collette slipped out of the way. 
“Blood and dirt,” Darling said, reproach heavy in her mouth. “The Kincaids have made bargains in the belly of the creeks before our bloodline even had this name.” 
The air looked like dusk now, even though it had been midafternoon just minutes ago. Collette stared out the window, worried. “It’s getting darker,” she said. 
Darling didn’t look at her, still fixed on the cousin trembling next to the stove. “The deal is struck and Gali is ours,” she said, and iron clanged in her words. “The girl’s a Kincaid. You a Kincaid. Never question if she belongs here again. We ain’t nothing if we not loyal.” 
Sage sniffled, her shoulders folding in on themselves. “I’m afraid, Nana Darling,” she whispered. “She holding too much light. Should be burning, but it’s so cold.” Her voice dropped even lower, soft with terror, her eyes glazing over. “What happens when she gets too bright? When she’s discovered?” 
Collette glanced away from the window, frowning at Sage. “Is she having a vision?” she asked the rest of the women.
Sage was a seer, but her gift was never as clear as the family would have liked. The other women put down their work and gathered around. 
“Fragments,” Shirley decided, after leaning in. “Glimpses of the future, but they’re all colored by fear.”
Darling turned away. “Fear is useless.”
She went to stand by Collette at the window, her silver plaits brushing against her shoulders. In the darkening outdoors, a young Galilee was staring up at the sky. She was eleven then, her hair in twists, barefoot and wearing a hand-me-down pinafore from her favorite cousin, Celestial, who was napping in the grass. A paperback was sprawled out next to Galilee, its pages dog-eared and well loved, and a handful of bees circled lazily above her like a halo. Her cousins Zélie and Leah were playing tag around her, shrieking with all the delight of youth. As the women watched, Galilee waved an impatient hand at the roiling clouds. 
“Go away,” she scolded, her voice as sweet and high as a bell. “I was still reading.”
The sky paused, then the clouds rolled back and splintered into nothing, exposing the blue sky. Sunshine broke over the Kincaid house, and just like that, the world was reset. 
Collette exhaled sharply, her fingers biting into the windowsill. “She’s never going to be safe, Nana Darling.”
Darling placed a wrinkled hand on her shoulder. “We’ll make her safe. You just remember to call her in for dinner.” 
Outside, Galilee curled back up with her book. She could hear the land humming under her body and feel the pull of roots winding deep in the dark earth, but the ache in her chest was loud. All the stings seemed to echo under her ribs, like part of her was as hollow as a dead tree, waiting to be resurrected. Galilee didn’t talk much about it to her family. They would want to fix her, and they wouldn’t rest until they figured it out. It would be exhausting. She would wait instead, and if it didn’t go away when she was older, maybe she would say something then. 
And so the years passed. No one spoke to Galilee about deals cut on creek beds or the many small and uncanny things she could do. All the Kincaids were favored, one way or another, but no one talked to her about how some anointings are different from others, or how some little girls come not just from their mother’s bodies but from bloody bargains sealed in dirt and fleeing water. So Galilee continued carrying her stinging ache, and no one told her anything. 
Given what she turned out to be, perhaps they should have tried.

I could have intervened at any point.
The girl was bright and sharp, but she was missing something, just enough for that missing to grow into something hungry—a chasm clamoring to be fed. I watched her from the dappled shadows of the drifting willows, this child who was strange enough to feel othered within her own family, even as peculiar as they all were. I watched her play with her cousins: the near-feral Celestial, sweet Zélie, and quiet Leah. I heard her soft snuffling breaths as she slept sprawled among them as the night breeze billowed out the curtains in their room. I smelled the salt of her tears each time Sage hurt her feelings. The halfway seer never got over her suspicion of the girl, and it spilled out in pieces—she gave Galilee the dirtiest chores, whispered gossip to the other aunts about her, just enough for some of them to start treating Galilee a little different too. It added up to a hundred small slights that cut deep into the child’s heart. It was cruel, most likely, but it was necessary. 
This is what you do with power. You cannot let it fade away or adapt to something lesser than itself just for the sake of mere comfort. It would be a terrible waste, and I had no intention of squandering Galilee Kincaid. 
I had such plans for her.



1.
Galilee
The creeks in the forests around the Kincaid house did not extend into the nearby city of Salvation, so when Gali Kincaid turned twenty-five and left her family home for a downtown apartment, she also left the water and those old groaning trees behind. It hurt to leave, like she had torn off part of her body and left it seeping on the floor of her childhood bedroom. The wind wept when Collette drove Gali down the blue bottle road, and Gali had wept too, as the Kincaid house grew smaller and smaller in the distance. Nana Darling stood on the porch with Zélie and Leah, with Eunice and Shirley and Peony, until they all vanished around a curve. Celestial had refused to watch Gali leave, and Jesmyn had gone after her into the woods. Collette remained stony-eyed in the driver’s seat, her jaw edged with tension and her knuckles tight on the steering wheel of her blue pickup as she took her daughter away, a hive of bees buzzing in the bed of the truck. 
Oh, Galilee Kincaid knew she was breaking her family’s hearts, but she left them and the land anyway. Everything had a cost.
“Be sure you want it,” Nana Darling had said, and Gali thought of her nightmares, her visions, the way some of the Kincaids looked at her when they figured she might not notice. 
“I’m sure,” she’d answered.
It had now been a few months living in Salvation, and Gali had already asked herself several times if the cost was worth it. Kincaid land was uncomplicated in that it had been cared for by Kincaids for so long—Gali hadn’t anticipated what it would mean to live on land that didn’t recognize her. The earth didn’t hum to her the same way, and it didn’t cradle her at night. She went to the roof of her building to sit with her bees almost every afternoon so she could still have a tether to home, but Gali remained painfully aware that she was foreign here, that Salvation was threaded through with forces she didn’t know and didn’t want to be noticed by. Some nights, she woke up in a sweat with foreboding heavy on her neck, as if danger was pressing close, panting with all its teeth just inches behind her. Her sheets would be too warm, sometimes singed at the edges, and her hands dripped with light until she brushed her palms together to kill the glow. She didn’t tell her family because they’d worry that the foreboding was a true premonition. Besides, the light emanating from her hands was too unknown, too unreal, to share with anyone else. It meant there was something very wrong with her, and Gali’s mind shied away from that, dismissing it as a hallucination, as anxiety. 
She wanted to be normal, so she bought new sheets and ignored the scorch marks on her mattress, ignored the way her bees would cluster over her bathroom mirror the mornings after, their buzzing bodies obscuring the glass. The creeks of her childhood stayed far away. Gali knew they were still there, cutting through fields and winding through dappled groves, holding memories as old as bone and as terrifying as the dark. Their foaming currents still showed up in her dreams, rippling around her calves, cold and biting, but Gali made sure she forgot any secrets they held by the time she woke up. 
Her new place was a penthouse loft in a converted warehouse next to a small park. It had large windows and original hardwood floors, soaring ceilings and pipes that creaked a bit when she ran the hot water, and Gali loved it. She loved that it was all hers, no cousins barging into her room and rifling through her closets; yet in the soft afternoons, she sometimes found herself wishing that Celestial at least was there, that they were watching a movie together and taking turns oiling each other’s scalps. But Celestial didn’t like the city—hell, Nana Darling couldn’t even get her to wear shoes at home—so if Gali wanted to see her cousin-sister, she would have to leave Salvation and return to the creeks, the watching trees, and the house full of extremely inquisitive and blessedly vulgar aunties and cousins. The Kincaid women were coarse and sexual, sharp and sweet—women who had taught Gali how important pleasure was, how to walk with power coiling deep in her hips. It was also Kincaid money that funded Gali’s life, so the aunts and cousins believed that gave them every right to pry into her business. Zélie would’ve asked who she was fucking these days, and Leah would be demanding details that made even Gali blush. They all wanted to come see her apartment, come meet her friends, come make sure their little Gali was doing okay living by herself, all on her own, so far away from the land she belonged to. Gali had begged them for time to settle in, and Nana Darling had made them give it to her, but it was only a matter of time before the Kincaids descended on the city to see her. 
In truth, Gali had settled in faster than she let on to her family. She’d even made friends, real friends, from a local yoga class: Bonbon, a writer who published horror novels under a pseudonym, and Oriakụ, the socialite daughter of a very wealthy Nigerian family, who was forever unable to explain exactly where her father’s money came from. Their money made the Kincaid money look like loose change, and after a while, Gali stopped her questions because the answers seemed like they were going to be more trouble than the questions were worth. Bonbon, however, had kept asking, poking and prying until Oriakụ had sighed one day and fixed her with a serious stare. 
“Remember who my father is,” she’d warned. “If I told you, someone might have to take care of you.”
Oriakụ was halfway joking, but there was something about her voice that time that made Bonbon go pale under her deep brown skin. Oriakụ had smiled a little sadly and patted Bonbon’s hand. 
“I know,” she’d said kindly. “Now imagine what it’s like for me.”
It was one of the first shadows. Before that conversation, Gali had always thought Oriakụ lived a charmed life, untouched by the dark. Oriakụ was supermodel tall, with devastating bone structure and skin as dark as a scraped vanilla pod. She was the baby of the family, with five older brothers, and when she’d told her parents she was trans in her early teens, they’d both been ecstatic at having a daughter, proceeding to spoil her rotten. Her brothers adored her. She was neither the heir nor the spare, so her father didn’t care if she got involved in the family business. Her mother had wept for days with joy at having another woman in their family, and Oriakụ’s social media was often filled with pictures of their mother-daughter holidays and shopping sprees. 
Oriakụ had told them enough about her father for Gali to understand that he moved in a world very far away from and much more violent than the bubble they all lived in with their picturesque little lives in Salvation. Gali felt she could understand a little of it, being a Kincaid herself, but the stakes were different. As much as she wanted to believe that Oriakụ was exaggerating about the danger of telling them who her father really was, Gali had looked into Oriakụ’s eyes as she warned off Bonbon. There had been old pain and real fear there, and Gali couldn’t help but wonder if Oriakụ had lost a friend before because she talked too much. Her father was certainly rich and powerful enough to make people disappear. He might love his daughter, but the loyalty was a gag shoved between Oriakụ’s teeth. It wasn’t quite the same for Gali—she would keep her family’s secrets, of course, but even if she shouted them in the middle of the street, people simply wouldn’t believe any of it. The Kincaids had their own world, a world of sideways realities where they hunted down dangers in the thick of the trees. 
Bonbon had grown up quite on the other end of the spectrum, with incredibly wholesome parents who owned and ran a flower shop in a small town on the West Coast. She looked like an athlete, with broad shoulders and defined arms, but she claimed she’d never trained for anything a day in her life. Bonbon wore her hair in intricate floral cornrows, loved bright makeup, and called her parents every week. They sent her care packages twice a month, parcels filled with baked treats and pressed blossoms, and Bonbon cried every time she opened one. In contrast, the horror novels she wrote for a living were dark and terrifying stories, but they’d accumulated a bit of a cult readership. Oriakụ had been appalled when she discovered Bonbon used a pseudonym instead of claiming the glory herself, but Bonbon had just rolled her eyes (“Would you buy horror novels from someone named Bonbon?”) and said she didn’t need to celebrate herself like that. 
It was entirely the wrong thing to say to someone like Oriakụ.
Gali had watched in delight over the next few weeks as Oriakụ came up with a thorough plan to retroactively celebrate every single milestone in Bonbon’s career. They had spa days. They went to the beach and then to a carnival that was passing through Salvation. They did a cake tasting and a wine crawl. When Bonbon tried to protest, the other two shut her down immediately. 
“I’m having way too much fun with this” was Gali’s reason. 
“You know your parents would do the most if they were here right now,” Oriakụ had pointed out, which Bonbon could never argue with. “Besides, you’re the only one out of us who actually works for a living,” Oriakụ added. “We might as well celebrate that!” 
It had stung, even if it was the truth. Gali sometimes felt guilty about how smooth being a Kincaid had made her life, but she pushed the feeling aside. Like Nana Darling had said, it was okay to take some time to figure things out, and Gali had a lot to figure out, like how to live away from the Kincaid house, what to do with the ache stinging away inside her, and why the foreboding kept following her. She ignored the light and the heat that churned out of her. This was a gap year, she figured. Plenty of people did that. 
Oriakụ, on the other hand, didn’t share Gali’s guilt or awkwardness around being born into obscene wealth, and she was committed to her plan of drowning Bonbon with indulgence. When they got the news that Bonbon’s latest book was an indie bestseller, Gali had expected a fancy dinner (because that’s what Oriakụ had said they’d be doing), but then Oriakụ had them helicoptered up to a private rooftop with an even more private chef, and that’s when Gali learned they had very different definitions of the word “fancy.” Bonbon had cursed up a blue streak, and Gali had laughed until her sides hurt the next day, but the night had been something special the three of them could hold together, and Oriakụ had been so pleased. 
Nothing was ever boring with those two. It was a far cry from having only her cousins to hang out with back at the family home—the Kincaids could take loyalty a little too far, shutting out anyone who wasn’t part of their sprawling clan and not really understanding why anyone would want to leave. In that, Gali’s cousin Celestial was the perfect Kincaid, and Gali most decidedly was not. Her mother had tried for months to stop her from leaving, but in the end, Nana Darling had simply overruled her. 
“The girl’s life belongs to her, Collette. She can spend it wherever she sees fit.”
“Thank you, Nana Darling,” Gali had said, and even though she meant to sound grateful, her voice still came out irritated. “I thought that was obvious.” 
Collette had glared at her. “Other people ain’t like us, Galilee Kincaid,” she’d warned. “Don’t be too strange, now.”
“Be careful of your wanting,” Nana Darling had added thoughtfully. “It could eat up a world.”
Gali had nodded, but her mother’s words were the ones that stuck to her skin. She knew all too well what “strange” meant. Strange was asking the weather to do as she pleased, simply because she wanted it. Strange was coaxing half-dead things back to life, taking away little aches and pains—things her family knew about her and never blinked at, not when her cousins could see the future and sometimes the hidden past, when they knew words and roots to do many strange things themselves, when the Kincaid dead walked easily through their citrus orchards on the right night with the right work. 
Nana Darling could tell you stories that’d grow legs and walk right around you, scenes playing out in the air like you’d been eaten up by a movie made of her memories. Even Celestial had secrets Gali wasn’t allowed to know, something about creek beds and dirt. But Gali also knew she was a hair past strange, tipping over into something else. It was there in that burst of blistering light spilling from her palms when she woke from a nightmare, or that terrible brief moment when the ache in her stung too deep and she’d had to scream and scream until a force she didn’t recognize burst out of her mouth and cracked the screen of her television. It was in the great weight of her wantings, buried deep and heavy inside her. She didn’t know what she wanted or how to run to it, so Gali ran in the other direction. 
With Bonbon and Oriakụ, she felt blessedly normal. One weekend, they sat picnicking in the park by her building, and Gali whispered to the sky to hold off because it looked to rain. It was a small magic, something she’d been doing her whole life, and sure enough, the clouds rolled gently back so everything was blue again. A few bees hung in the air around them, and the sunlight was so pretty, piercing through their glasses as the three of them toasted to Bonbon’s newest book deal with sparkling wine Gali had picked up. 
“We have to celebrate!” Oriakụ said, clapping her outrageously manicured hands together. Small pearls shone off her stiletto nails, and diamond bracelets encircled her wrists. She looked entirely too expensive to be sitting on a blanket spread on the grass. 
“I thought this was us celebrating,” Bonbon countered dryly. 
Gali gave her a look. “Like she’d let you get away with just a toast, Bon. You know good and damn well she can’t help herself.”
Bonbon glared even as Oriakụ beamed with delight. “Thank you! It is not a celebration unless we have bubbles—”
“We are literally drinking champagne in broad daylight,” Bonbon interrupted.
Oriakụ turned limpid and disappointed eyes to her friend. “First of all, the fact that you would call this champagne wounds me deeply.” Gali snorted with laughter, and Oriakụ threw a wink at her. “Second of all, as I was saying, it doesn’t count unless we have bubbles, bad bitches, bachelors, and—” 
Bonbon raised a hand. “Alliterate one more time and I will throw myself into the street.”
“I think,” Gali cut in, fighting a smile, “Oriakụ’s tryna tell us about a party.”
Oriakụ looked outraged. “Of course there’s a party!” 
Bonbon dug her fingers into her eyes. “Oriakụ. What did I say after the last one?”
“You said no more parties, but—”
“I said absolutely not, over my actively decaying corpse, will you drag me to another one of your hellscapes masquerading as a party.” 
“Oh, come on, it wasn’t that—”
“It caught on fire!” 
Oriakụ paused and tapped a pearled nail against her lower lip. “You know, I forgot about that. I should really check on Nikolai, he was so upset that his act went wrong.” 
“He had second-degree burns,” snapped Bonbon.
Gali was enjoying herself immensely. Warmth lay over her skin like a blanket. This was what it was like to be normal, to have friends and sit in the sun and just banter. “Well, shoot,” she drawled, trying and failing to keep the amusement out of her voice. “Fire-eaters, am I right?” 
Oriakụ waved a lazy hand. “He’s fine. His scars make him a little more interesting now.”
Bonbon narrowed her eyes. “Your parties are a menace and a hazard.”
“Oh, that’s all right,” Oriakụ replied blithely. “Because this isn’t one of my parties.”
Gali leaned forward, intrigued. “Really? You said everyone else can’t throw parties worth a damn and that you’d rather drink boxed wine than attend.” 
“I did say that. And to be clear, I’d rather die than drink boxed wine.” 
“We got kicked out of that one party because you called the host a tasteless coon with all the charm of a dead possum.”
Oriakụ shrugged elegantly. “Yes, and I meant it.”
Bonbon leveled a deeply suspicious gaze at her. “So whose party are you planning to drag us to then, exactly?” 
Oriakụ’s answering grin was sharp and up to not a single iota of good. “My father’s.”
Gali’s mouth fell open.
Oriakụ’s father was . . . well, he was almost certainly a criminal and possibly under investigation by international law enforcement, if you believed the gossip forums, but he was rich as sin and, more to the point, he was Nigerian. That combination automatically meant his parties would be spectacular. 
“Absolutely not!” Bonbon glared at her friend. “No offense, but you basically told us he’s involved in, like, organized crime.”
Oriakụ rolled her eyes. “Don’t be gauche, darling.”
Gali grinned, deliberately stoking the fire. “She never said organized crime, Bon. In fact, she never said anything about what he’s involved in. She was very careful not to.” 
“Yes!” Oriakụ pounced on that detail with glee. “See? What you don’t know can’t hurt you.”
Bonbon’s eyes slitted again. “I think you’ll find it absolutely can.” 
Gali pouted and pitched her voice high. “But, Bonbon, what if it’s something really cool? Like an orgy. And then we miss it because you were being boring.” She drew out the last word in a whine, and Oriakụ gave her an impressed look. 
“Not to dash your hopes—which I approve of immensely, by the way—but it’s actually a fundraising gala.”
Gali deflated, but Bonbon perked up. “See, now that sounds almost civilized. You should’ve led with that.”
“Fundraising for what? Your daddy doesn’t need the money,” Gali pointed out.
Oriakụ rolled her eyes. “None of them do, but that’s not the point. It’s for a pet project of his—one of the museums that’s returning colonial acquisitions. Dad’s loaning them an artifact he just acquired that’s some ridiculous big deal. He even got a whole security team just for it.” 
Gali was intrigued. Artifacts always fascinated her, especially if they were old enough to have existed while generations of humans lived and died, lived and died, over and over again. To outlive centuries of people seemed like a miracle everyone took as commonplace. 
“What’s the artifact?” she asked.
“I have no idea yet.” Oriakụ flicked a ladybug off her sleeve and made a face. “But we could go check it out while we’re there if you want.” 
“I do love a private showing,” Bonbon chimed in.
Oriakụ lit up the way she always did when someone accepted a gift she was giving. “Anything for you, my favorite author.”
“You don’t even read my books,” Bonbon replied, laughing.
“I don’t see how that’s relevant.” Oriakụ winked at her. “Besides, your books are scary.” 
“Kinda the point, princess.”
Gali listened to them bicker and let the rest of her senses expand around her. The land underneath her was still strange and unfamiliar, but the park was a soft hum of life, and the clouds were waiting on the horizon, humid with rain. They would roll back in whenever Gali asked them to, and then their little world would be washed anew. For now, she stretched out on the blanket and smiled up at her friends, and they smiled back at her. 

Predictably, Oriakụ insisted on dressing Gali and Bonbon for the party.
“Don’t even think about arguing with me,” she’d said. “The stylist will meet you both at Gali’s loft.”
Bonbon had indeed looked like she wanted to argue, but Gali nudged her. “Just let her do this,” she’d whispered. “You know how happy she gets.” 
“Ugh, fine.” Bonbon allowed herself a smile. “We probably do need the help anyway. God knows how fancy this party will be.”
By the time the night of the party rolled around and they were standing in front of the large mirror in Gali’s loft staring at their reflections, it felt like they’d left “fancy” somewhere in the rearview mirror. Bonbon did a small pirouette, her eyes wide and shocked as the woman in the mirror spun with her, a gold dress clinging to her body like armor. Her legs were miles long, smooth and muscled, with feathered gold sandals wrapped around her ankles. Gali reached out and touched one of the long braids cascading down Bonbon’s back, decorated with pearls. 
“You look amazing,” she said. Bonbon’s makeup was metallic and avant-garde, dark eyes and sharp gold cheekbones, and her black hair was braided into whorls and loops close to her scalp. 
“I feel like some kind of warrior in this,” Bonbon said, her mouth widening in a slow smile. Her lips were a deep burgundy, and a small diamond tooth gem shone on her upper left canine. She looked up at Gali, and her smile went even more radiant. “You look unreal, friend!” 
Gali grinned and smoothed her hands over the shimmering dress she was wearing, a million glass teardrops that seized the light with a silk lining underneath. Musical chimes sounded as she moved, like an unearthly choir. If she didn’t know better, she’d have said whoever made this dress had whispered a spell into it. The copper coils of her hair were pinned up intricately at the nape of her neck, with sparkling accents winking through. Her eyebrows had been thickened, her lashes spiked and black with mascara, and her fingers were stacked with jeweled rings. She was too scared to ask if the gems were real because, knowing Oriakụ, they probably were, which meant she had a fortune on her hands. 
Bonbon’s phone rang, and she scrambled to pick it up. “Hello?”
“Are you ready? The car is outside.” Oriakụ sounded brisk, no doubt in the middle of her father’s party planning.
Bonbon rolled her eyes. “I told you we could’ve driven ourselves over if you would just share the address.”
Oriakụ burst out laughing over speakerphone. “Share the address? That’s so cute.” Her voice leveled out, deadpan. “Get in the damn car.” 
Grumbling, Bonbon grabbed her things, and the girls headed downstairs. A gleaming black limo was parked outside with a chauffeur holding the door open for them. 
Gali glanced at Bonbon. “Here we go,” she said.
There was something about the night around them, something that raised the fine hairs along Gali’s arms, something whispering just around dark velvet corners, smelling like the forests and running feet, an open and panting mouth. She took pictures of their looks to send to her cousins, then she and Bonbon climbed into the limo. Flutes of champagne were waiting for them, along with a crystal bowl of oysters nestled in crushed ice. Bonbon raised an eyebrow and lifted a glass as the limo pulled away from the curb. 
“Here we go, I guess,” she echoed. 
Gali grinned and downed her drink as they were whisked off into a spangled night.



2.
Galilee
Watching Oriakụ walk through the halls of her father’s mansion was like witnessing a princess in the heart of her kingdom. Gali was in awe. Oriakụ radiated wealth and power, reeking of a confidence Gali could barely imagine possessing. Oriakụ simply belonged there, with millions of dollars’ worth of art on the walls and priceless rugs under her feet. Her hair rippled gleaming and dark down her back as she walked Gali and Bonbon through the sprawling house, and she was wearing an archival Mugler dress, carved for her body, with her collarbones gleaming above the neckline, her hips switching as she strutted. They’d left the main gala behind for a private viewing of the artifact Oriakụ had been telling them about, and Gali was trying not to be overwhelmed. From the minute the limo dropped her and Bonbon off, the foreboding from Gali’s dreams had crawled back up her neck, and now the sheer scale of opulence around them was somehow making it worse. With every step they took deeper into the house, a headache seeped out from behind Gali’s eyes. Oriakụ was talking, and Gali fought to listen. 
“Dad’s got the artifact locked up in the east wing, like there’s some heist waiting to happen.” Oriakụ paused, and her brow made a tiny furrow. “Actually, now that I think about it, I would totally try to steal it if I was a thief.” 
Gali tore her eyes away from what looked like an original Basquiat in an elaborate gilt frame hanging on the wall. “Uh, what exactly is this artifact again?” 
“Oh, I did find that out, actually! So apparently, it’s rumored to be from one of the Vatican’s secret collections—”
“The Vatican has secret collections?” Bonbon looked surprised.
Oriakụ grimaced. “Absolutely,” she answered. “They stole tens of thousands of artifacts from Indigenous people during colonialism and—surprise, surprise—they never returned them.” 
“That’s fucked up,” Gali said. “I know museums be doing that, but man, the Vatican?” She shook her head. “Hits different when it’s an institution pretending to have some kinda religious moral authority, you know?” 
“Exactly,” Oriakụ agreed. “Dad goes on and on about this all the time. Anyway, this one’s a ritual mask that’s a few thousand years old. It’s, like, cast in bronze and inlaid with ivory and gold and a bunch of shit. Very extra.” 
“Ancient drip. I like it.” Bonbon smoothed down her dress. “How much is it worth?”
Oriakụ shrugged. “Like nine?”
“Million?”
“No, figures.” Oriakụ turned a corner, not noticing that both her friends had stopped dead in their tracks.
Gali mouthed a silent What the fuck? as her brain did the math, and Bonbon stared at her with wide eyes. “Is she serious?” 
“I think so.” Gali grabbed her hand, and they hurried around the corner to catch up. “Oriakụ . . . should you be showing us this?” 
Oriakụ snorted. “Absolutely the fuck not. Dad would kill me if he knew.”
“See,” Bonbon muttered, “it’s a problem when I can’t tell if she’s exaggerating.”
They arrived at an ornate set of carved wooden doors with four men stationed in front of them and cameras mounted above the lintel. Each of the men was heavily and blatantly armed, wearing black tactical gear. They watched the girls approach with cold, flat eyes. 
Oriakụ tipped her chin up and spoke in her most imperious voice. “Get me Helel,” she ordered.
Only one of the men acknowledged her order. His eyes were gray and unfriendly as he touched his earpiece and murmured something, his voice pitched low; then he gave Oriakụ a curt nod. “One moment, Ms. Onyearugbulem.” 
Bonbon stepped a little closer to Gali. Her body had gone tense at the sight of all the guns, and Gali slid her arm through her friend’s. 
“It’s okay,” she whispered. Her aunt Shirley had taught her how to shoot out in the fields, and Gali was excellent at it, but she didn’t like the guns either. The foreboding was loud and oppressive this far into the house, and a migraine was stabbing through her right temple. Celestial would kill her for ignoring how bad this was starting to feel, but Gali was stubborn. They were just going to view the artifact, and everything was going to be fine. She didn’t need to do any work because nothing was wrong. She was normal. This was fine. 
Oriakụ was about to snap out another order when someone melted out of the shadows on their right, startling them all. Bonbon squeaked, and Gali did a double take because she could have sworn there was nothing there—no door, no hallway—just pools of darkness splashed on the walls and floor. She looked up at the stranger, and her brain nearly short-circuited. Her migraine squeezed at her skull. 
God, he was beautiful. 
His skin was a pristine dark walnut that seemed to almost glow, and when he turned his head to glance at the guards, Gali saw the hooked jut of his nose in profile. The stranger lifted a hand to brush a shadow off his black shirt, and he had those damn piano hands that were always Gali’s weakness, with the long, articulated fingers and singing tendons right under the skin. Coarse dark curls fell into his face and around his ears, kissing the collar of his black shirt, and his mouth was unforgivably wide and lush. He wasn’t visibly armed, but there was something about him that seemed intrinsically wrong, like he wasn’t really supposed to be here, like he was one step sideways out of this reality. Gali knew that feeling quite well. Her entire family had that strangeness to them, but it was much louder in this man and much, much more dangerous. He was displaced and he wasn’t happy about it. 
Gali knew she was staring, soaking him up with her eyes, but she didn’t care. Bonbon leaned in. “Who the hell is that?” she whispered. “He’s fucking delectable.” 
Oriakụ glanced over at her friends. “This is Helel,” she said. “He’s the head of the artifact security team.”
The stranger’s eyes flicked in Gali’s direction, and her knees almost gave out. He had the longest lashes she’d ever seen, and his eyes were so dark they seemed black. Shards of gold splintered in his irises, shifting in the light, and she thought she saw a glimpse of violent power before it was shuttered away. Her skin skittered over her body. He really did seem illuminated from within, radiating a light that animated the dim hallway they stood in. It wasn’t something Gali could ask the others to confirm, because she would sound crazy and she was trying very hard not to be that, not in Salvation, not this far from the Kincaid house. 
“Can I help you with anything, Ms. Onyearugbulem?” the stranger asked Oriakụ. “Have your companions been cleared for this wing?” 
Gali exhaled as the rolling heat of his voice curled around them. He sounded like a herald—the kind who sang down falling civilizations, who stood mad on a mountain as children burned. That voice . . . it scorched like both magma and a cold that could sear flesh off the bone, iron bleached soft at an unfathomable temperature. It licked against her like a spell. 
“They don’t need clearances,” Oriakụ snapped. “They’re with me.”
The stranger’s face didn’t change in the slightest, but a haze of contempt oozed out from him.
A faint smile curved Gali’s lips, and she couldn’t help herself. “You’d like us to get on out of here, wouldn’t you?” she said, amused. 
She wanted him to hear her voice, to look at her. She was Galilee Kincaid, and he was some kind of creature, and she wasn’t afraid. Her head was splitting apart, but she felt reckless and close to laughter. Gali gave in to it—“normal” was going to have to hold on for a second. 
The stranger’s gaze swung to her and he narrowed his eyes, angling his body slightly in Gali’s direction. The stinging ache inside her made a leap for her bones and clawed through her marrow as it bloomed into wanting. Gali cursed silently, biting down on her lip. No, no, no, not now! She didn’t want her worlds to overlap, not like this. Her foreboding yelled that something heavy hung behind those carved wooden doors, and the damn migraine in her head wouldn’t stop. Gali took a step backward, clenching her hands to will them dark. The stranger’s eyes tracked to her mouth, and far away in the Kincaid forest, Celestial Kincaid giggled, standing shin-deep in water. 
Did you find a toy to play with, Galilee?
This was what Nana Darling had warned her about, this treacherous amplification of her wanting, and if Gali had any sense, she would run far and fast away from anyone who could set this cascade off within her. She’d done it once before, years ago, when a girl with silver eyes had visited the Kincaid house from another powerful family and touched Gali so tenderly that Gali had wept from the force of the ache inside her. She’d avoided the girl for the rest of her visit and Celestial had scolded her for it, but then again, Celestial had no problem living madly with overlapped worlds. Gali wasn’t like her cousin. Gali could be exactly like her cousin. Possibilities swung in front of her like falling blades as she looked into the stranger’s fractured eyes. 
“I don’t want you here,” he confirmed, his voice clipped. “The artifact is not on exhibition—” 
“The artifact,” Oriakụ interrupted, a beatific smile on her face, “is not yours. I will show it to whomever I please, and if you have any issues with that, Helel, I suggest you take it up with my father. Are we clear?” 
Everyone fell silent as the man turned his gaze toward Oriakụ. Gali flinched at the way the air changed, at the unexpected malevolence that suddenly swarmed around them, thick enough to block her throat and lungs. 
“I don’t work for you,” he snarled. “Unless your father stands before me himself, the decision is mine. The artifact is not a toy you can show off to impress your entourage. If you have a problem with how I do my job, I suggest—as you recommend—that you take it up with your father.” 
His lips were curled to bare his sharp white teeth and his eyes were glittering. Gali impulsively pulled her arm away from Bonbon. Oriakụ was bluffing; like she said, her father would never give them permission to see the artifact, but Gali could help. Pain sang under the skin of her face as the migraine coated her skull. This man reminded her of things outside the city, things she never wanted her friends to find out about, secrets that needed to be kept secret. Gali had been raised in the work, but there was so much more that was just her, humming in her blood like her swarm. Her family would never recommend what she was about to do. The girls would be surprised, but they wouldn’t actually see anything, just like they couldn’t see the light stored inside him. It would be safe. She could pull it off. 
Gali stepped between Oriakụ and the suddenly lethal stranger, placing her hand on his chest. She wanted to touch him, and the contact rocked her even through the crisp cotton of his shirt. Gali hissed in a breath and raised her head to meet his gaze. Oriakụ and Bonbon were staring at her in shock, and the stranger was just a breath away from her now. He smelled of live ash and bitter spices. The gold in his eyes was flaring, but the malevolence in the air had drained away. Gali took a deep breath. When she was a child, the Kincaids had taught her not to gamble with certain things and especially not to take chances in the woods. Her cousin Celestial, on the other hand, taught her that sometimes you didn’t need dice to roll. Sometimes other things were enough, like rocks or small bones. 
Maybe if she was a better or more obedient Kincaid, she would starve her ache instead of feeding it, or walk away instead of looking for trouble, but the stinging was in her bones, her head hurt, and her ears rang. Maybe the panting mouth of danger had been her all along. Maybe it was him. Maybe it was this moment when she touched him for the first time and watched his eyes blow wide. Gali couldn’t feel his heartbeat under her hand, and that was a sure sign of nothing good. 
“I’ll barter with you,” she said.
Somewhere in the back of her mind, Celestial snapped her neck up from the bank of a creek and searched the wind with wild eyes. Kincaids did not make barters like other people, but in that moment, Gali didn’t care. 
“If I give you a dance back at the gala, you’re gonna let us see the artifact.”
Oriakụ made a sound of protest, but Gali barely heard it. He was looking at her now, really looking at her, and she found herself desperately wishing to be seen. She was so many things and not even sure of all of them. She was wild and barefoot under old trees; she was painted and polished in a mansion; she was nothing decided and everything desired. She wanted to be seized, and he had so many teeth. His mouth softened from its disapproving lines, and the weight of his attention felt like a thousand touches on her skin. 
Gali tried to smile, and he dropped his gaze to her feet in the crystal stilettos, then worked his way up her oiled legs, her wide hips and soft belly, her breasts under the soft singing glass and the column of her neck. By the time his eyes stopped and stayed at her mouth, he might as well have stripped her bare, and Gali knew for a certainty that he wanted her. 
Unfortunately, thanks to the blatant hunger in his face, everyone else around them knew it as well.
The man with the gray eyes frowned and took a half step forward. “Boss . . . ?”
The stranger’s eyes didn’t move from Gali’s. She held her breath, and it felt like the hallway had vanished into the shadows, along with the people in it. 
Say yes, she willed him with all her want. Say yes.
A corner of his mouth curled up. “Yes,” he said. “A dance for a viewing, but I’ll take the dance right now.”
Relief washed through Gali that he’d agreed, but she pouted at the condition. “Damn, I don’t get to see the artifact with my friends?” 
“I’ll show it to you later myself.”
“Hold the fuck up—” Oriakụ started, but Bonbon elbowed her sharply in the ribs.
“Y’all go on ahead,” she said, grinning at Gali with pure evil delight. “We’ll catch up.”
The rest of the security team looked uncertain, and the one who had spoken up before tried again. “Boss. What do you want us to do?” 
“Show them the artifact. Show them out afterward.” He was still staring at Gali, and the tension between them threatened to incinerate the air. “I’m going to take my dance.” 
He slid his hand over Gali’s, and her breath gave out at the hot touch of his skin, air escaping her lungs in a soft gasp. It felt like a world was closing in on her, the jaws of a trap encircling gently, enough to coax her into letting it hold her in place. Her wanting laughed and shouted inside her as he tugged at her hand, leading them away from the others and the carved door with expensive secrets behind it. 
Gali didn’t look back.
Her heart was galloping in her chest. They turned the corner, and the ache inside her roared louder than ever, a beast of want nipping at her heels as she stared at the sharp line of his jaw. What had she done? He was radiant, and she wanted to touch her tongue to the skin of his neck, this displaced stranger. He slid his fingers between hers, and Gali choked back a sound at the intimacy of that gliding touch. 
Good God, she was already unraveling into an incoherent mess, and they’d barely talked—how was she going to keep it together enough for one dance? This was as poorly thought out as it was thrilling. Gali wanted to unbutton his shirt and run her hands over his chest, press her lips to the hollow at the base of his throat. He was almost a full foot taller than her, and his legs were long, his thighs thick as his shoulders were broad. She didn’t want to share him with the guests at the gala. 
“Stop,” she said softly.
He obeyed immediately, looking down at her with a faint frown.
“Do you desire another deal?” he asked, and something about the wording nudged at the back of her mind, but she ignored it. They were in a small palace, not a dirt road. The worlds could stay good and separate, damn them. 
“Nah,” she answered. “Just wanna touch your skin.”
She lifted a palm to his jaw and stroked her thumb against his cheek. He hissed, and his eyes bled black from corner to corner, and Gali held her breath. What was that? Old pictures floated through her head, those gangling creatures with backward joints loping through dark, swampy groves. Gali pushed them away, focusing on the hunger in his face and how it had sharpened to a burning edge. 
“What if I want a kiss?” she asked, staring into his blacked-out eyes. “Should I be afraid, Helel?”
“That’s not my name.” He slid an arm around her waist, pulling her against him. “But yes,” he murmured, his lips curving into a smile. “Be afraid.” 
Gali’s pulse jumped as the stranger with the false name lowered his head and kissed her. He was slow and deliberate, teasing her mouth open and sliding his tongue inside. Lightning shot through her veins, white-hot and searing, and she kissed him back, making soft, hungry sounds as his tongue stroked hers, as his hand cupped the back of her neck, holding her in place. When he pulled away, all Gali could do was stare up at him as her nerves sang with electricity and wetness pooled in her silk panties. 
He wasn’t human, not with those black eyes under his lashes. It should have alarmed her more than it did. Gali didn’t know what he was—possessed, maybe—and that was enough reason to run down the endless hallways until she was too far from his touch to want it. Instead, she wanted him to pull up her dress, slide his hand between her thighs, and feel what he was doing to her, before doing more. So much more. 
“You owe me a dance,” he said, watching her with his inhuman eyes, almost as if he was daring her to ask all the questions anyone else would ask. Gali almost laughed, drunk on illicit pleasure. She wasn’t anyone else. She was a Kincaid, and if she wanted to play with a monster, then she’d goddamn play with one. 
“I could give you something better,” she offered.
He tilted his head to one side. “Another deal?”
“No.” She might be reckless, but she knew one deal was enough. “A gift.”
“Ah. Then I would owe you.” He bent and inhaled deeply from her neck. “A wise offer.”
Gali tried not to dissolve even more into his arms. “That’s—that’s not how gifts work.”
“It’s how they work with me.” He bit the junction of her neck and shoulder. She cried out, and he licked at it to soothe the mark. “Give me whatever you want. I’ll take it all.” 
Gali grinned a Kincaid grin and pulled away from him, backing up till there was a wall against her shoulder blades. Her breath was weighted, collecting in her chest as she pushed her hips off the wall and widened her legs, never taking her eyes off his. When she slowly pulled her beaded dress up to her waist, the stranger went predator-still at the sight of her silk panties, the pale pink fabric blushed dark with desire. 
“Are you sure?” he asked, his voice a low growl.
Gali couldn’t believe she was doing this right there in a hallway that almost certainly had security cameras, when her friends could turn the corner at any point on their way back to the gala. “Better make it quick,” she said, a little shakily. 
He flicked his fingers, and Gali’s eyes widened as a cloud of darkness rose up from the floor, swirling around them. Shadows brushed against her legs. The stranger walked up to her and dropped to one knee. 
“Come here,” he said, and lifted one of her legs over his shoulder, her crystal stiletto dangling against his back. Gali gasped and clutched at his hair to keep her balance. It was soft and woolen and deliciously thick. She should’ve been at least a little worried about the whole summoning-darkness thing, but when he pressed his mouth to the gusset of her panties in a firm kiss, Gali was no longer capable of thinking. 
“Oh, God.” She looked down at him, her body trembling with anticipation as he kissed the inside of her thigh, right where her skin was a spill of hyperpigmentation, and slid his hand up to cup her ass. The stinging in her bones clacked its teeth, asking for more. “Oh, God, please.” 
“You’re so perfect,” he murmured, glancing up at her with voids crawling over his face. “What’s your name?”
“Galilee Kincaid,” she gasped. “Everyone calls me Gali.”
He slid one finger under her panties and pulled them to the side, his warm breath brushing against her slick flesh. Gali whimpered and tugged at his hair, her rings glinting among his curls. 
“Galilee.” He rolled her full name inside his mouth like it was sugared. “I like you like this, Galilee, all desperate and pleading.” 
She threw her head back and tried to breathe, fighting the urge to hold his head in place and rub her clit against him. “What about your name?” she threw out instead, scrambling for something to hold on to. He dragged his tongue up her center in response, then swirled it around her clit, and Gali screamed, her back arching off the wall. “Aw, fuck!” 
His grip on her ass tightened, and then his mouth was on her, ravenous and deliberate. Gali spun away, the crash of pleasure feeding her want, summoned shadows swirling around her. Her hands fisted in the stranger’s hair, and she rode his face hungrily, nearly sobbing as her orgasm drew closer and closer. His tongue slid around her clit, and she could’ve sworn it was forked, caressing her from both sides in a rasping pattern that was about to send her over the edge. 
“Don’t stop,” she begged, grinding against his face even faster. “I’m so close, oh, fuck . . .”
He hummed, a deep and resonant tone that vibrated all the way through her, then shoved two fingers inside her, and Gali broke completely apart, her scream tearing out from her throat, her body convulsing as he kept going, his tongue flickering at her clit and his fingers curling inside her. It was a storm, splintering light, and she wasn’t entirely sure she hadn’t left her body briefly. The mansion itself seemed to buck and shiver around them, walls and floors contorting. By the time she came back to herself, Gali looked down to see the stranger sitting back on his heel and watching her face, his lips slick with her come. The corner of his mouth curved into a smile as he pulled out his fingers, and Gali gasped, making his smile widen even more. He lowered her leg and stood up, helping her tug her dress back into place. The cloud of darkness was still a wall around them, locking them in. Gali dragged in a breath as he slipped a hand under her dress and rearranged her panties, his fingers brushing against her folds. God, she wanted him even more now and her migraine was gone. 
“Thank you for that gift, Galilee,” he said, the heat of his voice razing her skin lightly. His mouth was slick and smiling, and though his eyes were still blacked out, she thought he almost looked a little shaken. “Forgive me, but I have to return to work. If you head straight down and take your second left, there will be staff who can direct you back to the party. We’ll take our dance another time.” 
Gali swallowed back a confused sound. What?
It took her a few seconds to process his words. He was leaving. He was giving her directions. The bastard hadn’t even unbuttoned his shirt through the whole thing. Just pinned her against a wall and made her come on his face, and now he was about to walk away as if it had been nothing but some quick fun in his employer’s hallway. The darkness he’d called still hung around them like a shroud. 
“You didn’t even tell me your real name.” Her words came out with a bite scraping through them.
The stranger wiped his chin, staring right at Gali as he tasted her off his fingers. It was unbearably sexy to watch—he looked like he was still starving for her. His eyes floated closed, and when they opened again, the blackness had faded from them and the cloud in the hallway dissipated into nothing. Gali held her breath as he stepped in and bent his head, kissing her lightly on the cheek. With his mouth by her ear, his voice sounded like a stream of live ash, soft and still burning. 
“My name is Lucifer,” he said. “Next time, you’ll scream it for me.”



3.
I wanted to see it for myself, the moment Galilee Kincaid and the Devil first laid eyes on each other, but I was embodied, and Lucifer would catch my scent if I went too close. I hovered in the hallways instead, waiting. I had spent that girl’s life waiting—what was a little more time in the measure of things? 
The body I wore was a supple skin, fine wrinkles around her eyes and gray in her hair. A pale blue gown clung to my flesh like a startled dawn, faint trails of pink and orange swirling up my legs. Eyes had followed me as I left the ballroom where the party was being held, and I felt the weight of their covetous gazes on me. If I was as carnal as the others, perhaps I would’ve taken one of them to bed, but those appetites deserted me a wartime ago—or so I thought, until Lucifer Morningstar strode down the hall with Galilee Kincaid by his side. It felt like a flaming sword had carved out my stomach, how much it hurt to see him again, how much it always hurt to see him. I avoided it for thousands of years at a time until inevitably I would give in and find him topside, watch him from afar while hot pain burrowed through me. I did nothing to deserve this. God knows I did nothing to deserve this! And yet, it’s as if I was the one being punished, while the creature I once loved put on a man’s skin to flirt in crossroads. 
I looked away when he threw Galilee’s leg over his shoulder, and I winced at the memories. There was a time Lucifer used to convince me to wear bodies so I could feel what they felt, the sharp ecstasies that could be dragged out for hours on his tongue. It’s one of the many sins I now hold against him, the corruption I should have seen earlier. He presented it with such innocence back then, an awe at the humans and what God had made them capable of, every bit of it from the blood and the slaughters to the screaming delights and easy laughter. He was never satisfied with what we were, God’s most beloved. I should have seen it then, his inevitable betrayal, but he was the Morningstar, and he was so unbelievably bright, he dazzled me. He dazzled all of us, right up until the war began. 
Despite the cloaking Lucifer had thrown around them both, despite being turned away, I still knew the exact moment Galilee surrendered to the Devil’s forked tongue, because I heard her scream. She had no idea what she had just done to herself, but far be it for me to stop her. Still, I must confess—I hadn’t thought remembering would sting like this. There was a time when Lucifer had touched me with such wanton tenderness, gazed into my eyes with such a smile, almost convinced me to follow him. We were soldiers together, siblings in arms, and I loved him dearly. He was always obsessed with the humans, but the rest of us thought it was harmless, adorable even. The humans were made from dust, and they were fleeting amusements at best. I played Lucifer’s games with him because it was fun and he was right—the experience of embodiment was a new thing, and we’d been alive for so long, we cherished all novelties. But I never thought the humans would be the catalyst to splinter Heaven or that Lucifer would be the wedge breaking us apart after God set in motion a great flood, one that would churn over the land and drown everything that lived. Most of us had shrugged—what difference would it make to their brief lifetimes, after all? But not the Morningstar, not when his beloved humans were sentenced to a dark and heavy death. 
I never thought Lucifer would start a war over it, but he did, and it broke everything in my world. I can never forgive him for that, for setting me on this path I’m on now because he left me with nowhere else to go. 
When he became the Devil—a new name like a skin of burning sulfur smothered over his face, smoke screaming all the way back up to Heaven—it was a punishment he was meant to suffer for all eternity. That would have been some small measure of justice in the wake of his disobedience, his hubris, his unforgivable rebellion. But the Morningstar is a trickster, a conniver, a serpent wriggling away from what is righteous, because there is no suffering in the sweetness of a girl against his mouth, is there? And what is justice then, but a shadow twisting out of reach in the corners of a battle everyone else thinks has ended? 
I looked back at the two of them, and Lucifer was smiling softly as he kissed Galilee’s cheek, giving her his name. He was so slick with it, so sure of himself, as he walked away from her with a loose-hipped saunter. After a few shell-shocked moments, Galilee stumbled back down the hallway and made her way to the rest of the party. I flitted about, keeping an eye on her, and then I took a champagne flute off a server’s tray and walked over, unable to keep myself away. 
“You should try one of these,” I said, holding the drink out to the girl.
Galilee’s eyes skimmed over me, glassy and hardly focused. She smelled like Lucifer, like a fire that simmered in embers and a spice harsh on the tongue. 
“Thanks,” she said automatically as she accepted it, taking a sip. Careless, really, to take a drink from a stranger, but she trusted me because I wore a woman’s skin. 
I hadn’t been this close to Galilee since she was very small, and I took the opportunity to catalog her face as if I could forget it. Other than her coloring, she did rather look like a Kincaid, tucked in the slope of her eyes and the form of her mouth—quirks of expression that made me think of Darling Kincaid, the door whose handle I had wrenched open. It had turned Darling into a different woman, but that was the point. That was the sacrifice. Of course, the girl didn’t know, because she hadn’t known Darling before, but her grandmother had given up something very precious on the day Galilee came into the family. I wondered what Galilee would think if she learned that was the reason some of the Kincaids resented her and made sure she felt it, because they knew a cost had been paid for her life and that it was dear. 
Surely it was worth it, though, for a girl like this. I knew too well what Galilee was, and unlike Darling Kincaid, I knew what Galilee could become. I knew every freckle on her face, all forty-eight of them, as well as the growing chasm inside her, how it stretched and howled now that she’d met Lucifer. I almost reached out a hand to touch her hair, but I caught myself in time—it would have seemed too strange, an alarming gesture from a woman she didn’t know at a party that was overwhelming her. 
“Enjoy the drink,” I said softly, before fading back into the crowd. Galilee blinked but said nothing, her mind still reeling from the Morningstar. It was laughable how innocent she was, but I could only fault the ignorance I’d carefully preserved her in for all these years. I left her standing there and slipped out of the ballroom again, this time to the office of our host, Elijah Onyearugbulem—the man responsible for Lucifer being there, even if he didn’t know it. 
Elijah was a wall of a person, a slab of muscle in a bespoke embroidered agbada. The voluminous sleeves draped off his arms in starched glory, and he looked up from his desk with a thick frown that melted away when he saw who had entered the room. 
“Ah, Ms. Delacourt! I’m so glad you could make it.” He rose from his seat with an easy grace and crossed the antique carpet to me, taking my hand and dropping an airy kiss against my left cheek. 
“Mr. Onyearugbulem—”
“I’ve already told you. Elijah, please.”
I let the flesh I was wearing blush slightly, and the blood warmed my face. She was a curator to some, a smuggler and fence to others, and Elijah knew her in both capacities. 
“Elijah,” I acquiesced. “You’ve thrown such a beautiful party, and yet you’re here hiding out in your office?”
He gestured me to a love seat against a paneled wall and then joined me on it. “And yet, you knew to find me here, Inès.”
“It wasn’t a great leap to make,” I admitted with a smile. “How is the artifact doing?”
The only reason I approached Elijah Onyearugbulem in the first place was because his daughter, Oriakụ, lived in Salvation and was friends with Galilee Kincaid. From the moment Galilee was born in the muggy forests outside this town, I knew I would eventually have to draw Lucifer back here. I did not mind the wait—a quarter century is nothing in my lifespan. Elijah was perfect in many ways: he had unlimited funds and a vengeful thirst that was impressive to witness in a human, a fiery desire to see the things stolen from his homeland returned, without a particular care for legal provenance. 
It was a sign of God’s favor, I was sure of it, because there happened to be an object that was both very, very old and of great importance to Lucifer: a bronze mask lined in ivory and gold, a relic that had been soaked in blood and screams in the thick rainforests off the coast of West Africa. It was the ideal lure, bait blessed by the Almighty and circumstance. And so, I became the curator who could lead Elijah to this piece, persuade him to display it to a select group of powerful people, whisper that while he was in the States procuring it, he might as well see his daughter and show her the mask in person. With all its weight of history, surely she should behold it and celebrate with her father that it would be returned to the land on which it was first created. 
Elijah didn’t take much convincing. The artifact was brought to Salvation, and then it took even less effort for me to draw Lucifer’s attention with the mask, enough for him to come topside himself. I knew that once an antiquity of dubious acquisition entered Elijah’s possession, the man wouldn’t hesitate to deploy his considerable resources against any entity that tried to take it away from him. It left the gate wide open for Lucifer and his false security team to slip into the picture, and so, under God’s righteous eye, all the pieces on the board moved obediently where they ought to. 
“It’s safely stored away,” Elijah replied. “I cannot thank you enough, Inès. What a coup to be able to return that piece to its people.” 
I inclined my head slightly. “Only made possible by your generosity,” I countered. “Did your daughter enjoy viewing it?”
“I’m going to take her to see it later myself, after the guests are gone. I find it almost a spiritual experience, you know? The popular opinion among my experts is that the mask was a ritual item of great importance.” 
I kept my face still so my amusement wouldn’t leak through. He had no idea, this human only mere decades or breaths away from his death, of how close a line he walked to catastrophe by keeping that object in his house. It had been baptized in horrific acts, washed over and over in blood, enough sin to turn it into what it eventually became. Evil like that doesn’t evaporate over time. It remains sticky—but none of this was my concern. Elijah had done exactly what I wanted. Lucifer was here. Galilee was here. They had met and become entangled, and now all I needed to do was wait and watch while the justice of the Lord settled on us all like the shadow of a mighty wing. 
“I agree,” I said to him. “The spirit moves in its presence.”
Elijah grinned at me. “Amen, my sister,” he said. “Amen.”



4.
Lucifer
It shouldn’t have been that hard to walk away from her.
Lucifer had been topside for the past month and he was fucking sick of it. He missed Hell. He missed the weight of it, the pressing silence and bottom-of-the-ocean darkness—he’d done away with the stereotypical sulfur and brimstone a while back. Silence was comforting to him and a very effective mode of torture for human souls when you wielded it the right way, and Lucifer had found many ways to wield it. Earth was glaring and loud, but being confined to flesh for this long was even worse—or, at least, it had been, right up until he’d thrown Galilee Kincaid’s leg over his shoulder and used his mouth on her. He could still taste her on his lips, but the mansion had quaked around them—something the humans couldn’t feel, but a red flag that he needed to return to the artifact immediately. 
His princes hated working for Onyearugbulem—they thought humans were beneath them—but it meant nothing to Lucifer. Power remained power, no matter what vessel you shoved it into, and this was just temporary, unless it all went wrong. They were there to do a job. It was understandable that the team was irritated and overextended—they’d spent the last few weeks maintaining the wards around the artifact because none of them could figure out how to fix the damn thing. Someone had used a lot of power to create something that the King of Hell couldn’t reverse engineer, and when Lucifer found out who it was, he was going to skin them strip by strip and make sure they stayed awake and screaming for all of it. The last thing he needed was a variable like Galilee walking right up to his warded doors with her dark eyes and freckled skin. He would never forget his first sight of her: the way light refracted through the beads of her dress, the way her mouth parted just a fraction. Her presence had pulsed through the air, and when she’d walked up to him and placed her hand on his chest, the nonhuman forms he kept buried inside him had snarled up in hungry response, threatening to burst through his skin. 
She definitely wasn’t human—she smelled entirely too wrong for that—and she hadn’t flinched at his eyes going black or at the darkness he’d called up to cloak them. The clearest sign had been the first time she’d touched his skin, because heat had seared through him instantly, painful heat, all the way down to his bones. The shock was so great, Lucifer hadn’t been able to control his eyes reacting to it, flooding black. No one should have been able to burn him like that. He was the King
of
Hell, for fuck’s sake. He was supposed to be both invincible and immortal, and if Galilee was capable of actually hurting him, protocol dictated that Lucifer should’ve dragged her into some alcove and slit her throat before she could escalate the threat that she was. Instead, Lucifer had been fascinated. 
She had hurt him. She had burned him. 
There was no human measure of time that could communicate how long it had been since anything had punched through the numbness that clung to him like armor. Lucifer had been who he was for unfathomable eons. Ever since his Fall, he’d done his job and he’d done it well, and there had been little else. He came to earth in different skins, made his bargains, walked the clay roads with a whistling tune, tipped his hat and smiled with edged white teeth. Those games entertained him, as did the souls, but nothing, nothing, had felt like the searing cut of Galilee Kincaid’s touch. His second-in-command, Leviathan, would disapprove, but Lucifer had made his choice in that hallway. He’d chased the flame and let Galilee incinerate him with her hands in his hair, with her mouth in that kiss, with her pretty cunt fucking his face. 
It made no sense that she was pretending to be a human. Her power crackled in the air around her, humming like a swarm. She tasted like a sea he’d drowned in lifetimes ago, all sweet and salt and soft, soft sin. Lucifer almost regretted leaving her in the hallway with a faint bruise of hurt in her eyes and her glass dress murmuring against her flushed body, but it was necessary. She had unsettled him, and the wards had faltered, so he’d pulled back from the flame, finally coming to his senses. 
Whatever Galilee was, she was obviously new in the flesh—she would be easy to handle. Lucifer had existed before this planet was even formed, when rivers of hungry night poured out from underneath his lashes, eating worlds in their wake, but now his work was tied to these humans. He had responsibilities, and there was too much at stake to be distracted by Galilee’s soft flesh, that freckled deep honey skin, those hips, that ass. The sounds that had spilled from her mouth made Lucifer want to keep the darkness cloaked around them for hours more, eons more, until he’d worked his way thoroughly under her skin, beyond her secrets. Instead, he’d wiped her scent off his face and made himself return to his team. He’d have to consult with them on how to handle her, but every step was a struggle to not turn around, hunt that little doe-eyed pretender down and fuck the truth out of her. 
Huh.
Leviathan was going to want to kill her.
It was a sound strategy, even if Levi’s usual solution to most problems was to kill someone, but in this case he would be right. Galilee smelled like a harbinger, and sometimes the best thing to do was indeed to kill the messenger before the message could do its harm. 
Lucifer stepped into the corridor leading to the carved wooden doors that marked the threshold of his domain within the Onyearugbulem mansion and cursed softly to himself. One of his princes was leaning against the door, spinning a throwing knife in one hand. She was dressed in matte black tactical gear like the rest of his team. Her body was lean and muscled like a whip, and she looked pissed. 
Lucifer stopped in front of her and sighed. “Belial. I felt the wards tremble.”
“It’s fine,” she snapped. “I reinforced immediately. Used the new weave you taught us.”
He nodded, then looked around. “Where’s everyone else?”
“Oh, I don’t know, Luci.” Belial leaned forward, and the light gleamed off the snakes tattooed on her shaved head. “Maybe they’re inside supervising the unauthorized humans you told them to let in while you went off with some little wrong-smelling bitch you couldn’t stop yourself from eye-fucking.” 
Yeah, so all his princes were going to want to kill Galilee. 
“Get Asmodeus out here to cover the door. You and I need to talk in private.”
He was going to need Belial on his side to leash Levi, or else Galilee might not survive long enough for Lucifer to fuck her, and there were so many things he wanted to do with her soft, honeyed body before it came down to killing her. 
Belial glared at him, her shoulders tight with anger, then she walked through the closed door. A few moments later, Asmodeus stepped through the door, also glaring at Lucifer. He was built like a tank, with broad shoulders and huge thighs. He’d been there when Galilee had arrived and had tried, in his own way, to get Lucifer to think about what he was about to do. 
“Did you claim your dance?” he asked, folding his arms as Belial came back out through the door.
“Not yet.” Lucifer jerked his head at Belial. “Let’s go.”
She rolled her eyes and headed off into a patch of shadow that was darker than it should’ve been. Lucifer was about to follow her when Asmodeus grabbed his arm, his gray eyes serious. 
“It’s not like you, Luci.”
Lucifer took a deep breath. “I know.”
“She smells wrong.”
“I know.”
“Levi’s going to want to get rid of her.”
Fucking hell. “As, I know. We’re going to figure it out.” 
“You think she’s here for the artifact?”
It never felt right calling it that, like teeth grinding into glass, but they couldn’t very well call it what it was anywhere that humans might overhear. “I don’t know, As. We’ll find out.” 
Asmodeus nodded and let go of his arm. Lucifer stepped into the patch of shadow, and the darkness consumed him lovingly.

Belial was pacing in their parlor by the window, her boots clacking against the black walnut floor. As soon as Lucifer entered, she whirled around and narrowed her eyes. “You smell like her,” she pointed out. “It’s faint, like you tried to hide it, but it’s there.” 
Lucifer sighed and collapsed into a leather armchair. “I wasn’t trying to hide it. I just wasn’t planning on announcing it to everyone.” 
His prince looked horrified. “What did you do?” Her face brightened hopefully and her nostrils flared. “Is it her blood?”
He dropped his head back and closed his eyes. “No, Belial, it’s not.”
“Lucifer.” He heard the matching armchair creak as she sat in it. “I need you to tell me what the fuck is going on. Do we have a security issue?” 
If this was a few thousand years ago, Belial would’ve never dared to speak to him like that. Lucifer had been different then—cruel and unforgiving, still much of an angel despite everything. Things had changed. He had changed. There were so many forms of power available to entities like them, a menu of possibilities like faces or skins or weapons, whatever you wanted to pick up and use. Fear was always the most popular one, but frankly, it got boring after endless eons. At some point, Lucifer had decided to try something else—to let his princes have more of a say, to be accountable to them, to share his power. He didn’t have to. They knew he didn’t have to, and that was what made it so much more impactful when he said he would and then he did, and their world had restructured around his choice. Now his princes followed him not for fear or force or fire, but for a burning loyalty. None of them called it love out loud, but they didn’t need to. 
Lucifer still marveled at it, that even as he stared into Belial’s face, there was true concern there, and it was for him. He might never really deserve it. She was right about Galilee—he needed to give Belial all the information he had available because something was going on with Galilee, something serious, and it was dangerously unpredictable, especially in such proximity to the artifact. 
“She’s not human,” he said.
Belial went silent in a way that was too quiet.
Lucifer didn’t blame her. It sounded bad when he said it out loud too. What were the chances of something inhuman showing up and trying to gain access to the artifact, to the point of cutting an unnecessary deal with him? He probably would’ve let the spoiled princess in eventually, but Galilee had jumped in with a bargain, like she couldn’t lose the chance to see it. Lucifer had known something was off then, so he’d deliberately separated her from the others. Belial would pick all that up from Asmodeus’s report, but what Lucifer had done afterward had . . . complicated things. He reported it back to Belial as starkly as he could: the burning of her touch and his eyes going black in response, that he’d kissed her and called up the smoke, that he’d eaten her out, that he’d given her his name. 
When he was done, he opened his eyes and turned to look at Belial. She was completely motionless and staring away from him, but her eyes were aflame, and Lucifer knew she was barely controlling her rage. 
“I know Levi will want to kill her,” he began.
Belial whipped her head around. “Levi is going to kill her,” she clarified with a snarl. “And I’m not going to do a fucking thing to stop him.” 
She was adorable when she was furious. “Belial, come on.”
His prince sprang up from her chair. “Are you out of your fucking mind, Luci? You gave her your name.” 
“I give everyone my name.” He’d been going by Lucifer Helel among the humans for years now. “None of them take it seriously.”
“Because we avoid anyone who might know enough to notice that you’re the fucking Devil!” Belial was roaring now, and paint shook down from the ceiling. “You don’t see us walking into the Vatican with demon eyes and clouds of smoke, because that would be a fucking problem, Lucifer! And they are mostly humans. She is not. She wasn’t surprised by a goddamn thing you did, which means she knows far more than she should, which means she shouldn’t be anywhere near the artifact. And she cut a deal with you just so she could see it? Luci, she is literally a breach waiting to happen.” 
A silken voice cut in. “Who are we talking about, exactly?”
Lucifer winced. “Leviathan.” Fuck. “We didn’t hear you come in.” 
Shadows skittered in the corner, and a tall man with pale patches scattered over his dark skin and bone-white locs stepped out to join them. He moved like a large stalking cat, slow and predatory, dressed in the matte black they all wore but with a sword hanging in a scabbard from his hip. The pools of pale skin spilled over his left eye and the right corner of his mouth, the flesh of his lip pink where one fell. His gold eyes were as flat as a snake’s, and power thrummed out from his skin, pushing insistently against the air. 
“Who is a breach?” he asked again.
“A girl came by,” Belial answered, ignoring the look Lucifer was giving her. “Not human. Luci struck a deal with her—a dance in exchange for seeing the artifact.” 
Lucifer threw up his hands and flopped back in his chair. “It was a harmless fucking deal!”
“And then,” Belial continued, her voice acidic, “she touched him, and it burned so badly that his eyes went black without his control.” 
“You’re making this sound really bad.” Lucifer let his voice slither low. “It was also immensely arousing.” 
“Which is why Luci then went down on her in the middle of the hallway after calling up a wave of darkness to cloak them. It was effective, as none of us heard her screaming his name, which he gave her.” 
“I didn’t give her my name till afterward,” he corrected. “She hasn’t screamed it yet.”
Belial looked like she was about to tear him into small pieces. “Yet?”
Lucifer grinned at her. Anything to not look at Levi’s face.
“Don’t look at me like you were joking,” Belial snapped. “I know when you’re joking and that wasn’t it.”
She fell silent as Levi walked around her. Lucifer kept his head turned away, but it was impossible to ignore Levi looming over him or the sound of him unbuckling the scabbard to lay it aside before he crouched in front of Lucifer’s chair. It was a mercy that he didn’t kneel. The sight of Leviathan kneeling before him was something Lucifer never wanted to see again. 
“She burned you, Luci?”
Levi’s voice was a whisper of breath, silk falling over the fresh edge of a new blade, oh so dangerous. Lucifer didn’t reply at first, and then Levi’s fingers were on his jaw, gently turning his head so that Lucifer could no longer avoid his second’s eyes. They gazed at each other for a moment, Levi’s fingers warm against his skin. Lucifer didn’t want to answer, but he never lied to his princes, and they needed the data. If someone had the power to hurt him, then they could hurt the others too. Gali hadn’t been flexing her power—in fact, she’d seemed totally unaware of it—but they had no idea what they were dealing with. Lucifer couldn’t even tell them what she was, because he had no fucking idea. 
So he told Levi the truth. “To the bone.”
Belial flinched.
Levi just nodded and stood back up. “I’ll take care of it,” he said, picking up his scabbard.
Fear yawned deep inside Lucifer, and it was so unfamiliar that he froze in shock. If he had ever felt it in the past, that part of his memory was a distant void, too far away from any of his corporeal forms. Yet now, at the thought of Gali dying, of Levi taking her head from her shoulders with his blade, fear curled around his entrails. Levi was already walking away, speaking quietly to Belial. Galilee was going to die. Galilee was going to die. Lucifer forced himself to his feet. 
“Levi, don’t.”
His princes stopped in their tracks and turned slowly back to him, shock mirrored on their faces. Levi drew in a soft breath and put his hand on the hilt of his sword, as if he needed the weapon to ground him. 
“Don’t take care of it?” He took a step toward Lucifer. “Tell me why not.”
Lucifer didn’t have a reason. “It’s not time yet,” he said.
“It was time when she touched you,” Belial countered. 
Levi was frowning. “You’re asking for mercy on her behalf? With everything we have at stake?”
Lucifer walked toward them, spreading his palms out. “She can’t die. Not now, not yet.”
“She can burn you.” Levi said it like a judgment, and it was. 
“She doesn’t know what she can do,” Lucifer argued. “I need to understand what she is, what she knows.”
“So what if she doesn’t know? We need to kill her before she finds out!” Belial was staring at him in betrayal. “Luci, no one should be able to hurt you—you’re stronger than the rest of us. All of us are at risk.” 
“And what if she’s none of what we’ve been thinking? What if she’s an innocent?” The term sounded foreign on his tongue, and sure enough, his princes were wide-eyed, even more horrified than before. Lucifer didn’t blame them. This fear was generative—nearly everything coming out of his mouth was a surprise to him. 
Levi spoke and his voice was harsh. “It doesn’t matter if she is an innocent, Luci. She dies anyway.” His mouth twisted. “What is one mortal to the son of the morning?” 
What indeed.
Galilee wasn’t human, but she could die and it would be easy. No new variables, no unfamiliar threats to the artifact. She would never touch him again. Lucifer would never burn like this again; that much he knew. He would never feel the thrilling excruciation brush against his bones and sing through his flesh. The infinite future would stretch out before him, cold and unfeeling. 
Levi was staring at him with those chilled gold eyes, too controlled to show the betrayal that was still raging on Belial’s face. There had been a time when Lucifer hadn’t been numb, when the prince with the sword had loved him more than any sin. Levi would never touch him like that again, and he would kill Galilee, and Lucifer would feel nothing because there would be nothing left to feel. 
He took a step closer and did something he hadn’t done in centuries. He placed his hand on Leviathan’s arm.
“Please.” Lucifer’s voice was hoarse, a stranger to his ears, and Levi’s pupils snapped into vertical slits. He stepped back and drew his sword at the same time, and then the blade was at Lucifer’s throat, cold as moonlight, and Levi’s teeth were bared. 
“How dare you,” he snarled. “How dare you beg me?” 
Belial reached out a hand. “Levi, put the sword down.”
“He is the King of Hell. Begging us for some mortal’s life. What is happening?” 
Lucifer didn’t take his eyes off his prince. “I’m simply making a request for time.”
“Leviathan! It’s Luci, for fuck’s sake. Put the goddamn sword down.” 
Levi’s nostrils flared, but he removed the blade from Lucifer’s neck and sheathed it in one fluid move. Belial rolled her eyes and turned to Lucifer. 
“I want to be clear. Are you commanding us to spare her?”
He couldn’t do that, not when Gali’s power was such a threat. He’d made promises to his princes, and Lucifer always kept his promises. 
“No,” he answered.
Levi glared at him. “When I move to eliminate her, will you stop me?”
Lucifer sighed. “Leviathan . . . of course not. I’d never put the life of a mortal above your safety, and I’d never jeopardize the security of the artifact.” He took a deep breath. “I am asking you for time. If Galilee needs to die at the end of it, then she will die.” 
The other two stared back at him impassively, but Lucifer knew they’d made note of her name. He clenched his hand into a fist and exhaled. “I will kill her myself if the time comes. I swear it.” 
Belial relaxed a fraction. “When the time comes,” she corrected. “We’ll hold you to that oath, Luci.” 
He nodded, unable to say anything else. The thought of ripping off Galilee’s head felt almost as wrong as she smelled.
“If you can’t do it, I’ll step in,” Levi warned.
“I’m sure you will.”
The three of them stood in a weighted silence for a bit, then Belial cocked her head at Lucifer. “Why does she matter so much to you?” 
It was a genuine question this time, not an accusation, and Lucifer didn’t reply for a moment. Sometimes he missed the days when they obeyed him with fear and no questions, but this was a different gift. The princes saw Lucifer wholly as he was—brutal or fleetingly tender, monstrous or as brilliant as his name. He was bare to them and they to him. It was what he had chosen. The answer he had was difficult to say in front of Levi, but it was true, so Lucifer said it: 
“I haven’t felt in lifetimes.” 
Levi’s face smoothed out into implacable ice, but Lucifer continued.
“It might be an end, but a whisper in me wonders if it could also be a beginning.”
Belial laughed. “That’s a fool’s dream,” she said. “There are no more beginnings for us, Luci. Walking through an inferno won’t find you one.” 
Levi turned away. “You have forty-eight hours.”
Lucifer nodded. It was nothing in the span of their lives, but he would take it.
“And then she dies.”
“I understand,” Lucifer bit out. He’d chosen this. It was something he had to keep reminding himself, especially when Levi got cold and curt like this, a love that cut and cut and kept cutting. 
Belial stepped forward and grabbed the back of Lucifer’s neck, forcing their foreheads together. Her gaze was pitying. “For what it’s worth,” she told him, “I take no pleasure in this now that I know you want to burn.” 
Lucifer closed his eyes and exhaled. “Thank you,” he replied. His grace period was already trickling away, a draining desert of sand. 
It was time to hunt Galilee Kincaid.



5.
Galilee
Gali stayed in bed for as long as she could the morning after the party. She was being haunted, and she didn’t appreciate it in the least, especially when the ghost was a memory of a shockingly beautiful man with an impossible name and an impossible tongue. She’d tossed and turned all night, twisting in her sleep as her body burned with the echo of his touch, the cold licking streak of his voice, tempered by the rejection of when he’d walked away. Gali wanted him to come back. She wanted to hunt him down and slap him for leaving like it had been easy. She wanted to claim their unfinished bargain just so she could feel his body pressed to hers again. 
When he’d left her in the hallway, Gali had returned to the main gala. She’d tried to mingle, but she was terribly out of her league, and without Oriakụ or Bonbon to ground her, the whole party had felt like she was trapped in an unpleasant dream. A gorgeous older woman in a light blue dress had passed her a drink in a delicate flute, but Gali was barely present enough to appreciate the gesture. There was no way she could return down those hallways to find her friends, but standing there sipping champagne and looking pretty was equally impossible when minutes ago there had been smoke curling off the floor and her thigh over his shoulder, his mouth working to get her off. 
He’d said his name was Lucifer. 
Gali had stood in the middle of the gala and tried to convince herself that it was just a name. Not real, because it couldn’t be. He couldn’t be that, because if he was . . . she’d nearly dropped her glass just thinking about it, and that was when she’d asked one of the staff for a car to take her home. The uniformed woman had taken one look at Gali and put an arm around her, guiding her out of the party. Gali had been grateful for the support, since all the blood in her body had felt like it had pulled away from her extremities, retreating to support her organs, like she was a beat away from passing out. The drive back to her apartment had been a blur, and she’d stripped out of her clothes and jewels in a numb haze, standing under a hot shower as she scrubbed off the makeup. She’d tried to scrub off his scent too, but even now it clung to her the next day, smoke and burning musk. She’d left voice notes for Oriakụ and Bonbon, then she’d turned off her phone. All her dreams had been dark and stitched things: the woods and her feet slipping on smooth stones in a cold creek bed, a mouth on her neck and a forked tongue flickering against her skin. 
He couldn’t be who he said he was, because that would make him the Devil himself and that would mean Gali had done something she could not undo, something with repercussions she absolutely was not ready to process. He was just the head of security . . . whose eyes had bled black and who had called up a wall of darkness. Gali slammed a pillow over her face. She knew who the Devil was because she was a Kincaid and she had been warned. She knew to hang a mirror by the door. She knew what happened at crossroads and the seduction in an offer, the way it could give you the world and cost you your soul. She knew about temptation and skies above. Nana Darling had even told her stories about how beautiful the Devil would be, for he was God’s favorite. No one had warned her he would be so beautiful that she would be the one to tempt him. 
Gali growled into the pillow. She’d made a deal with him, for fuck’s sake. With Lucifer, the Prince of goddamn Darkness. She had spread her legs for the Devil himself, and not only had she loved it, but worst of all, she couldn’t stop thinking about how she still wanted him. The desire crawled under her skin, prickly and hungry. If she wasn’t damned already, then this beast of want was going to damn her irrevocably. It stung and paced through her, irritated and angry, and Lucifer had been in her dreams, a shadow melting in and out of the dark. She had run through the forest, branches tearing at her skin as Kincaid ghosts whispered warnings, but when she’d stumbled and fallen in a clearing full of dead leaves, the man with radiance morphing in his eyes had come upon her and Gali had opened for him again. She’d welcomed the weight of his body as he covered her with victory gleaming in his teeth. The ache in her had howled as she reached for him, nearly sobbing in anticipation of him sliding into her . . . and then she had woken up. Over and over, the dream always stopped, always denied her. In the end, Gali had woken up and slid her hand between her legs, stroking herself until she came, and it still hadn’t been close to enough. If she saw him again—when she saw him again—she was going to kill him for doing this to her. 
Her phone rang, and she frowned, confused. She’d definitely turned it off before falling asleep. Gali reached out and turned it over to look at the screen, then sat up sharply in bed, accepting the video call. 
“Celestial,” she said, her voice harsh. Her cousin never called and certainly not over video. “What’s wrong?”
Celestial narrowed her eyes, which were always too old for her face. “Why the hell’s your phone off?”
Gali ignored her question. Celestial had pushed the call through anyway, which was . . . a little concerning. Gali hadn’t known she could do that, but Kincaid women had all kinds of secrets. 
“Is Nana Darling okay? Did something happen with the girls?”
Her cousin scoffed and tugged on one of her short, beaded plaits. “Nothing happened with Zélie or Leah, and Nana Darling is fine. She’s not gonna stay fine, though, which is why I’m calling you.” 
Gali’s heart thudded. If Nana Darling was ever hurt, their family would simply . . . shatter. “What’s going on?”
Celestial leaned back in her chair, and her hooded eyes took on a wicked gleam that set off alarm bells in Gali’s head. After the childhood they’d shared and the number of times Celestial had nearly gotten them killed—literally, not metaphorically—Gali knew enough to be wary of her cousin when she wore that look. When Celestial was eight, she’d slowly poisoned the entire family because she wanted them to build up an immunity, and her mother, Peony, had to explain that although it was a reasonable plan, poisoning family without their consent was not acceptable. People had to explain things like that to Celestial—she was both chaos and Kincaid loyalty, slamming together in a dangerous mix. 
“What have you done?” Gali asked, one hand clenching into a fist.
Celestial’s face dropped into exaggerated hurt and outrage. “Me? I haven’t done nothing, cousin.” Her mouth tugged into a sharp smile. “You, on the other hand, Gali, you’ve been bad.” 
Gali flinched. There was no way her cousin could have found out, but then again, this was Celestial. Judging by the widening grin on her face, Gali conceded that Celestial knew much more than she had any right to. Gali tried to keep her face calm. “What you talking about?” 
Celestial cackled out loud. “You terrible at bluffing, Gali. The wind brought me a rumor last night, you know, all the way across the land on whispering branches.” 
Well, fuck. Gali snorted. “I really wish the wind would stop snitching to you.” 
Her cousin shrugged, and the strap of her dress fell off her dark shoulder. “Not like you were gonna call and ask for my help.” There was a real note of hurt in her voice, and Gali sobered up. 
“I hadn’t gotten that far, Celestial,” she said softly. “But I’ve missed you a whole lot. Believe me.”
It was true. Being around Oriakụ and Bonbon was wonderful, but it also wasn’t entirely real, not when she couldn’t tell them the truth about what had happened at the party. They lived in a different world, and they didn’t know where she came from. Celestial understood, just like Zélie and Leah would, because she was a Kincaid too. She’d been baptized like the rest of them by barefoot matriarchs in all white, under bulging full moons that made their grandmother’s hair gleam silver while her memories walked around them. 
Celestial studied Gali, then nodded once. “Tell me what happened.”
Gali grimaced. “What did the wind tell you?” she asked instead.
Her cousin met her eyes. “You made a deal you oughtn’t. That was the first warning.”
A chill rippled over Gali’s skin. It had been harmless, just a dance. “What else?”
Faint worry flitted over Celestial’s face, and that alarmed Gali more than anything she’d said so far. Celestial never worried. 
“A cascade has begun,” her cousin said, her voice hesitant. “A gate screams. A darkness presses against your house.” A sheen of fear slid over her eyes. “Don’t open the door.”
Gali bit the inside of her cheek. “That you, or you passing it on?”
They had both grown up among the seers in the family, and frankly, Gali hoped this message had come from someone else. Celestial didn’t prophesy often, but when she did, lifelines changed. 
Her cousin shook her head gently. “The wind told me most of it, but I’m the one asking.”
“Why can’t I open the door?” Gali already knew it was the smart move to leave all doors closed, but her cousin didn’t understand the hunger, the ache, or the scope of the temptation at hand. 
Celestial leaned forward, her beads swinging into her narrow face. “Whatchu think’s gonna happen when Nana Darling finds out?” she asked. “When she realizes she couldn’t keep you safe cos your ass didn’t stay home? You let any darkness in and you think she’s gonna let you fight it alone?” 
Gali dropped her face into her hand. No, her grandmother would never let any of them fight alone. She’d bring the full force of the Kincaids into the city, a pack of hunters, and she would not give a singular fuck about what that did to the life Gali was trying to build here, as long as Gali was safe by the end of it. Her friendships would go up in smoke, and in the end, she’d be forced back to the big house because their world couldn’t exist alongside this other “normal” one. 
“I need her to stay out of it,” Gali said, raising her head to glare at her cousin. “Don’t you run telling.”
Celestial raised her palms. “I don’t gotta say shit for her to find out something’s wrong, Gali. You setting off hella alarms with whatever you’re doing.” Curiosity crept into her voice. “What are you doing, by the way? Who you cutting deals with?” 
Gali sighed. She had to tell someone, and Celestial was really her best choice. It wasn’t like she could say this to Bonbon or Oriakụ without them thinking she’d lost her damn mind. Zélie would probably run and tell Nana Darling immediately, and Leah would just stare with those large eyes of hers until Gali felt too guilty to breathe. But Celestial would actually listen. 
“The Devil.” Gali rubbed her forehead and dragged her hand down her face. “I made a deal with the Devil.”
Celestial’s face didn’t move. “What.”
“I didn’t know he was the Devil when I made it, if that helps.” 
Her cousin blinked. “You talking, like, some bad boy you ran into?”
“Uh . . . I’m talking Lucifer.”
Celestial’s eyes widened. “Now I know you fucking with me, cuz.” 
Gali winced. How could she get her cousin to understand when Celestial hadn’t been there, hadn’t seen the way the light was trapped inside him? He’d touched her, and the things roaring inside her had been touched too, for the first time. 
“He’s . . . he’s beautiful, Celestial. Like, I know Nana Darling told us the stories, but . . . it’s not the same.”
In the Kincaid family, no one could really hide anything from Celestial. If it wasn’t the wind that was telling her things, it was that Celestial could read them like children’s books. Gali felt her cousin’s gaze brushing against her skin in a dry rasp, and so she tried to bury her secrets, the dreams, and the loud clanging of her want. 
“Gali?” Celestial’s voice was suspicious. “What did you do?” 
Blood rushed into Gali’s face, staining her cheekbones dark, and Celestial gasped. “It’s not what you think!” Gali blurted out. “We . . . we kissed.” It wasn’t the entire truth, but the horror in Celestial’s face was enough for Gali to swallow the rest of it down. 
“You kissed the Devil?” Celestial moved her fingers in a quick warding gesture. “He entrance you? Did he trick you?” 
Gali’s heart sank and her mouth turned sour. Of course she’d think that. So much for her listening. Lucifer was the Great Deceiver, after all, the lying trickster of their childhoods, a sleek and convincing snake curled around a forbidden fruit. In this story, Gali was nothing but prey, someone to be glamoured and manipulated. She doubted if anyone in her family could imagine her as she had been the night before, the woman who had stepped into the Devil’s personal space and bargained for his touch, who had pulled up her dress and screamed for him, coming apart against his tongue. 
“He didn’t trick me,” she said woodenly, but Celestial was barely listening.
“If he’s got you in his sights, then we gotta rally,” she was saying. “He won’t be satisfied with just a taste. He’s gonna keep hunting you.” 
Gali’s skin thrilled at the idea. What if it was true? What if he came back after he’d left, possibly driven by a hunger that matched the one inside her? 
“Why would he come after me?” she said, trying to dampen her hope. “I’m nobody.”
Celestial paused for a moment too long, then inhaled sharply. “One day they gon’ have to tell you the truth,” she said. “Soon, by the smell of it.” 
Warning clung like sweat on the back of Gali’s neck. Celestial had mentioned this before, hinted about a Kincaid secret that had to do with Gali, but she’d also said she couldn’t tell Gali anything. “Ask your mother,” she’d said. “Shit, ask Nana Darling.” So Gali had tried to ask her mother, but Collette had laid a hand over her daughter’s mouth. 
“You are a Kincaid,” she’d hissed with the thunder of an oath behind her trembling voice. “Whatever secrets we keep are to keep you alive, Gali. Don’t ask me again.” 
Now, Gali glared at Celestial. “Kincaids don’t lie,” she snapped.
“Don’t mean they telling the truth,” Celestial shot back.
Whatever. Gali changed the subject. “Lucifer won’t come for me.”
There was a slipping disappointment inside her as she said it, but that didn’t make it less true. She probably wouldn’t see him again unless she got Oriakụ to take her back to the mansion, and Gali was already too proud for that, to go looking for him like a lost dog missing its master. This was just two worlds brushing against each other for a moment, then spinning apart. 
Her cousin’s nostrils flared at the Devil’s name. “I’ma kill him if he does,” she said flatly.
“Celestial . . .”
“You think I’m playing? He doesn’t get to have you, Gali.”
But what if I want him to? Gali bit back the words. There was no faster way to convince her cousin that she had indeed been entranced by the Devil than to speak her wanting for him out loud. Celestial would never believe that the desire belonged to Gali, because what would Gali be doing with something so powerful burning in her veins? Frustration and a slow anger rose up the back of her throat. She had tempted him. She had brought the Devil to his fucking knees, and yet her family would always see her only as little strange Gali who needed their protection. 
Someone started banging at the door, and Gali looked up. “I gotta go, Celestial. Don’t do anything.”
“You don’t do anything,” her cousin snapped. “Stay away from him. Otherwise I’ma have to tell Nana Darling.” 
Gali went cold even as her anger heated up. “You wouldn’t dare tattle. You better than Zélie.”
“Sorry, Gali. If he tries to get to you, not even all the princes of hell could stop me and every Kincaid on earth from burning this shit down to protect you.” Celestial shrugged. “We family, cuz. It’s what we do.” 
The call cut out and Gali’s phone went to black. Her nails bit into her palm as she clenched her fist, trying to control the tide of rage inside her. They would never let her go. Her family would swarm around her just like she’d feared, no matter how far out of the house she moved. Her life wasn’t hers to live, not really. At the end of the day, she was a Kincaid before she was anything else, even herself. 
A small voice in the back of her head reminded her that this was what love was, that her cousin was only offering protection because they were up against the Devil himself and that was logically a danger worth the forces Celestial was threatening to raise up, but Gali did not care. She wanted him, and it was an ocean storming inside her, washing away any fear. 
The banging continued, and Gali growled, throwing off her covers and stalking to her apartment door, throwing it open. “What?” she snarled. 
Bonbon and Oriakụ stood there, identical murderous glares on their faces.
“Where,” Oriakụ bit out, “the fuck have you been?” 



6.
Lucifer
Lucifer had spent the night flying high among the clouds, his black wings merging with the night and a glamour concealing him from human eyes. Ever since this assignment started with his princes, they’d all remained in the cloak of their human forms for most of the time, but the storm currently raging inside him demanded more. It craved the cutting ice of wind and altitude, so Lucifer had taken to the skies, careful not to slip fully into his truest form. It would be too tempting to simply become that monster, disembowel the billionaire they were watching, seize his house with the artifact stored inside, and damn the consequences. Levi had floated that exact idea at the start of the assignment, but Belial had pointed out that it would draw too much attention. This was meant to be quick and easy. 
In truth, the artifact was a hellgate and had been one for almost a century, ever since Lucifer had found it tucked away in a vault in the Vatican. There had been so much blood packed into it, so many screams, nightmare after nightmare layered into the ivory inlay with the gold veins. Every face it had been pressed to had become a corpse, the death mask smiling above their stilled flesh. It had been easy for the Devil to borrow it and crack a one-way shortcut straight into Hell, creating a gate that had remained stable for almost a hundred years, until a few months ago when it passed into Elijah Onyearugbulem’s custody and arrived in Salvation. 
Then the gate immediately began to malfunction, its seal compromised. All hellgates were meant to open in only one direction, straight into Hell, but this one was trying to open in the other direction, threatening to slash a portal leading to Salvation. At first, Lucifer and his princes had warded it closed in Hell, but when that didn’t stabilize it, he’d sent Belial up to take a look. She’d immediately sent back for them to join her topside because her findings were dire—the hellgate was so compromised that the mask could not be moved. At any moment, the portal could crack open, and Salvation would be eaten alive by demons. It was all incredibly inconvenient. 
Fortunately, Onyearugbulem had no idea what the mask really was, only that it was spiritually powerful and very, very old. It had been easy to compel him into accepting the elite security that the artifact needed, and Lucifer had remained in Salvation with his princes ever since. The whole thing was a damned puzzle cut into a shape he disliked. No one could explain which religious figure had smuggled it out of the Vatican in the first place, and Onyearugbulem had been tightlipped about the fence who had helped him procure the piece. Lucifer didn’t give a shit about that part, though—humans traded endlessly, and the gate was still a gate regardless. His problem was that no one should have been strong enough to tamper with a hellgate, let alone change the direction it swung open. 
Now, Hell was eager to get out, and that was a disaster he couldn’t allow to happen. The world, after all, was still a war that had never really ended. Lucifer had a nasty feeling about the whole thing, an oil-black slithering that kept moving just out of range of his peripheral vision, like there was something he kept missing, and by the time he caught it, it would be too late. If the gate broke, it would be at the very least a localized apocalypse. It needed to be closed, but it wasn’t responding to a damn thing, not even Lucifer’s power, so they had settled for warding it endlessly while trying to find out who the fuck had tampered with it in the first place. 
As if he didn’t have enough problems already, now he had to save Galilee Kincaid’s life and prove to his princes that she had nothing to do with this shitstorm. Lucifer sighed and pulled all six of his wings close to his body, falling into a dive. The wind howled past his face, cutting at his skin. He welcomed it even as he barely felt its sting—it wasn’t Galilee’s fire carving through his marrow, and that was what he needed, that incinerating touch of the strange creature who smelled like a horizon of catastrophe. Lucifer hadn’t decided how to get the truth out of her. Torture was always a solid choice, of course, but there were so many ways to go about it. An image of Galilee naked and tied up flashed through his mind, and Lucifer groaned. She would be so perfect with soft ropes knotted against her dimpled flesh, golden clamps on her dark nipples, more gold forcing her lips apart in an open-mouthed gag. 
He pushed himself into an even faster dive, hurtling toward the ground at a near-terminal speed, small cuts opening and instantly closing on the skin of his face. One deal and a few minutes against a wall with Galilee wasn’t enough. He wanted more. He wanted an eternity of burning at her hands, enough time to see if he could get bored, if she was as fascinating as her scent. He wanted her to belong to him. Lucifer snapped out his wings, breaking his fall with a sudden wrenching as the solution to his problem washed over him like a revelation. 
It was so fucking obvious. It would keep Galilee alive and convince his princes that she wouldn’t be a threat to them, and it would make her his for as long as he wanted. Thrilled at the possibility, Lucifer laughed into the empty sky, and it sounded like a city crumbling. Galilee just had to be as innocent as he hoped, because if she was part of any kind of plot, then he’d have no choice but to keep his promise to his princes and rip her head off. But that was a small risk far outweighed by the other possibilities, because if he was right? If she had nothing to do with anything, if she was just a fluke of dormant power who didn’t even know what she could do? Lucifer could save her, and he knew exactly how to do it. All he had to do was make another deal with her, and that wouldn’t be hard. He hadn’t even been trying to seduce her into the first one, so Galilee stood no chance against the true force of his desire. He was the dawnbreaker, the radiant one, and he always got what he wanted. 
This time, Lucifer wanted her soul.

An hour later, Lucifer was scaling the side of Galilee’s building, his glamour still in place. It had been easy to track her down: Onyearugbulem’s daughter had sent a car to Galilee’s address to pick her up for the party, and Lucifer had simply pulled the information under his persona as security personnel. 
He was so far away from that now—perilously inhuman in this winged form—but it was important that he stopped pretending with Galilee. He didn’t need to walk politely through her front door like he wasn’t all the horrific things that he was, like he wasn’t a nightmare hunting her. She needed to understand who he was, understand that he could give her anything, whatever she wanted, in exchange for her soul. He could already imagine what it would look like, a bursting incandescent star that would reduce him to ash, and fuck if that didn’t make him hard with desire. Once he had her bargained into his safekeeping, no one would interfere with them, and Lucifer would be free to explore Galilee. She could scream with pleasure, uninterrupted for centuries, and they could explore whatever was coiled inside her, the scorching power he now craved. Lucifer stopped at her large open windows, almost purring with delight at his plan. He was about to slide into her loft and materialize slowly, but then he paused with a frown. 
She wasn’t alone. In fact, she was currently being cursed out by her two friends, the spoiled princess and the storyteller. Lucifer perched on the windowsill and watched with curious amusement, his glamour keeping him unseen. 
“I’m clearly fine,” Galilee was saying, throwing her hands up in exasperation. “Completely unharmed, very much alive. Y’all can go now.” 
“Oh, fuck you,” the storyteller replied. “We’re not going anywhere until you tell us what happened with that Helel motherfucker.”
“I’ll have his balls if he hurt you,” the princess added, fuming.
Galilee growled. “He didn’t hurt me.”
A small smile pulled at Lucifer’s mouth. She was angry that they’d speak against him. She was defending him. Warmth curled deep in his chest, and he drank in her face, now stripped of makeup, the bare skin freckled and soft. Her hair was in a messy bun on top of her head, copper coils sticking out around her ears. An oversize T-shirt hung off her shoulder and stretched around her hips before stopping midthigh, and Lucifer wondered if she was wearing anything under it or if she was naked and already slick at the thought of him. He wanted to burst into the loft, throw her friends out, and spread Galilee on the bed, putting his mouth on her until she was arching and begging again. Claws burst out from his fingertips and carved small slivers of wood from the windowsill at the memory of her taste, but Lucifer dragged in a deep breath and got his flesh under control. His restraint was always a little volatile when he let his other forms out to play, but he had things to do before he could explore Galilee. He had deals to make and secrets to hunt. 
“Galilee, you went off with him and then you were gone,” the princess said. “All we got was some weird voice note—” 
“In which you may or may not have sounded like a hostage,” the storyteller added.
“—so we’re worried about you. And you’re going to have to give us a little more before you expect us to believe that everything’s all good here.” The princess folded her arms with a stubborn set to her jaw, and Lucifer watched as Galilee made quick calculations behind her eyes. 
“Fine,” she said, flopping down on her bed. It was a performed capitulation, and it fascinated him no end. “We hooked up, and I freaked out, so I ran. Y’all happy now?” 
Lucifer raised an eyebrow, surprised that she’d told them even a version of the truth. Her friends exchanged looks, then screamed in delighted unison, jumping on the bed with Galilee. 
“You did what?” 
“Girl, tell us everything!”
“Where did you even fuck him?” The last question was from the princess, frowning as if she was running through the layout of the wing they’d been in. “A bathroom?” 
Galilee blushed. “First of all, we didn’t have sex. And yeah, kind of.”
An annoyed rumble started in Lucifer’s chest. They had absolutely had sex, and Galilee was evading her friend’s question. 
“We just fooled around, but it was kinda intense so I dipped out. That’s it.”
Oh, she was a liar. He would have to punish her for that later. It was his job, after all, to punish people for their sins, and Galilee Kincaid was a liar. It didn’t matter how many thin truths she used as a veil, nothing she was saying was whole. She’d broken it into fragments that she was spoon-feeding them, and they were lapping it up because they were human and humans bought stories so easily. 
“He’s so fine,” the storyteller was saying. “I don’t blame you for getting overwhelmed. Was he a good kisser?”
Galilee’s blush darkened, but Lucifer also saw her hackles rise at the implication that he had overwhelmed her. She hid it well, tucking a coil of hair behind her ear. 
“He wasn’t bad,” she said, with a small secretive smile. It wavered as Gali looked over to the princess, and Lucifer made note of how true she made the performance seem. “I felt weird, with him working for your dad and all, you know? I’m sorry if it was inappropriate to do that in your house. I just got carried away.” 
She was a good liar. 
Lucifer knew damn well that Galilee didn’t give a fuck about his false position as head of security, and she certainly hadn’t cared how her friend might have felt back when she was grinding on his face. She’d also been painfully deliberate about everything she did, from cutting a deal with him to offering him her silk-wrapped cunt. 
The princess shrugged. “It’s my dad’s house, not mine. You’re good.” She smiled, and mischief lit up her eyes. “I’m glad you had some fun, even if it was with that asshole.” 
Galilee’s smile hardened slightly. “Yeah, he was kinda an asshole, wasn’t he?” 
“Ah, the bad-boy type.” The storyteller sighed. “They’re a classic.”
Galilee shook her head like she was dispelling a hovering nightmare. “Anyway, it doesn’t matter. He doesn’t matter.” She tossed her head and grinned at her friends. “You know, I actually feel much better now. Thanks for pushing me to talk about it.” 
They smiled back and wrapped each other in hugs while Lucifer frowned on the windowsill. He didn’t matter? He had begged his princes, racked his mind trying to come up with a way to save her life, and she was telling her loved ones that he didn’t matter? His winged form roiled in outrage. He should let her die. He should kill her himself, twist her pretty head and pop out her spinal cord, and maybe then she would feel something, enough to admit that he was more than just a quick face-fuck in a corridor. 
Before he could talk himself out of it, Lucifer was gliding in through the open window, letting the glamour slip a fraction at a time. From the girls’ perspectives, it would have seemed like he had melted into the room out of thin air, all deadly swagger and unholy sex appeal. Something wild and hungry flashed through Galilee’s eyes when she saw him, but then the other two girls were screaming, and the princess was pulling a gun out of her purse, leveling it at him with surprisingly steady hands. 
“How the fuck did you get in here?” she yelled, fear thickening into rage on her tongue. Both Galilee and the storyteller snapped their heads toward her, their eyes round and wide as they stared at the gun in her hands. 
“Oriakụ, since when you carrying?” Galilee asked, her eyebrows pulling together.
“Since always,” the princess snapped back. Her eyes were trained on Lucifer, and no one in the room was moving a muscle.
“Well, I’ma need you to put it away. Bonbon doesn’t like guns.”
Lucifer glanced at the storyteller, and sure enough, blood had drained from her face, leaving it pale. “Galilee is right,” he said. “Besides, guns can’t harm me.” 
Oriakụ sneered. “Excuse me if I don’t listen to you, Helel, until you explain why the fuck you’re in Gali’s apartment.”
Bonbon finally looked away from the gun. “Are you stalking Gali?” she asked, and Lucifer paused. Did this count as stalking? Climbing up the side of her building and through her admittedly open window? 
Oriakụ disengaged the safety on the gun. “Nah, see, you just took way too long to answer that.” 
He rolled his eyes. “Put that away before you hurt one of your friends. I’m just here to speak to Galilee.”
Bonbon moved to block Galilee from his view. “Definitely sounds like you’re stalking her, dude.”
Lucifer snarled. He didn’t mind them being a little afraid—it was a scent he was familiar with from humans, sour and clinging. But Galilee? She didn’t smell anything like that. She smelled just like she had the night before, like immortal armies marching through firmament, like the baying of hellhounds, like bark floating in rushing water, like soil and blood and splitting worlds. Her honeyed face peered around Bonbon, and those sharp dark eyes he couldn’t purge from his memory stared up at him from the bed. 
“How did you get in here?” she asked, sounding just curious. 
Oriakụ waved the gun. “Doesn’t matter. He’s fucking elite secret forces or something. Dad only hires creeps like him, but none of them have ever taken it this far.” 
Lucifer held out his hand. “Give that to me,” he said mildly. “Don’t make me ask again.”
“Fuck you.”
“If you’re going to be that way . . .” He injected a ribbon of compulsion into his voice, dark and pulling. “Just hand it over.”
Oriakụ blinked, and the gun lowered a fraction as her eyes began to cloud over. Galilee’s gaze immediately narrowed, and she glared at Lucifer in accusation. “Stop that,” she growled. “She’s my friend.” 
Lucifer took his eyes off the princess to give Galilee an outraged look. “She’s aiming a gun at me!” he pointed out. “Exactly how little do I matter to you again?” 
In that brief moment of his distraction, Oriakụ snapped back into focus, bared her teeth, and pulled the trigger. Sound blew through the room, and Bonbon screamed, throwing herself to the floor. Galilee flinched, and Oriakụ exhaled roughly as the echo of the gunshot faded, finally lowering the gun to her side. Galilee slid off the bed and gently took the weapon out of Oriakụ’s hand, putting it down on her dresser. 
Lucifer touched the torn edges of his shirt, an inch over from his navel. There was a neat bullet hole in the cotton and a faint wisp of smoke drifted from his punctured flesh. He raised an eyebrow at Oriakụ. “A gut wound? Seriously?” 
She frowned and took a step back, her eyes fixed on the hole in his shirt. “You’re . . . you’re not bleeding. Why aren’t you bleeding?” 
“You could’ve shot me in the heart, even in the head,” he continued, ignoring her. “But the stomach? Were you trying to torture me?” 
“Gali . . .” Oriakụ’s eyes were so large, they were about to fall out of her head. Lucifer could see her pulse slamming in her throat. “Gali, he’s not bleeding. He’s not bleeding.” 
Bonbon was huddled on the floor with her arms over her head. She looked up at Lucifer’s perfect bullet wound and his faintly irritated expression, and then she started screaming. Galilee’s head whipped back and forth, panic blooming in her eyes. Lucifer noted with interest that she didn’t seem to have a problem with him both still being alive and very inconveniently not bleeding, but more so with her friends seeing these truths about him. 
“What the fuck are you?” Oriakụ asked, a scream building behind her words. 
Lucifer grinned and sketched a bow. “I’m the Devil,” he answered casually, letting a little of the black bleed into his eyes and enjoying the naked terror that slammed into the girl’s face. 
Galilee jumped to her feet and slashed the edge of her hand through the air. “Enough!” she yelled, and her voice was an avalanche, an order, a biting command. 
Time . . . stopped.
Lucifer stared at her, at the fury burning in her dark glowing eyes, at the burnished hair in tight curls against her neck. Both her friends were motionless, trapped in the air, pinned by her demand. Galilee was breathing heavily, her chest rising and falling as her eyes darted around. Her face fell into confusion. 
“What the fuck?”
Lucifer stretched out a hand, testing the air, then stepped closer to her friends to inspect them. They were alive, just stopped, like everything around him and Galilee. He let out a low whistle and turned to her. 
“Impressive,” he said, even as suspicion crawled over his spine. What was she? “You stopped time, little demon.” 
There was no way he could report something like this to his princes. The burning was bad enough, but the ability to manipulate time like this would simply be a nail in Galilee’s coffin and Levi would hammer that shit in with his bare hands. 
Galilee reached down hesitantly and brushed trembling fingers against Bonbon’s skin. “I didn’t know I could do that,” she said, her voice low and wondering. 
“You certainly are full of surprises,” Lucifer agreed, stepping closer to tug on one of her curls. “I look forward to unveiling even more.” 
Gali pulled back and slapped him across his face, her palm tunneling fire straight to his jaw, fire around his teeth, fire against blood on his tongue. He hissed a breath and forced the black to stay out of his eyes even as his body sang from the punishment of her touch. 
“What was that for?” he managed to ask calmly, though all he wanted to do was shove her down on her bed and do things to her in this pocket of interrupted time. 
“Why the hell would you show up here?” she yelled, her hands gesturing wildly. “You piss her off enough to shoot at you, and then you got the goddamn nerve to not bleed in front of them? And then you showed them your eyes? Have you lost your fucking mind?” 
He smiled. “You sound just like Belial.”
Galilee snapped her teeth together, then forced in a long breath. “I don’t know who that is and I don’t care. You’re messing with my friends, and I don’t fuck with that.” 
Lucifer folded his arms and frowned. “I was just being honest.”
She glared daggers at him, thousands of tiny needle-sharp daggers that sang all the way to his numb heart. “They’re human, asshole.” 
Before the last sound left her mouth, Lucifer was against her, pulling her close and snarling with a mouth full of too many teeth. “Then what are you, Galilee? Hmm?” He licked her cheek, marveling at the lightning shooting up his tongue. “Because you’re not a fucking human either, and you smell like the end or the beginning of a world, I can’t quite decide.” 
Galilee had gasped at first, but now she was just staring up at him, her dark lashes fluttering with shock and her pupils already blown. Lucifer fought back a groan as his body registered the softness of her body flush against him, the way her lips had parted, as if inviting him to slide something, anything, between them. 
“Never mind,” he bit out. “We have to go, or else I’m going to fuck you right here in front of your friends until time starts back up again, and maybe I won’t even stop then.” 
Galilee made a small hungry sound, then tore her eyes away from his, glancing over at the other girls. “Are they okay?” she asked, her mood ricocheting from anger to desire to concern. “Did I hurt them? I don’t know how to turn it off. Can you fix it, please?” She looked back at him, biting her lip with worry. Lucifer watched her teeth dig into the soft flesh, and he swallowed a curse as his erection turned iron. He wanted to eat her alive. 
“They’ll be fine. It’ll probably wear off since it’s your first time. I can leave a small glamour over their memories, and we can clear it up later.” 
Galilee was about to argue, but Lucifer shot her a cutting glare.
“Don’t play cute with me,” he said, sliding an edge into his voice. “You want me to release them now so they can, what, get back to screaming? Galilee, you’re not human. You know about the other worlds, and you know what the fuck I am. You’re just worried that your friends will find out. So yeah, we’ll clear it up when you’re ready to start telling some fucking truths, and I’m guessing that’s not right now.” 
He watched as blood drained from her face and fear bled in. She was a liar because she was terrified, he realized, truly terrified of having them find out that she was anything other than normal. That could be good. She absolutely should be afraid—shit, he was afraid for her, and he’d never known fear before this, before Levi’s sword pronounced itself hungry for her blood. Belial would use her teeth, would tear and tear at Galilee’s skin and muscles and bone and spine until the separation was complete. He could restore the flow of time in this room and alleviate Galilee’s concerns, but her fear was more useful. Fear would make it easier for her to understand what she needed to do, why she needed to cut another deal, why she needed to hand over her soul into his safekeeping. 
And yet, Lucifer disliked seeing her eyes dim in any way, so he pulled her even closer until he could feel her nipples tight and scraping against his chest. He slid his palms over her ass and lowered his mouth to her neck, dropping kisses against her skin, burning his lips. Gali melted into him, a rough moan spilling out from her throat. 
“I hate that you make me feel like this,” she bit out, her voice unsteady and still angry.
“Tell me why,” he replied, scoring his teeth gently against a tendon in her neck. Her head fell back. She tasted like the core of the earth, and it made him drunk with darkness. “What’s so terrible about wanting me?” 
Galilee writhed against him as his mouth worked on her throat. “Lucifer . . .”
Pure electricity sang through him at the sound of his name in her mouth, earth cracking open and spilling boiling magma into the endless void of his chest. It had been a mistake to come to her in this form, with his control so precarious. For a brief moment, Lucifer’s mind simply splintered, usurped by the all-encompassing desire to hear her say his name over and over, softly and in terrible wails of delight, with fury and want and tenderness, and he knew only a small miracle would stop him from cracking her open on her bed just to spill his name from her lips again. 
So the Devil gathered her up in his arms, summoned the willpower for a miracle, and he threw himself out the window.



7.
Galilee
The wind stole Gali’s scream—stole it right out of her lungs and threw it into the wind, where it would undoubtedly tumble through the forests, coil around a cypress tree, and find its way to Celestial’s ears. Gali winced at the thought even as she wrapped all her limbs around Lucifer, air roaring past her ears as they fell. She could feel the wheels of fate turning with a heavy inevitability, and the future was a storm of Kincaid women being unleashed on the city, God help them all. It was all Gali’s fault—Celestial had warned her what Nana Darling would do. Her family was going to rain down, a terror on top of the terror she was already feeling as she and the Devil hurtled toward the ground. Maybe it had been ordained from the moment Lucifer melted out of the darkness and her eyes fell on him in the hallway. Maybe her want had engineered all this, and now her life was about to be blown to bits, and it was too late for Gali to do anything to stop it. It had certainly been too late the minute she touched Lucifer and made a deal with him. 
“I’ve got you,” he murmured in her ear. Gali took a breath to scream again, but then Lucifer’s wings snapped out and their bodies jerked into a halt midair. Her scream abbreviated into a sharp gasp, and Gali stared at the sight over his shoulder, shocked and not a little bit in awe. 
“You have wings,” she whispered breathlessly. 
Lucifer huffed in response. “Why wouldn’t I?”
Gali wasn’t sure how to respond. His wings weren’t bat leather and talons like she had imagined the Devil would carry. They were feathered, a deep burnished black like the heart of a stone, gleaming with slick power. She tilted her head. “You have six wings.” 
Lucifer rose in the air, and Gali tightened her arms around his neck as the ground retreated beneath them. “Do you know nothing about angels?” he asked. 
Of course she did. While angels might touch the earth as beautiful winged people, it was nowhere close to their final form. Gali frowned and fought the urge to touch the feathered curve where his wings burst off his back. 
“You don’t really look anything like this, do you?” she murmured, almost to herself, trying to distract her mind from the fact that they were flying over the city, that her friends were frozen in her loft, and that the Devil had essentially just kidnapped her. It was easier to burrow against the furnace of his skin and ask curious questions against the burning musk of his scent. 
“This is as much a true face as any other form,” Lucifer replied easily.
“Show me your other form one day?” The request surprised her even as she said it out loud. It presumed a future where they would have both the time and the intimacy for that. 
Lucifer fell silent, and Gali winced. She just wanted to see him, truly see him, but why would she want that in the first place? Why did it feel important? 
“It’s not a thing for humans to see,” he finally said.
Gali grinned. “I thought you said I wasn’t human.” A memory of her cousin’s voice suddenly ran through her head. One day they gon’ have to tell you the truth. Gali shook the echo away. 
Lucifer chuckled, the sound rich and deep. “Fair enough, little demon.” He bent his head, and Gali lifted hers up to look at him. God, but he was still so beautiful, it left her breathless. Lucifer dipped his head some more, and she let her eyes flutter shut, her lips parting. Sure, her world was unraveling at multiple seams, but she was fairly certain a stolen kiss under the clouds would make it all better, just for a brief moment. Instead, she felt the warmth of his tongue lick across her eyelids, then pull away. Gali tried to glare at him in outrage, but her eyes remained coated in darkness. “What did you do?!” 
“My apologies,” he said, sounding thoroughly unrepentant and very amused. “I can’t have you see where I’m taking you just yet.” 
Anger spiked through her. “You blinded me?!”
“It’s temporary.”
Like that mattered! Gali tried to force her eyelids open, but they were held fast. Her eyes flickered helplessly behind the skin, trapped in the dark. “I’m gonna kill you,” she growled, feeling the air currents change as he began to descend. “Where the hell are you taking me?” 
Lucifer actually sighed out loud. “Not to Hell, unfortunately.” His voice curled hotly around her. “Although it would be such fun to have you there. The things we could do . . .” 
Gali ignored the suggestion thickening his words. “Hell?” She’d never truly believed it was real; there seemed to be enough of it here on earth. 
Lucifer paused again. “Many afterlives are possible,” he said eventually. “My Hell is just one of them.”
Gali felt them glide into a descent, and their landing was so gentle, she barely felt any impact. She tried to struggle out of his arms, but Lucifer simply tightened them around her and walked forward. 
“You can put me down now,” she snapped, swiveling her head around as if it would help the darkness coating her eyes. Not being able to see where she was made all the fine hairs on the back of her neck bristle with warning. 
“So impatient.”
He still didn’t let go of her, and Gali was debating whether to really try to fight her way out of his grasp—maybe just bite him wherever her teeth could get a hold—when Lucifer stopped walking and let her down. He brushed his thumbs across her eyelids, and Gali blinked a few times, her eyes adjusting to the light as the darkness lifted. 
“Where did you bring me?” she asked. 
Lucifer simply stepped back so she could look around herself. They were standing in a room with high ceilings and black walnut floors, a worn antique rug under their feet. The space felt old, down to the plaster crumbling off the walls. There was a heavy wooden door opposite them and a sprawling unmade bed in the center of the room with disheveled sheets. 
Gali frowned. “You live here?”
Lucifer folded in his wings, and Gali tried not to stare in fascination as they melted into his back and out of existence. “This is one of my homes for now, yes.” 
She crossed her arms around herself, suddenly conscious that she was still in her large shirt and very tiny sleep shorts. “Why did you bring me here, Lucifer?” 
His jaw tightened when she said his name and his eyes bled black. Gali took a step back. It had been sexy the first time she’d seen it, but right now she didn’t feel safe, and there was nothing hot about that. 
“Don’t do that,” she said. “I’m not in the mood.” Her body felt muddled—desirous but anxious and angry. He’d kidnapped her. Bonbon and Oriakụ were stuck in her apartment, and she had no idea how to fix what she’d done to them. “Take me back.” 
Lucifer blinked, and his eyes returned to the deep brown and flickering gold.
“I apologize,” he said, drawing himself up. His face was serious now, without a fragment of playfulness, as he picked up a linen robe from the bed and handed it over to her. Gali pulled it on, wrapping herself in the soft fabric. It smelled of smoke and Lucifer. “I needed to talk to you,” he was saying, “and it’s . . . urgent.” 
Gali glanced past him to the balcony and the open French doors he’d flown in through. Something was stirring in her blood, wild and musical, like a warning bell or a hunting horn. Her fear solidified into a sure knowledge. Nana Darling.
“We do need to talk,” she agreed. “But then you’ll take me back to my friends right after.”
Lucifer paused, frowning. “You’re concerned about something.”
Gali’s mind was wandering off, reaching out toward Celestial. As surely as if she were standing on the old porch of the Kincaid house, Gali knew that her family was coming for her, a small but vengeful army. She could almost see her mother slicking her hair off her face, slipping a sanctified razor blade into her cheek. Gali glanced up at Lucifer, and her heart thudded against her ribs at the sight of his face, like it always did. Nana Darling couldn’t kill him, could she? No, the Devil was almost certainly immortal. But Nana Darling could hurt him, of that Galilee was sure. The Kincaids had been hunting inhuman things and sometimes human ones for a long time in those woods, guarding the civilians who lived around them, even the town of Salvation itself. They had anointed weapons, blessed edges, and they’d use them against Lucifer without hesitation. As Gali gazed at his face—a face she could see psalms being written about—it dawned on her that the worse certainty was that Lucifer could hurt Nana Darling. He could hurt Celestial, or Collette, or any of the Kincaid women. They would all be so worried about protecting Gali, when she was the one person Lucifer had shown no interest in hurting. But he was the Devil, and the Kincaids were bringing war to his door simply because he existed and he wanted her. 
That’s not entirely true, her thoughts corrected. They’re bringing war to his door because he took you.
Gali took a tentative step toward him. “Lucifer . . .” she began. 
He closed his eyes for a moment, as if to gather himself at hearing her speak his name, but his face was as calm as a mirror when he opened them again. “Yes, Galilee?” 
Fuck, but she loved that he said her name in all its completeness. It sounded like a prayer each time it passed his lips.
“Would you ever hurt me?”
It was something she had to ask, because he was the Devil and she didn’t know him, and what if her family was right?
Lucifer winced, and something like pain or grief washed over his face. Gali blinked in surprise, certain she was imagining it, because that was absolutely not the response she’d expected or wanted. But no, Lucifer was still standing there, sorrow pulling at his mouth and apology thick in his eyes. 
“Galilee . . .” he said. “We need to talk first.”
She took a step away from him, then another. “You didn’t answer my question.”
“I don’t want to hurt you,” he replied, and foolishly, Gali felt her eyes sting. 
“Wrong answer, asshole.” She forced the unreasonable sense of betrayal back, replacing it with useful anger, righteous anger. “You supposed to say, No, of course not, I would never hurt you.” 
Lucifer sighed and looked away, reaching out a long arm to drag a chair over to him. He sat heavily in it and rubbed at his forehead. “You know, contrary to popular belief, I don’t lie.” 
“That’s not the same as telling the truth,” Gali shot back, echoing her cousin. Celestial had been right all along, dammit.
“I would tell you the truth if you would just sit down and listen!” The gold in his eyes flared for a heated moment, but then he took a deep breath and forced it away. “I can’t promise not to hurt you because I don’t know what you are, Galilee. I don’t know why you’re here or what you want. Which leads me to believe that you could be a threat to the work I’m currently doing.” 
Gali sat down at the edge of the bed, her jaw falling open. “I’m the threat? I hate to break the news of our power dynamic to you, Lucifer, but you’re literally the Devil.” 
He glared at her. “I’m aware.”
She laughed, and the sound was derisive as it came up her throat. This wasn’t making any sense. “How the hell am I the threat? Shit, you could kill me in a heartbeat right now.” Saying it out loud should have made her afraid, but there was something reassuring in the helpless, futile truth of it. Besides, he didn’t seem like he wanted to kill her, though that wouldn’t be much of a consolation if he did it anyway. “And what’s the work you doing?” 
Lucifer’s eyes shuttered, going flat and cold. “Don’t ask questions like that, Galilee. They don’t help.”
Gali tilted her head and frowned, letting the irritation color her voice. “You acting like I’m some spy or criminal. I’ve been minding my own business and living my life until you waltzed into it, and now I’m a threat? For what? For being alive and unfortunate enough to be breathing in your proximity?” 
Lucifer leaned forward. “What are you, Galilee? That’s all I’m trying to figure out. Just tell me that and everything could be fine.” 
An old, old fear coated the back of her mouth. “Why wouldn’t everything be fine?”
He didn’t take his eyes off her. “I’m here with my princes, Galilee. We’re protecting something important. They don’t trust you because you’re not human and you’re more powerful than you should be, and it’s a bit too much of a coincidence to have you show up just now. I’m trying to figure out how to keep you safe, but I need you to answer my questions. I need you to tell me the truth.” 
The room felt like it was tipping off-center, tipping into a wrong world, one full of secrets and lies and Celestial’s pitying eyes weighed with too much knowledge and Gali waking up screaming with light searing out of her hands. She wrapped an arm over her stomach. “I’m just Galilee Kincaid,” she said, keeping her voice leashed and flat, as hard as the blade of an ax. “I don’t know nothing else.” 
“You were just joking about not being human,” Lucifer countered. “Just now, when we were in the sky.”
“I was playing along with the shit you were saying!” 
He shook his head. “You know you’re different, Galilee. Don’t lie to me.”
Gali’s fingers dug into the bunched folds of the robe. “Of course I’m different. I’m a fucking Kincaid.” The fear felt ancient, but Gali would be damned a thousand times more before she let the Devil touch it. “We’re all different, we’re all touched.” 
Lucifer was watching her carefully. “Your whole family is like you?”
Gali paused. “Not . . . not entirely like me.”
She hated how this felt, like the floor was dissolving under her, all because he was touching on the one thing she’d spent years avoiding, the thing even Celestial slid away from, the gaps in who Gali was, the blank spaces. A creek was roaring in the darkness, punctuated by the sound of running feet as blood ran down small, soft cheeks. Gali had spent her whole life believing in her family with all her might, trusting them entirely, and yet there was a void where a linchpin ought to be. If Celestial was telling the truth—which she always did—then it meant that Nana Darling and Collette had kept this linchpin away from Gali, had made her incomplete, unwhole, and confused and incapable of answering this very basic question the Devil was asking her. Who are you, Galilee Kincaid?
“I’m different,” she admitted. “I know I am. But I don’t know why and I don’t want to know why, so please stop asking me about this!” 
Her voice broke even as it lashed out, and quicker than her eyes could follow, Lucifer was kneeling by her, coarse black curls tumbling over his face. He didn’t touch her, and Gali could tell he was being careful, but she was glad for his closeness. His face was luminous, and old flaking secrets fell aside as she gazed into the radiance of his eyes. Gali brushed away a curl that had fallen over his eyebrow and watched as he shivered at her touch, his lashes fluttering. 
“Galilee,” he said, and his voice was softer, more hesitant than she’d heard it before. “When you touch me . . .”
Gali couldn’t resist stroking her fingers over the sharp edge of his cheekbone, just to see him shiver again, the black bleeding softly into his eyes this time. 
“What happens when I touch you?” She was grateful for the change of subject, and the topic of their hands on each other’s skin was a direction she’d happily follow for now. 
“I burn.” He was looking at her like a supplicant, like she was the sun, and it made Gali feel a little drunk. He was the Devil, and he was looking at her like she was God. “When you touch me, I burn all the way to the bone, Galilee. It sears through my flesh; it boils my blood and singes my marrow.” 
She smiled at him, amused. “You poetic, huh?”
Lucifer blinked. “No, actually, I’m being quite precise. Your touch incinerates me, Galilee. It’s how my princes and I know you’re a threat—there’s no way anyone should be able to do that.” 
Gali snatched her hand away from him as the blood drained from her face. “I’m hurting you?” She combed through the last day, and a wave of nausea washed over her. “Every time I touched you, I’ve been hurting you?” When he hesitated, Gali felt her stomach sink and turn over. “Oh, God . . . I’ve been torturing you this whole time.” 
Lucifer rolled his eyes. “Don’t start the dirty talk if you say you’re not in the mood.”
“This isn’t funny!” 
She sprang up to her feet and stepped away from him, putting space between them as she shoved her hands deep into the pockets of the robe, where they wouldn’t be tempted to reach out to him and that glowing skin, that lush mouth. Amid all the emotions raging up in her, Gali felt a spike of sadness pierce through. She’d never be able to touch Lucifer again. She’d never feel him hold her or kiss her again, and she’d never be able to take his clothes off piece by piece like she’d dreamed about. That sucked, but only marginally less than realizing she was toxic to him. 
Gali almost laughed. Of course something would go horribly wrong, and of course it would be her fault. Maybe she didn’t want to find out who she was because the answer would just be a fucking curse. 
“I’m so sorry, Lucifer,” she said. “You shoulda told me. I would never have touched you if I’d known. I don’t want to hurt you.” 
Even as she said the words, sourness filled up underneath her tongue. He hadn’t shown this much reluctance to hurting her—in fact, he’d left it firmly on the table. But that didn’t matter, because Gali wasn’t him, and she was proud of who she was, someone who didn’t want to put pain into anyone’s eyes, even if those eyes were demon black and belonged to, well, the King of Hell. She wasn’t going to be all resentful because the Devil hadn’t balked at hurting her—he was the Devil, after all. She was Galilee Kincaid. 
Lucifer stood up slowly, faint confusion across his face. “You’re upset at the thought of hurting me.”
Gali glared at him, still feeling slightly sick. “Yeah, asshole. That’s a normal reaction when someone tells you that you been burning them alive.” 
He paused, and a small smile tugged at his mouth. “Not among my circle, no. Most entities I know would be delighted to know they could do that to me.” He took slow, casual steps toward her. “Power over the Devil is no small thing, Galilee.” 
She didn’t even have to think before replying. “That’s not the kind of power I want over you.”
Lucifer’s smile widened. “And what kind of power would you like to have over me, Galilee?”
He was getting too close, so she took a step back and then another. “Does it burn when you touch me?” she asked, flailing for details. “Or only when I touch you?” 
“Either way.” He shrugged, as if he was indifferent to it. “Answer my question.”
“Then the answer doesn’t matter.” Her next retreat brought her against a wall of the room, and Gali pressed her palms against it. He didn’t look human as he prowled toward her, and she shouldn’t have liked it so much. “Stay where you are. I’m not gonna hurt you.” 
Lucifer ignored her command until he was a breath away from her. Up close, the gold in his eyes shimmered against the consuming black. 
“What if I want you to?” he whispered, and air skimmed over his tongue to lick against Gali’s skin. She dragged in a breath and closed her eyes, forcing her hands to stay still on the wall even as she felt herself get wet. God, he was making this so hard, and he wasn’t making sense. 
“What if you want me to hurt you?” she asked. 
“Yes, Galilee.” His voice slithered with amusement, sending goose bumps flickering over her flesh. “What if I crave it, what if I touch myself remembering it, what if I think I might die for it?” 
Gali shook her head, refusing to open her eyes. She was not going to think about him stroking himself. He had lost his mind, whatever fragments of it were left after how long he’d lived. “You’re being dramatic.” 
“I’m the fucking Morningstar, Galilee. Of course I’m dramatic. It doesn’t mean I’m wrong.” Lucifer’s scent felt like a caress, like he was touching her with everything else but his flesh, forked tongues of smoke dancing at her neck, the insides of her elbows. 
“Why would you want that?” Gali asked, opening her eyes. She watched hungrily as his jaw clenched, cutting harsh lines through his skin. 
“Because I’ve spent an eternity feeling nothing, Galilee.” The amusement in his voice was gone, leaving it stark and heavy. “Measures of time you can’t even imagine, with nothing but numbness haunting me like some relentless penance. Don’t diminish the gift that your fire is to me, little demon. Don’t deprive me of it either.” 
He sounded so lonely, it made her chest clench in a harsh fist. It made her want to make it better. Was this temptation? Was this what Nana Darling had warned about, the ways the Devil could lure you into his camp? Gali could feel Lucifer’s breath against her ear as he brought his face in closer. He braced a hand above her head, framing her against the wall, and heat rolled off his body like a wildfire. Gali wanted to plunge her hands into him even if it meant her skin would crackle and peel, charring from his flesh. How was she the one burning him when it felt like his body was constantly aflame? She closed her eyes and tried to breathe. 
“Let me touch you, Galilee,” he begged, sliding the plea against her skin. Gali gasped as the memory of his forked tongue around her clit brushed against her, a phantom touch. “Let me burn for you, whatever you are.” 
She didn’t dare open her eyes, because the second she did, Gali knew she’d be lost. “You said I was a threat,” she reminded him. “I can hurt you. I will hurt you.” 
“I don’t care,” he replied immediately. “Galilee, I don’t care if you’re here to destroy me.”
“You should,” she complained. “This is a terrible instinct for self-preservation.”
Lucifer growled, and the vibration of it rang against her skull, sending delicious tingles down her spine. “Fine, then. Why did you cut a deal with me so quickly in that hallway, little demon?” 
Gali did open her eyes then, mostly in surprise. “That’s what you’ve been wondering about?” 
Lucifer stared back at her. “I would’ve let your spoiled friend in eventually. An unnecessary deal is a highly suspicious thing to offer so easily to the Devil.” 
A laugh bubbled up inside her, and Gali covered her mouth to stifle it. “I didn’t know who you were! I certainly wouldn’t have offered a fucking bargain if I’d known.” She shuddered. “Nana Darling would kill me for being so stupid.” 
He was still staring at her like he couldn’t really believe what he was seeing. “So why offer the bargain then?”
Gali blushed deeply, but she didn’t look away from him or his black eyes. This felt important, what they were bargaining for: trust, understanding, light in abysses that only spoke darkness. 
“I wanted you,” she confessed. “The dance was an excuse to have your attention. I wanted a reason for you to hold me. For you to touch me.” Her cheeks were flaming with heat, and then she realized what she’d just said. “I didn’t know it would hurt you!” she backtracked quickly. “I wouldn’t have done any of it if I’d known it would hurt you.” 
As soon as the words were out of her mouth, they made her cringe. God, she sounded desperate for his belief, and it wasn’t even about him. Gali just hated when people forced motives on to her that she’d never had, like itchy coats stitched with lies. She hadn’t meant any harm; she hadn’t even known what her touch did to him, and yet she was here fighting against whatever version of her Lucifer and his princes had conjured up. A dullness settled over her, muting even the anger, and the ache inside her chest stung loudly. It had been softening ever since Lucifer had stepped through her window, but now all she felt was unseen, even with him so close to her. He might as well have been hovering in the clouds a thousand miles away. He might as well be the stranger that he was. Gali pulled her mouth into a tight line and folded her arms. 
“You have no reason to believe me,” she bit out. “We don’t know each other. Just tell me how to get home from here so I can make sure my friends are okay. I’ll leave you alone.” 
If she got home in time, she could head off the Kincaids, probably go back to the big house with them. That was the only way she was going to convince them she was okay and distract them from going after Lucifer. She shouldn’t have wanted and rushed and bartered. She shouldn’t have been so desperate that she’d thrown her lot in with a monster, and for what? A cheap orgasm in a hallway that he’d walked away from like it was nothing? Trying to get him to believe she was one thing when he’d already decided she was something else? This was just fucking pathetic. 
“Galilee.”
She wouldn’t look at him because then she was going to be so furious she could cry and he didn’t deserve that much of her. It wasn’t even about him. It was the ache she’d had all her fucking life and the persistent, heartbreaking knowledge that even Lucifer, as inhuman as he was, even he couldn’t really see her. She was as illegible as she’d always been—to her family, to her friends, to everyone. Just an aching ghost wandering through a life, smiling and pretending while people slapped whatever stories they liked on top of her, fragile or cruel, it didn’t matter. 
“Galilee, I believe you.”
“You don’t have to say that.” The words marched flatly out of her mouth, drained of feeling. The ache inside her was stinging so loudly, and all of a sudden, Gali just wanted the woods, the water, and even Celestial being smug and right about everything. Maybe the land was what could see her, the house that had raised her. Maybe it was never about people in the first place—or devils. 
“Fuck, Galilee. Will you look at me!”
She snapped her head up. “Don’t raise your fucking voice at me!” Gali had meant to sound cold and harsh, but instead her voice cracked again, and her eyes went hot with tears. 
Lucifer’s face softened instantly. “Galilee, please. Let me hold you.” He sounded ragged. “I’m sorry.”
It would have been easier if he hadn’t been gentle, if he didn’t look contrite, like seeing her cry was a sin he’d never forgive himself for. A sob was trying to break out of her, and Gali fought it and the tears. She could feel Lucifer holding himself back from comforting her, waiting for her permission. Neither of them knew why or enough of what she was to explain how she burned him. All Gali had were empty foundational corners and the knowledge that she was something poisonous enough to hurt the Devil himself. All she had were secrets and power she couldn’t even protect her friends from. The tears spilled over her cheeks, and Gali covered her mouth with one hand, choking back the sobs. 
“Beloved,” the Devil whispered. “Let me hold you.”
She was a monster. She was a monster so terrible that her own family couldn’t tell her the truth and show her what she was, couldn’t look her in the eye because they didn’t really wanna see her, and she was so alone, missing them when the truth was that even if they were here, they wouldn’t make things better. Galilee Kincaid was a monster, and so when her sobs finally broke through, she gave in and reached out for the only other monster she knew. 



8.
Fascinating.
I paced a slow circle around Galilee’s friends as they stood immobilized in her loft, their expressions frozen, their lungs suspended. The taller girl—Bonbon—was crouched down, her mouth wide in an interrupted scream. She had petal patterns braided against her scalp, long black tails cascading down her back, and her eyes were dilated with fear. Elijah’s daughter was standing next to her and baring her teeth, rage and fear sketched clearly over her face, every muscle tense and ready to fight. 
I was admittedly impressed—not so much because Galilee could manipulate time, but because she’d used the power against her loved ones and she’d allowed Lucifer to persuade her to leave them here like this, with the slime of his glamour already on their minds. How corruptible of her. 
She and the Devil were well suited for each other. I’d known Lucifer for all of existence—and so I knew exactly what his weakness would be. I had once been it myself, when he was brilliant and not yet twisted by hubris, but while I had watched him for centuries, Lucifer hadn’t seen me since his Fall. I made sure of it, not that it was difficult—he moved only between Hell and earth, and I was certainly never in the former and only rarely in the latter. Sometimes I wondered: Did he think of me? Did he remember? Or did he hate me with the cold rage he bore for the archangels, his brother especially? I did both—the remembering and the hating—because Lucifer ruined us, tore our family apart, made schisms where they should never have been, all because he couldn’t be obedient, he had to ask questions. And now he was just a devil walking among the humans, playing foolish games like this glamour he’d left on the girl’s friends. I had half a mind to rip it off myself, but he might detect me in the residue of my touch, and I needed to stay concealed from him, at least for now. Galilee would have to be enough. 
I was about to leave the humans trapped in their little pocket of time so I could go find out what Lucifer and Galilee were up to, but then I heard footsteps coming up the stairs, accompanied by a familiar scent: creek water dried against the skin, warmed by the sun. My lips dragged up in a ghost of a smile. That scent belonged to Celestial Kincaid, and if she was off Kincaid land, then Darling and the others were with her. Quickly, I drew the air around me into a cloak, concealing my form from their eyes. The door to Galilee’s home clicked open softly, and Collette Kincaid walked in first, wearing a white linen dress fastened at her waist and cradling her shotgun. 
“Gali?” she called out, looking uncertainly around the loft. “You in here, baby?”
Celestial slipped in behind her, cowries rattling softly from her plaits. “She ain’t here, Aunt Collette, I told you already. She’s gone with him now. I can show us the way.” 
Collette’s face fell. “I was hoping you were wrong.”
Her niece didn’t have to say anything, because even I knew just from spying on the Kincaids for years that Celestial Kincaid was never wrong. 
They both caught sight of Galilee’s friends at the same time, and Collette gasped. “Hello?” She moved cautiously up to the frozen girls. “Can y’all hear me?” 
Celestial joined her with wide eyes. “They’re not breathing, Auntie.”
The other Kincaids were pouring into the loft now: Leah with a crossbow on her back, Zélie with daggers sheathed at her hips. Shirley had her machete out, and Jesmyn was angling her body to protect her wife, Peony, even as they both tracked Celestial with a combined motherly watchfulness. Sage had a sawed-off double-barreled shotgun resting on her shoulder. I could smell the iron shirts they all wore under their clothes, fine blessed links. They parted like an obedient sea as Darling Kincaid walked forth, her silver hair in straight backs, her sleeves rolled up, and her scythe in her hand. I inhaled sharply. Oh, I knew Darling very well, in corners the old woman didn’t even have access to anymore, intimate lost and forgotten places. It gave us a certain closeness. 
Darling touched the girls’ faces, her brows pulled into a scowl. “It’s trapping work,” she said with disgust. “They’ve been folded into time and stuck there.” 
The other Kincaids recoiled, then Eunice leaned in for a better look. “Who’d do something like that?”
Darling and Celestial exchanged glances, but Collette sighed before either of them could speak. “It was Gali, wasn’t it?” Her voice held pained resignation. 
“She didn’t know she could do this,” Celestial replied hotly. “She would’ve told me if she did.”
Darling gave Celestial a halfway absent look, trailing a question under her breath. “Would she now?”
“I would have known,” Celestial insisted, sounding both indignant and slightly hurt that she was finding out this way. 
Jesmyn patted her arm. “Can’t choose what you predict, baby girl. The question is, can any of us get them out of it?”
It was a good question, one I was quite curious to see the answer to. The Kincaids had always been an entertaining bag of tricks, touched in different directions, and over the years, I’d enjoyed seeing the paltry reaches of their power. It was nothing compared with mine, or Michael’s, or even Lucifer’s. It was certainly nothing compared with Galilee’s, but Darling had the hunter’s advantage of age and experience. That gave a particular finesse that could hold its own against brute power any day. 
“Not any of us,” Darling replied. “But all of us, certainly.”
I watched with interest as the Kincaids linked with one another, hand on shoulder over and over again, a human chain culminating in Darling, with Celestial right behind her. They closed their eyes and chanted softly, words I could not pick up, as if they weren’t meant for my ears. That unnerved me more than I wanted to admit—I hadn’t known humans could tune me away like that. Darling dragged in a harsh breath, then reached out and clamped her hands to the girls’ shoulders, her eyes closed and her eyelids fluttering wildly. A wave of tension built in the room, then it snapped, whipped outward and back with an audible crack, and then Galilee’s friends were gasping for air and staggering back, their pupils dilated with shock. Bonbon fell over from the crouch she’d been in, her legs undoubtedly numb. Oriakụ spun around, on the verge of panic, until she saw Darling and recognition steadied her in a rushed deep breath. 
“You’re Gali’s grandma,” she said, her voice gathering strength. “Nana Darling, right?”
“I am,” the old woman replied. “Y’all remember how you got here?”
Oriakụ frowned, looking very much like her father for a moment. “I think . . . we were . . .” She glanced around the loft. “We’re at Gali’s place?” 
Leah was helping Bonbon to her feet, and the writer looked even more confused than Oriakụ. “When did we get here?” she asked. “Where’s Gali? We haven’t seen her since last night.” 
Oriakụ pressed her fingers to her temples like a migraine was spiking through her skull. I could feel how she was instinctively bucking against Lucifer’s glamour in an endearing but useless attempt to reclaim her mind. The Devil was good at tricks, but he was always better at cages. 
“We came to find Gali, but she wasn’t here,” she said. There was a slightly wooden note lurking in her voice, and several of the Kincaids homed in on it like it was a speck of blood on the floor leading to a trail. They exchanged looks, and Collette stepped forward. 
“Do you have a key too?” she asked, her voice as soothing as water. It made you want to give her everything, all thanks to that persuasive resonance. “Is that how you got in?” 
“Yeah,” Bonbon answered, but her eyes held just a hint of a glaze. “We had a key and that’s how we got in.”
It was a decent glamour for something Lucifer had tossed out casually while holding a conversation with Galilee, distracted by his arousal. I loved that he wouldn’t understand it—that attraction to Galilee, that pull. Not yet. 
The glamour he’d created was one that picked up on suggestion and adapted to it, meaning to smooth the conversation away from any deeper questioning. Unfortunately, despite Collette’s gentle tone, this was actually an interrogation. 
“Maybe you broke in,” she said. “You must have been very worried about Gali.”
Oriakụ sighed. “We were. I didn’t mean to damage the lock, but Gali will understand.”
Collette’s mouth tightened. “I’m sure she will. Why don’t y’all sit down for a bit and drink some water, okay?” She watched as the girls were pulled away by Galilee’s cousins, then Collette turned to Darling and Celestial. “Someone’s tampered with their minds,” she said grimly. “I don’t think even Gali is strong enough to do that.” 
Celestial growled. “Then it was him.” 
“Most likely.” Collette’s hands were clenched into bloodless fists. “He could be doing anything with my baby. He could’ve taken over her mind by now, put her on puppet strings for all we know.” She looked at her mother, distraught. “Mama, what do we do?” 
Darling Kincaid adjusted the folded cuffs of her sleeves. “No devil could take over Galilee’s mind,” she stated firmly. “The girl is a Kincaid. But these her friends? We gotta get their minds back.” 
Celestial stepped forward. “If y’all amplify me like you just did for Nana Darling, I think I could unravel it.”
All the Kincaids fell silent, staring at her with wide eyes. Sage whistled slowly.
“Damn, niece,” Shirley said, resting the tip of her machete on the floor. “You got it like that?”
Celestial bared her teeth. “Let’s find out.”

I left them there. A glamour is difficult to remove only if it’s been set with great intention, with power carefully poured into it, and Lucifer had barely been paying attention when he slapped that one on. Celestial Kincaid would find it to be a fun but eminently conquerable challenge. I might have stayed to watch, but from the other side of Salvation, the hellgate had bucked and spat, and a corresponding rush of exhilaration had flooded through me. That gate marked the veil between Hell and earth, and it could not be torn without grave repercussions. Lucifer’s job had always been to keep it intact, to hold dominion over the place of his banishment. 
I was here to watch him fail.
Once the gate broke, the Morningstar would be forced to face a fresh judgment from Heaven. He couldn’t be banished again, but he could be annihilated, and the very thought of it was deeply soothing to me. I’d spent millennia nursing my aged bitterness as I dreamed of Lucifer’s utter cessation, his holy obliteration. It’s what should have been done in the first place. 
Outside Elijah’s mansion, a few dark shadows slipped out with howls ringing through the air at a pitch the humans couldn’t hear, the hellgate’s stench trailing off their tails. Demons! I clutched my hands together to suppress my joy. The gate had opened for just long enough to let them out! The warp on it was working, getting stronger. I could feel that it had been quickly warded again, but this was good, this was enough. Gates want to open. The only thing that keeps them shut is the lock or the latch, and no prince of Hell could make one strong enough to counter the warp that was currently damaging that hellgate with a slow, inexorable determination. 
I followed the demons as they entered the woods separating the mansion from the rest of Salvation. One of the princes of Hell had left the hellgate—they would be trying to track the demons, and I couldn’t have that, so I turned the paths behind me in on themselves, confusing the land and blurring the air. A minor interference—surely it wouldn’t count, especially against a prince of Hell. I didn’t want whoever it was to get in the way, not when I was dying to see what the demons would do to the humans, the depraved acts that would finally give Heaven the right to intervene and penalize Lucifer for allowing this to happen. I had waited so long for this moment, and where was the King of Hell? Busy being distracted by my precious Galilee. It was so perfect I could scream. My soul felt light and airy—everything was happening as it should, as the will of God dictated, manifested. I almost danced through the trees as the demons skittered ahead of me, right until Collette Kincaid stepped out from behind a hickory trunk and blasted a demon full of salt. 
I was already cloaked—it wouldn’t do for demons to notice an angel trailing them—but I still froze in place, irritation replacing my euphoria. This was what I got for placing Galilee with a family of hunters; they had an annoying tendency to do their jobs. I swung myself up to a low branch and watched with resigned dismay as the Kincaids did what they did best. Collette was a spectacular shot, and her sister, Shirley, was by her side, her machete cleaving through air and sin with a whistling deadliness. Peony wore iron knuckles, beating in the shadowed faces of Hell’s creatures with brutal blows. And, of course, in the center of it all was Darling Kincaid with her iron scythe, unstoppable and expressionless. The woman moved as if she’d sloughed off decades before stepping on the battlefield. Under any other circumstances, it would have been faintly pleasurable to watch a handful of demons be dispatched with such professional grace. Even sweet little Zélie was garroting a demon with an iron chain, her face turned away as it hissed and smoked. 
Celestial wasn’t in the first line of attack, to my surprise, and it took me a moment before I spotted her well in the back, crouching in a hollow with Galilee’s friends, Leah standing guard a few feet away with her crossbow. Bonbon’s eyes were dark ponds in her face, wide and terrified. A cloud of bees hovered a few feet behind them in the air—Galilee’s swarm, tagging along. 
“Demons?” Bonbon whispered loudly. “Are you fucking serious?” 
Oriakụ cut a look at her sideways. “We just got our memories back and Lucifer was in them, Bon. I think a couple of demons are the least of our problems.” She gave Celestial a glare that was almost as irritated as I felt. “Besides, sure seems like Gali’s family knows exactly what to do with them, doesn’t it?” 
Celestial grinned at both of them. “Sounds like Gali didn’t tell y’all shit about where she comes from, huh?” She sounded decidedly smug about it. 
“Not sure I would’ve believed her if she told me she came from a family of demon hunters,” Bonbon replied faintly.
Celestial flapped a hand. “We just hunters. No demon specialty, really.”
Bonbon turned even paler than she already was. “I don’t want to know what else there could be to hunt, thank you very much.”
Sage put her double-barrel to a demon’s head and blasted it with salt and iron shot. Shadowy gore exploded out, splattering on her face, but her whites remained untouched. 
Oriakụ grimaced. “And here I thought prayer and exorcism was the best way to deal with demons,” she said, almost to herself. “Nigerian churches have a lot of misinformation to answer for.” 
Celestial chuckled, and I moved on again, leaving the battle and the humans behind me. It didn’t matter if this brief incursion was stopped. These demons were just a spurt, nothing compared to what would happen when the hellgate finally gave way. It would be glorious then, bloody and terrible, and there simply weren’t enough Kincaids alive to stop it. 
All I had to do was wait.



9.
Lucifer
It was slicing at Lucifer to see Galilee cry. He’d seen the humiliation on her face the moment things clicked for her, right before she locked it up behind a dull and numb wall. Galilee had every right to be upset—she was begging him to believe her, after all, even though she’d done nothing wrong. His princes would call him a fool, but Lucifer had meant it when he said he didn’t care if she was there to destroy him. Still, he couldn’t tell Galilee that she wasn’t a threat because that would be a lie—her power made sure of that, no matter her intention. The fact that she truly seemed to have no idea what she was didn’t help—it was possibly even more dangerous than if she’d had an answer. 
When she broke down and reached for him, it took her barely a second before she tried to pull away again, but Lucifer caught her by the wrist, pleasure and fire leaping through him the moment their skin made contact. Galilee’s eyes widened, and she tugged against his hold. 
“I’m hurting you,” she said. Tear tracks were tangled in her freckles, and Lucifer wanted to lick them away. He settled for bringing her palm to his mouth and kissing it, relishing the way lightning danced past his lips, flashing against his tongue. 
“Touching you is like making love to a storm,” he told her, smiling as her pupils spread out even more. “Hurt doesn’t mean the same thing to the both of us, little demon. To you, it’s something that feels bad, that you seek to avoid.” He wrapped her in a hug, tucking her head under his chin. “I like it, Galilee. I want it. You burn me, but you don’t wound me.” 
She let out a shaky breath and slid her arms around him, trailing fire along his flesh. “You sure?”
His chest twisted at her concern. She treated him gently, like he was the mortal one. Levi would assume it was a mask or a trap, but Lucifer knew the truth. He could feel it brushing up against him, and he believed it. Galilee Kincaid was an innocent, even with all that incomprehensible power. It wouldn’t stop Levi’s execution sentence against her, but it did mean Lucifer was going to fight to keep her safe, even from the ones he loved most. 
Galilee’s voice nudged at him, pressed against his chest. “Lucifer, are you sure?”
He dragged himself back and dropped a kiss on her hair. “Yes, beloved.” 
She made a rough, pleased sound at the endearment, and Lucifer swore under his breath, his entire body pierced with the flame of her body flush against his. She was going to be the death of something, if not him. 
“You make me more sure every moment,” he said. “Not just with what you do to me, but with who you are, every little glimpse I see of your soul. I want to keep touching you.” All these confessions, spilling foolishly out of his mouth, and he was still holding back the biggest one. Belial would kill him if she heard any of them, or at the very least chain him somewhere with sanctified iron while she killed Galilee. 
“What would it take to wound you?” Galilee asked. She sounded curious again, and Lucifer was grateful for it. Anything was better than when she had been so heartbroken a moment before. 
“Most likely just intention,” he answered. “You already burn me without even thinking about it—if you were to focus your power deliberately, you could probably cause some damage.” Lucifer was aware he was handing her an instruction manual against him, but Galilee was a gamble he was willing to take. 
She pulled slightly away and tipped up to brush a molten kiss against his jaw. It danced over his skin and into his bone, and Lucifer growled in the back of his throat. 
“And you like this?” she asked, a small flame of mischief lighting up in her eyes.
In answer, he backed them even more against the wall and pressed his hips against hers. Galilee gasped as she felt the length of his erection against her stomach, and Lucifer slid a hand behind her neck, leaning down to lick her ear. 
“Does it feel like I like it?” he murmured.
“Damn, Lucifer.” Gali dragged his head down and kissed him, her tongue electric as it slid through his lips. He drew in a scorched breath, and for a moment, Lucifer swore he could almost taste her soul, so clear and bright, calling to him. In a moment he would stop and explain everything—how to protect her from his princes, how he was the best bargain she could make—but for now, he bit the tip of her tongue and ate the whimper that leaked from her mouth. Gali was a rush of delayed deliverance against his skin, her every touch converting him into a burnt offering. If he was something that could die, then this was how he’d choose to meet his end. 
All his intentions to continue the conversation sloughed away as Gali hiked a leg up, hooking it behind his knee. Lucifer obliged her by sliding his hands under her thighs and lifting her up so she could wrap both legs around his waist, so she could press her sweet cunt even closer to him. She shrugged off the robe impatiently, letting the black linen drop to the floor, and wound her arms around his neck like they wouldn’t be close enough until every molecule of air between them was pressed away. 
Lucifer wanted nothing more, but first he broke his mouth away, his cock getting even harder at the sight of her kiss-swollen lips. This wasn’t the conversation he should be having with her, but it was the conversation he was about to have, because fuck his princes and fuck their paranoia. Galilee Kincaid was in his arms, and he was going to make love to her before he sweet-talked her for her soul. 
“Two things,” he said, brushing soft kisses on her temple. “First, protection.”
Galilee raised an eyebrow and slid her legs off him so she was standing again. “Go on,” she said, with a smirk. “You got demon condoms?” 
Lucifer laughed. “You do know I control every single cell of this body, right? I can make myself sterile. I could grow a tail for fun. I am the protection.” 
“Ooh, a tail, sexy.” She grinned at him, but her eyes were wary. “I’m supposed to take your word for it?”
He gave her a look. “Sweetheart, I’ll wear whatever you want. But let’s be clear. I’m the Devil.” 
He waited until the implication hit Galilee and her eyes widened.
“You got enough mojo to do whatever you want,” she said, and her voice was no longer flirtatious. “I’m guessing some latex wouldn’t matter if you wanted to knock me up or give me something.” Her mouth twisted. “Shit, you coulda done anything the first time we met.” 
Lucifer hated seeing her realize the scale of what his power was, but it was important, even as powerful as she was. “What we’re doing is about trust,” he said gently. “Trust that I won’t do anything you don’t want me to do. I won’t hurt you. If you’re not there yet, we don’t have to do anything.” 
Galilee just stared at him with wide eyes. Lucifer expected her to pull away and out of his arms, but instead, she nodded slowly. “What was the second thing?” 
He exhaled and let himself revel in the burn of her remaining in his embrace. “You know what I am,” he said.
She rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I think we’re pretty clear on that, Luci.”
His gut tightened. Only his princes, his family, called him that, but hell if it didn’t sound perfect coming from her gorgeous little mouth. 
“I don’t want to scare you,” he continued.
Galilee interrupted him immediately. “You did the demon eyes thing with me the first night we met—”
“You mean yesterday?”
“Shut up. You summoned darkness, told me your true name, stalked me to my apartment, then threw us both out of a window, and now you worried about scaring me?” 
Lucifer paused, trying to gather himself. She might know what he was, but she didn’t understand, not really. “I’ve been very careful,” he tried again. 
Galilee scoffed outright.
That was enough. 
Lucifer grabbed her chin and pinned her head against the wall, making sure her eyes were on his before slackening the hold on his other form—not enough for his body to change, but enough that the leash he kept wound tight on who he truly was gave way a fraction or two. He could feel the change blacken his eyes deeper than Galilee had ever seen them, and then the room filled with intangible presence, with roiling power. The air screamed without a sound, and nonexistent claws carved invisible strips of plaster from the walls. 
Galilee held her breath, her pupils blown out as she stared at Lucifer, her mouth soft and slack. He wanted to fuck it with his tongue, his fingers, his cock. He wanted to fill it with his blood, his come, his mad desire for her. 
“I’ve been very careful,” he continued instead. “I’m always collared, Galilee.”
To his surprise, she braced against the wall and wrapped her legs around him again, rolling her hips as she pulled him close. Lucifer let go of her face and grabbed her thighs instead, settling his erection between her legs. Everything burned. She was going to kill him and he was going to be fine with it. 
“What happens if you take off the collar?” she asked.
What a death wish. He stroked his denim-covered cock against her little sleep shorts, sliding it over her even as his lungs ran short of air. She felt so fucking good. 
“Not yet,” he answered. “But I’d like to loosen it a little, if you let me.”
Galilee gave him a look so open it punched straight through his chest. “You don’t scare me, Lucifer. You can be as much of yourself with me as you’d like to. I’ll take every scrap of it.” She made it sound like a threat, and when she leaned in to kiss his cheek, Lucifer was lost. “I think I might want all of you,” she whispered. 
If she was a trap, he never stood a chance.
Lucifer exhaled, and one moment Galilee was wrapped around him and pinned against the wall, the next she was lying on her back in his bed, her legs still locked around his waist. She giggled like it was all a game, then pulled him down for a kiss, reaching for the hem of his shirt. 
“Take it off,” she said. “Last time you didn’t take off anything.”
Lucifer pulled the shirt off obediently. “I’ll take off as much as you like.” He’d take off his skin, but they weren’t quite there yet. 
Gali unwrapped herself from him and scooted up against the headboard, settling herself in among the pillows, her amber skin glowing against the gray. She looked like she ruled everything her eyes fell on, and Lucifer was fine with that. 
“Strip, then,” she ordered.
Lucifer sat back on his heels and simply looked at her for a few moments: the way her hair tumbled about her shoulders, the way her dark eyes were fever-bright. If there were any clues to what she was on her flesh, they were hidden well. Right now, she simply looked like a beautiful woman he wanted to do spectacularly filthy things with, and he could forget that he might not be able to save her life in time. He’d give her everything she wanted before then. 
Galilee was already eating him up with her eyes, from the dark curls scattered over his chest to the point where they trailed faintly down his stomach and into his jeans. Her gaze snagged on his hands as he unbuckled his belt and drew the leather out in an elongated hiss. Lucifer made a mental note of the way her breath hitched at the sound of the leather, filing it away for later. When she pulled her shirt up to her waist and hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her shorts, he shook his head. 
“Leave them on,” he ordered.
Gali pouted and started to slip a hand inside, stopping when he raised an eyebrow at her. “Aw, Luci. I can’t even touch myself?”
Lucifer tightened the collar inside him a little. She made him sound so welcome in her mouth. “You wanted to watch, beloved. So you watch, and you wait.” 
Galilee gave in, leaving her hands where he could see them. She watched hungrily as he stood to unbutton his jeans, her eyes tracking his hands as he pushed the denim down past his hips. He felt owned, possessed, and it was a whole different flame licking around him. She made a rough, needy sound when she saw he wasn’t wearing anything underneath, and Lucifer felt his dick surge with blood. He put his clothes aside neatly and turned back to her, casually stroking himself with one hand. Galilee’s eyes were fixed on his cock, on how dark and thick it was, how it jutted up and curved to the side. “You’re staring, little demon,” he said, feeling his teeth sharpen as he smiled. 
She flicked her gaze up to him, and it was as aching as he felt. “You’re so beautiful,” she whispered. “I never understood.”
Something in his chest hurt and twisted at that, something that reminded him of Heaven. Lucifer shoved it aside, then grabbed her ankle and dragged her down the bed, her shirt sliding up to show her soft belly. He bent to press a kiss to it before nudging her legs open with his knee, his fingers still pulling along his length. “Is this what you want, Galilee?” 
Her breaths were scattered and shaking. “Yes. Please, Luci.”
How had she made his name so comfortable in her mouth? His princes could be down the hall, down the stairs, outside the goddamn door, but Lucifer couldn’t find a single fuck to give, not when Galilee was underneath him, wriggling with want. Not when he could bend and seize one of her nipples with his teeth, through her shirt, and feel her arch underneath him, her hands sliding into his hair. Fire poured through him at her touch, and he wasn’t sure he was ready to feel her skin against his cock, how exquisitely that would burn him into ash. Instead, he pulled off her shirt so he could bite the skin of her lovely breasts, tug a dark nipple against his teeth and tongue, hear her cry out his name in soft, desperate gasps. 
“Luci, please touch me,” she begged, and he slid his cock between her folds, over the damp silk of her sleep shorts.
“Right here?” he asked, his voice as soft as centuries of sin.
Gali whimpered and tried to lift up her hips, but Lucifer pinned her down to the bed, his thumbs digging into her flesh as he stroked along her slowly, pressing down when he got to her clit. 
“Fuck!” She looked down their bodies and raked her nails along his back. “I need more, Luci, fuck.”
“I know, beloved.” He kept dragging his cock against her with steady strokes, holding her in place as he lowered his head to suck at her nipples. Gali let out a strangled cry, her hands grabbing the top of his ass as she tried to pull him in closer. 
“Let me take these off,” she gasped. “Please, Luci.” The little shorts were soaked now, clinging to her intimately as his cock rubbed against them. 
He let go of her hips and rolled his in response, nudging the head of his cock against her clit in short, sharp bursts. Gali sobbed with pleasure as she rubbed herself against him, moving harder and faster until her breath began to stutter. “Oh, God,” she said, her voice cracking. “Aw, fuck, Luci, don’t stop.” 
Lucifer didn’t let up. He was ablaze from the inside out, burning like a sacrifice as he gazed down at her face, lightning wrapped around his spine and at the base of his cock. Galilee was luminescent, the most beautiful thing he had ever seen, about to shatter underneath him. Lucifer bent to kiss her, fucking her mouth with his forked tongue as he rode her, so chastely for a devil. She met him in equal measure, wild and violent, and he knew with a terrible finality that he wouldn’t be able to let her go, let this go. He needed her soul. He needed to keep her with him, keep her alive. He would return to dead ash without her. 
“Yes, sweetheart,” he whispered into her mouth as she ground her clit against the head of his cock through clinging silk, her cries pitching higher and higher as she drew closer to a crest. “You’re doing so good, beloved.” 
“Aw, fuck, Luci, I’m about to come—”
“Give it to me.” Lucifer took one of her nipples between his fingers and pinched hard, sliding his tongue into her mouth, and Galilee shattered against him, screaming his name as her body convulsed with a storm of an orgasm, surging in waves and waves as he continued to stroke his cock against her. His own desire was a blind shrieking creature inside him, choking against a tight collar. He tamped it down and held Galilee in his arms instead as her body slowed, stroking a hand down her cheek as her eyes fluttered open, her lashes wet and her pupils dilated. “I could watch you come forever,” he murmured. 
She gave him a soft smile and rolled her cunt against his erection. Lucifer bit his cheek and groaned at the feel of all that soft, hot slickness. 
“Make me come again,” Gali ordered, slipping her hand down between their bodies. Lucifer froze as she tugged her shorts to the side and wrapped her fingers around his cock, smearing pre-come over the tip with her thumb. It felt like electricity piercing through his cock and into his balls, the sharpest, surest pleasure, the sweetest blood on the edge of a blade. 
“Galilee,” he managed, but then she notched the head of his cock at the entrance of her cunt, and Lucifer lost the ability to speak for a quick moment. If she so much as moved, he’d sink into the roaring heat of her and lose his fucking mind, fuck all his talk of collars and leashes. 
Galilee took his jaw in her hand and made him look at her. “You’re holding back too much, Lucifer.” Without breaking eye contact, she tilted her hips, and the head of his cock slid into her cunt. 
Lucifer hissed out loud, fire and ecstasy already incinerating him. Gali’s breath was short and choppy, her eyes glowing.
“I want you to fuck me, Luci.” Her voice was steady, choosing him. When she moved back, his cock popped out of her cunt, and Lucifer swore in languages so old he thought he’d forgotten them. Gali rolled her hips around in a circle so her soft folds brushed and teased against him, and that was about when Lucifer snapped. 
He’d always had a madness just underneath his skin, the kind of madness from existing beyond time and before the world was made. The Devil had always been a conflagration of a beast, an unchecked thing. Lucifer tore the silk shorts off Galilee’s body and wound his hand in her hair, dragging her head so far back that her throat curved up, naked and open. He bared his teeth, wicked and sharp and too many for his mouth, then sank his cock deep into her cunt with one brutal stroke. Galilee screamed his name, her cunt spasming around his cock as her body seized into another orgasm. She was so fucking tight, dripping wet from her first climax. Her fire burned him in an endless sheath, white lightning choking his balls as they pressed against her flesh with how deep he was. He could feel her flesh convulsing around his cock as he pulled it out only to thrust right back into her. 
“Luci, please . . .” Galilee reached for him and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him down to her. “Don’t stop. God, don’t stop.” 
Their bodies were skin to skin, and it was an inferno next to his bones. It hurt and devoured Lucifer, and for the first time in eons, he thought he might weep for the wealth of sheer feeling raging through him. He kissed Galilee, and his teeth nicked at her mouth, giving him just a little blood, but enough to taste armies and horizons and repentances. Galilee was fucking him back now, meeting each of his thrusts with force, until they were crashing against each other with a thousand urgent madnesses, desperate and starving and utterly inhuman. Time slipped away. Lucifer was a rage of wildfire from her touch, a whirling monument of death and lust, and when all the fine points of incandescent pleasure in his body finally began to coalesce into a blinding wave, he wound Galilee’s curls around his fist and pulled hard. Her inky eyes met his without fear, with a storm of matching want. 
“I’m going to come inside you,” he said, and his voice was legion, twenty upon twenty voices echoing one another. “Nothing will happen. I swear it.” 
Galilee simply nodded and dug her nails into the flesh of his thighs, breaking the skin as she urged him along. His blood trickled down and dripped on the sheets. 
“Out loud,” he ordered, and the legion of his voice repeated it through the room as his balls slapped against her, as she fucked her cunt on his cock. 
“Yes, Luci.” Her voice was hoarse, but then Galilee smiled, and it was like a knife had carved her face open with unholy delight. She clenched her cunt around his cock with more force than he’d thought possible, and her voice was a snake, sinuous and damning. “You gonna fill me up, baby?” 
Lucifer gave a strangled roar and managed one, two more strokes before the lightning tore him apart and the fire took his spine in one yawning breath of agony. He wrapped his hand around her throat and pushed as deep as he could go, her words tearing at his mind. He was hers, hers, hers. Galilee slid a hand between them so she could rub her clit, and then she was coming, her cunt milking his cock as she made sweet little sounds in his ear. Lucifer pulled back and thrust again, and again, and again, and Galilee cried out as her climax rolled on and on. Finally she clutched at him and whispered hoarsely. “Enough, baby.” 
He shuddered and stopped moving. “I love when you call me that.”
Galilee chuckled as he dropped his head on her shoulder. She kissed his temple as sanity crept back to him slowly, and Lucifer lowered his head to kiss the salty skin above her collarbone. 
“Did I hurt you?” he asked. His voice was singular again, thank fuck.
“Not at all.”
“Mm.”
His cock was still inside her, and he gave an experimental stroke. Galilee moaned and dragged in a surprised breath. “How are you still hard?” 
Lucifer smiled against her skin. “I could claim it’s a perk of fucking the Devil, but honestly, Galilee, even humans can do that.” He gave her cunt another stroke and grinned at the pleasure that unfurled over her face. She was so fucking beautiful. “Give me one more orgasm, beloved.” 
Gali whimpered even as she writhed on his cock. “I don’t know if I can.” 
He stopped moving and raised an eyebrow. “Want me to stop?”
She glared at him, and Lucifer laughed, rolling them to the side. He lifted one of her legs over his arm as he continued to fuck her slowly. Galilee’s hair was sprawled over his pillows and falling into her face, her mouth parted and her eyes heavy as she let the pleasure build up yet again. She smiled up at him, and Lucifer slid a thumb into her mouth. She immediately sucked on it, and the sight of her lips wrapped around him nearly killed him. Gali caught his thumb between her teeth and grinned. 
“You know, you’re fucking me in your own come,” she pointed out conversationally.
Lucifer reached down and started playing with her clit. Everything was wet and slick and slippery down there. “It’s useful, though, isn’t it?” he replied, but Gali was rocking against his hand and cock, her eyes fluttering shut. The Devil stared at her in awe as he kept fucking her. He hadn’t been joking when he’d told her he could do this forever—watch her face fall open for him; feel the scorching hold of her cunt, the way it seized around him; hear the sounds she made once he stroked her clit just the way he’d already learned she liked it, the way she cried out his fucking name like they already belonged together. He kissed her as she came down from the orgasm, petted her hair, and held her tightly as her body trembled in aftershocks. She caught her breath when he finally pulled out, and she was lying naked in his sheets when he got up to grab a warm towel from his bathroom. The banging on the door started as Lucifer was gently wiping her off, reveling in the expanses of her freckled skin. 
“Go away,” he called out, not looking up or away from her. She felt so goddamn holy, he could barely think straight.
“Who is it?” Galilee whispered.
Lucifer shrugged. “Probably one of the princes complaining about the very indiscreet sounds we’ve been making.” Galilee blushed, and he winked at her. “Don’t worry. It’s none of their business.” 
He wanted them to leave him alone. His deadline wasn’t up yet, and she was looking at him like he was something worth gentleness.
The banging continued, and Galilee sat up on her elbows. “Is everything okay?” she asked. 
Lucifer took a deep breath and was just turning to yell at the door when it crashed open, swinging violently and slamming against the wall, rattling on its hinges. 
Leviathan strode in, his mouth tight with anger, his sword swinging bare at his hip. Galilee gasped, grabbing for a sheet to cover up, and Lucifer saw red, a bright oxygenated-blood red. Before he could control it, he was slipping out of form. His wings screamed out, all six of them, wrapping around him and Gali, shielding her from Levi’s sight. He could feel wheels trying to burst out of his eyes, but he forced them back and twisted his head to face Levi. 
“GET. OUT.”
All twenty upon twenty of his voices thundered through the room, promising pain and generous suffering with each echo. Lucifer had no idea what his eyes were doing, but whatever it was, it was enough to drive the color from Levi’s face and force his gaze down. 
“Pardon me,” Levi replied. He took a sharp step back and closed the door behind him.
Lucifer waited a few moments and tried to let some calm wash over him before he looked back at Galilee. She frowned but seemed comfortable enough lying in the enclosure of his wings. For a moment, Lucifer simply drank in the sight of her body next to the black feathers. 
“Who was that?” she asked.
He pulled back his wings and sighed, letting himself fall on the bed beside her. “That was Leviathan,” he said. “He’s the prince of Hell who wants to kill you.” 



10.
Leviathan
Once upon a time, there was an angel.
He was beautiful, as all the stories say, and beloved of God. His form was perfectly created, as noble as a cedar, and when he rose in the morning, all other angels were stricken by the brightness of his glory, and so they called him Lucifer, the Morningstar. 
Even down in the bitter smoke of Hell, the story was well known—that Lucifer wanted his voice to count, to matter like God’s; that this started a war in Heaven; and, in the end, that this was why they threw him away, why the victors of the war tore him out of Heaven and cast him down, for they said his desire was blasphemous. The other angels who defended him and fought by his side were either annihilated or thrown down to earth, but Lucifer was sent directly and immediately to Hell, because he was the one who seeded the blasphemy in their hearts and turned their faces from God. And so, this bright angel Fell, landed in a pit of devils and demons, and was ruined forever. He could never go back home. He became the symbol of evil, the Great Deceiver, the snake in the garden, but most relevantly to Leviathan, he became the King of Hell. 
Leviathan was there when the angel crashed down, when his form tore a gash into Hell with the force of its arrival, a crushed comet hurtling into the everlasting dark. The other princes witnessed it—everyone witnessed it, from the Heavenly host to the denizens of the pit—but it was different for Leviathan because he was the only one who loved Lucifer from the very first moment he laid eyes on the Morningstar. It amazed him that everyone else didn’t feel the same way—how was it possible to resist that kind of beauty? It was a perfection that couldn’t be stripped away, not even in the devastation of the Fall, not even as the ruined angel cast his wild face up to Heaven and screamed for his Father, screamed until his voice became a dead black thing with strings of rot swinging from it. Leviathan was there from the beginning, when the fresh Devil whispered the name of another angel he had loved in his sleep; there to witness all the parts the stories don’t tell because the King of Hell is only supposed to be malicious and cruel and wicked. And yes, Lucifer became all that too, in time, but when the Fall happened, he was simply . . . broken. 
He was broken, and Leviathan loved him. The princes of Hell watched and worshipped as Lucifer ascended to the throne of Hell, as the banished angel became the Devil and did his job ruling over all the demons and sinners. Lucifer took scores and scores of entities into his bed, and Leviathan was pleasing to the eye, so it was an easy thing to find his way into his master’s bed. They became lovers with some regularity, because Lucifer had a soft spot for Leviathan, for how blatantly Leviathan cared for no one and nothing except Lucifer. That stark adoration was like water to Lucifer; he drank it with both hands and a greedy mouth, and Leviathan gave him more, always more and more and more. He didn’t care what Lucifer gave him in return. He didn’t care how broken the angel was. 
Sometimes Leviathan mourned that he’d never truly know who Lucifer had been in Heaven, but a prince of Hell knows their place. The Lucifer who was down here might have been destroyed, but that destruction was the only reason he was here, the only reason Leviathan could see him and touch him and love him, and so privately Leviathan gave thanks for the war and the Fall, for otherwise the Morningstar would have never entered his world. This version of Lucifer was cold and cruel, and maybe that was as close to an angel as Lucifer could ever be again. Leviathan did not care. He did anything Lucifer asked, he let anything be done to him under Lucifer’s hands, and his voice was laden with devotion each time he gasped “My lord, my lord!” as all the unseemly pleasures washed over them both. 
But time does strange and unkind things, as does Hell. Lucifer grew more and more cruel, and it wasn’t that Leviathan loved him any less—never that—but there was only so far one could push even a prince of Hell. 
They had been in one of the dungeons, Lucifer whipping a kneeling Leviathan and the prince locked in restraints with his arms extended above his head. This would usually be a prelude to more pleasurable things, but when Leviathan gave the agreed word to cease, the Devil had simply continued. Leviathan had begged, then Leviathan had screamed, and then Leviathan had briefly changed form and the restraints had broken off before he changed back. They stood facing each other while shocked betrayal burned in Leviathan’s face, strips of his flayed skin curling on the ground. Lucifer merely looked bored as he dropped the whip and made to turn away. 
“Why?” Leviathan had asked, pain churning in his chest. “Why did you not stop?” 
The Devil paused and looked at him with empty eyes. “You are nothing,” Lucifer had said. “I simply did not hear your voice.” 
He’d walked away then, as if he hadn’t wounded Leviathan beyond all form and flesh. The Devil’s words echoed within Leviathan, shattering the love he’d held for the Fallen angel, leaving it in failing shards. That wound never mended. It was a death, and in its wake, Leviathan grew a coldness that began to mirror Lucifer’s. The prince never lay with the Devil again, not that Lucifer cared. It brought into painful clarity that Lucifer had never cared, and Leviathan’s wound deepened. 
Thousands of years passed, and then during a visit topside, the King of Hell ran into his brother and most hated enemy, the Archangel Michael, the very one who had cast Lucifer down in the first place, foot on the Devil’s neck and sword at his throat. It was then that Lucifer made a terrible discovery: every inch of the cruel face he wore was wholly unoriginal. After everything—the costs he’d paid, the war he’d fought—all he’d done was become his brother, the one he despised most in all of existence, and the shock of that jarred him off the path he’d been on. Michael had laughed and laughed and called him “little brother” with a knowing look, and Lucifer had fled back to Hell, distraught. He called his princes together, demanded they tell him what they thought of him truly, but none of them would dare. They all flinched and groveled, and from his exiled throne, Lucifer’s eyes were opened. He stared down at them, horrified at how thoroughly he had crushed them all beneath his feet. When he looked over at Leviathan, the prince met his gaze coolly, then walked away. He had nothing to offer the Devil. 
That was the day Lucifer began to change. Eventually, he came to plead for Leviathan’s forgiveness. “I was cruel,” this new Lucifer said, his eyes brighter than they’d been since his Fall, his beauty as blinding as ever. “I had no right. It will never happen again.” Shame looked foreign on the Morningstar, yet there it was nonetheless. “Forgive me,” he said. 
Leviathan bowed, lowering his gaze even as his mouth twisted. “There is nothing to forgive. You are the King of Hell. We serve at your pleasure.” 
“Look at me,” the new Lucifer replied softly, and Leviathan raised his yellow eyes to the lost angel. He knew Lucifer would find nothing there, and sure enough, the Devil stared for long minutes before sighing and shaking his head. “We have an eternity together,” he warned Leviathan. “I will make atonement, my prince.” 
Leviathan had merely bowed again. Lucifer was a liar; he had learned that the hard way and it was a lesson that stuck. And yet, Lucifer kept changing, just as he changed Hell around them, shifting it away from the screams and the burning to a smoky silence that comforted those who worked there and crushed those who were sent there. Eternities suddenly became far more torturous when the sinners were trapped inside their heads, hearing and seeing horrors that had no outward sound or image, feeling pain that left no mark even as it boiled and sizzled their skin. Leviathan witnessed these illusions implemented alongside the quiet, all with a reformed Devil on a timeless throne. Around him, the other princes changed at a glacial pace, and Leviathan watched as Lucifer worked to earn their trust, giving them more power, louder voices that he actually encouraged and listened to. Many, many years passed again. Leviathan’s wound did not heal. 
Sometimes he thought of that crashed comet, the ruined angel screaming up at a lost God. The other princes began to call the Devil Luci, started to call him family, and Leviathan couldn’t help but to fall in line because he was still a prince and he was loyal, and despite the breadth of his wound, he still loved Lucifer with all the small, failed fragments within him. Leviathan didn’t trust him, though, because he never forgot the dungeon, how his back had been flayed beyond consent, or his lover’s empty eyes. If Lucifer could be that once, for so long, he could become that again. 
One day, Lucifer looked over at Leviathan with grieving eyes. “You’ll never forgive me, will you?” he said.
Leviathan tensed up and didn’t return the look. They had settled into a new rhythm, and for Leviathan, it was enough. It was safe. 
“Do you need me to?”
Lucifer sighed. “If I say yes, you’ll do it and it won’t ring true. You don’t need to forgive me, Levi.” 
Leviathan almost said, You had every right. It would have been true—the King of Hell could do whatever he wanted to his subjects, but this new Lucifer apparently didn’t agree and wouldn’t like hearing that. “You were broken,” he said instead, offering a bastardized absolution if that’s what it would take for Lucifer to stop looking at his fucking wound, waiting for it to stitch itself closed. 
The Devil’s mouth tightened. “You were never the same afterward, and I didn’t care then, did I? If I broke you. If you’re broken now. It might be too late, but I care, Levi. I need you to know I care.” 
Why was he bringing this up again? “It has been millennia,” Leviathan snapped. “We’re fine, Luci. Do you want a penance?” 
Lucifer scoffed. “As if you’d be kind enough to actually give me one.”
A corner of Leviathan’s mouth tilted up despite himself. It was mildly satisfying to see the King of Hell spend thousands of years attempting to get back into his good graces and failing most of the way. “You deserve it,” he said. 
“I know.” The ruined angel leaned over and kissed Leviathan’s cheek gently. “Just so you know, I’ll never forgive myself, Levi. Not even if you do.” 
The Devil had walked away then, and it was the last time Leviathan had felt Lucifer’s mouth against his skin.



11.
Galilee
Gali sat up slowly. “He wants to kill me?” 
She’d caught only a glimpse of the man with yellow-gold eyes before Lucifer’s wings had snapped out around them, but it had been an unforgettable glimpse: a hard sculpted face, an unforgiving mouth, and spills of vitiligo paleness over his skin. He made her skin shudder. 
Leviathan.
“Why does he want to kill me?” she asked, looking down at Lucifer, who was sprawled out naked on the sheets next to her. Her pulse was still thudding because, holy shit, she’d just fucked the Devil himself, but there was no time to process that. Part of her was trembling and overwhelmed, but right now, Gali couldn’t stop thinking about how cold the light pouring off Leviathan’s sword had been, how shocking it was in comparison to his beauty—nothing like Lucifer’s, but just different. 
Lucifer sighed and draped an arm over his eyes. “We’ve been over this, Galilee. You’re not human, you burn me; they don’t like it.” 
Gali rolled over on her stomach, her forehead still wrinkling in a frown. “Yeah, but you said you believed me.”
Lucifer’s voice rumbled low in his chest. “I do, beloved, but they don’t.”
She shrugged. “So just call them off, right?” He was the King of Hell. He commanded them. He had all the power here.
Lucifer lifted his arm away with an exhale and pulled himself up till he was sitting next to her on the bed, his hair tousled and damp with sweat. Gali felt her body throb in response as she looked over his walnut skin, the dark hair curling on his thighs, his semi-erect cock lying slick across a hip. 
“My princes and I don’t work that way,” he explained, absently sliding a hand over her back as if he couldn’t bear to not be touching her. It sent spikes of pleasure down Gali’s spine, and she wriggled a little, watching Lucifer’s eyes drift over to her ass. 
“Don’t they obey you?” she asked.
Lucifer was still stroking her, his eyes now hot and distracted. “Wouldn’t that be nice,” he murmured. “Don’t worry about it, beloved.” 
A gust of wind whirled in from the open balcony doors and fed Gali scents: lavender and salt, damp wood and pine needles. She pushed herself up, kneeling on the bed as she opened her senses wider. 
“Galilee?” Lucifer was watching her, but she didn’t reply. The wind was warning her, and it felt like Celestial was standing right next to her, whispering in her ear. How could they have found her so fast? 
“Lucifer, you got this house warded?”
He laughed softly. “It’s inhabited by the Devil and the princes of Hell. We’re the ones you ward against.” 
Gooseflesh raced up Gali’s arms. The first thing she’d done when she’d moved into her loft was ward it very specifically against her own family so they couldn’t spy on her from afar, because the Kincaids were nosy as fuck. What people often forgot was that those women couldn’t have lived out that deep on the land for that long without becoming very, very good at hunting. 
Lucifer slid a hand around Gali’s elbow. “What is it, little demon?”
She sat back on her heels, her mouth twisting. “They know.” Goddammit.
“Who knows?” He sounded patient, and it made her heart plummet. She was going to have to beg him to spare them, and yet, she was still sure they could harm him in some way. She didn’t know how, exactly, but that didn’t stop the knowledge from sitting heavy and weighted behind her sternum. 
“My grandma’s hunting you,” she said. “She’ll have my momma with her . . . and my cousins and aunts. They probably started when you took me from my apartment, and now . . .” A bitter hand clenched around Gali’s stomach. She hated how much information her family could steal about her, from her. “Now they know we slept together.” 
Lucifer leaned forward and pushed some of her hair behind her ear. “How do they know this?” he asked gently. “Because they are favored?” 
He didn’t really understand, and Gali couldn’t start explaining the exact range of what Kincaid women could do. She didn’t even know the full scope of it herself, and she was fairly sure that was deliberate on her family’s end, so she simply nodded. “My cousin warned me. They’re afraid of you. Of who they think you are.” Gali met his gaze reluctantly and saw the moment when Lucifer understood at least a part of it. 
“Ah,” he said. “I’m the monster.”
There was no emotion in his voice, but still, she reached out and cupped his jaw in her hand. It was easier to be touching him when she told him what he had to know, but God, it felt fucking shitty to say. 
“They’re not gonna think it was consensual,” she said, hating the words as they fell off her tongue. “They’ll think you forced me.” 
Depending on how much the wind had told Celestial, or how much Celestial had told Nana, or which aunt had divined what, it was possible that they could even know worse details, like how he’d come inside her or how she’d been crying first—fragments without context, but enough for the Kincaids to run bloody and amok with. Gali didn’t mention that part, though. A corner of Lucifer’s mouth had turned down, but he was still listening. He’d covered her hand with his, remaining quiet as he gazed at her, and Gali kept talking because she didn’t know what else to do. 
“They see me a certain way, Luci, always have. They wouldn’t think . . . they don’t think I could—”
“They don’t think you could want me.” There was a sheen of sad amusement in Lucifer’s eyes, slicked between the flickering gold, but he didn’t sound sorry for himself at all. “They have no idea who you are, do they?” 
Celestial’s words echoed again in Gali’s head. “They might. And they don’t.” She sighed and leaned her forehead against his. “It’s complicated.” 
“Family always is,” he replied.
“I know you don’t care, but I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I’m sorry they found us. I never wanted any of this to be twisted into something ugly.” 
Lucifer dropped light kisses on each corner of her mouth. “I don’t need your apologies, Galilee. You are not them. Your family can hunt me if they want.” He shrugged, and Gali pulled back, her heart in her throat. 
“You can’t hurt them,” she said. “And you can’t let your princes hurt them either.”
Lucifer looked genuinely surprised. “Is there some impending showdown that’s about to involve my princes?”
Gali stared at him. “Have you been listening to anything coming outta my mouth? I just said my family’s coming for me and they know where I am.” 
He tilted his head. “Galilee, they’re just humans.”
Well, now she was pissed off. “And a human can’t stand a chance against you or your princes, huh?”
To his credit, Lucifer stopped and gave the question serious thought. Instead of answering, he took in Gali’s simmering expression and nodded slowly. 
“You said they were favored. Exactly how powerful is your family, Galilee?” 
It was a question with an answer almost as intangible as who she was, but Gali found the words coming to her tongue. She wasn’t supposed to know this—it was tangled with the secret Celestial held about her; it had been buried deep but was now resurfacing as a half-blurred memory. 
“They bargained for me.” Gali said it slowly, but she met Lucifer’s eyes. He’d given her a gift: the borders of what she was, some parameters of her power. “They were powerful enough to bargain for me, so they gotta know what I am. Right?” 
The bargain was true, because there was the sharpened memory at last—a young Galilee walking in the woods, looking for her cousin. A young Celestial sitting on the bank of a creek with Nana Darling’s arm around her. Their grandmother was speaking softly, her voice running alongside the birds and the water. 
“You must take care of her, Celestial. She’s ours.”
Celestial’s black eyes had flickered. “Done deal,” she’d said. “Cut it on the creek bed.”
Nana Darling had simply nodded. “Yes, you know. The creeks are yours, baby girl. You guard the Kincaid bargains, and Galilee is our most important one.” 
“But you paid the cost,” Celestial had replied.
“Yes, high as it was.” Nana Darling had pressed her mouth into a hard line. “She was worth it.”
A twig had cracked loudly under Galilee’s foot, and Nana Darling’s head had snapped up. She saw Galilee, and tenderness covered her face as she stood up and walked away from Celestial, reaching her arms out. Galilee had stepped into her embrace, and Nana Darling had brushed a hand over her brow. 
“Oh, sweetheart,” she’d whispered, and that was where the memory ended.
Gali blinked in Lucifer’s room, still naked on his bed, tears salting unexpectedly into her eyes.
“I think . . . I think my grandma is keeping a really big secret from me,” she said, hurt thickening her voice.
Lucifer pulled her into his arms, pressing his mouth to her hair. “I’m sorry,” he whispered, cradling her against him.
“Why would she do that?” Gali was fighting to make sense of it, too many vines tangling inside her, a forest eating her up. The memory had intruded on her mind and it remained there, clear and sharp and truncated. “Why did they decide I couldn’t know anything?” 
“Perhaps it’s for the best that they’re coming here, then.” Lucifer kissed her temple. “It seems like you have some questions they need to answer.” 
Gali shook her head. This wasn’t about to be a friendly little family conversation mediated by the fucking Devil.
“They want war, Lucifer. I need you to take it seriously.”
“I know, I know.” He gave her a crooked smile. “I have met hunters before, you know. It’s just that they usually have different motives, not quite because I made their little girl scream my name.” 
Gali smacked his arm even as the memory thrilled through her. God, she wanted to touch him again and again, for days and days and more. She couldn’t let herself think back on what it had felt like to have him sliding in her with all his power scraping against every surface. “I’m trying to be serious,” she said instead. 
Lucifer sighed and straightened out his face. “I promise not to kill your family, Galilee.”
That wasn’t enough, not even close, not with yellow eyes and a cold sword looking down at her. “And your princes?”
His eyes darkened. “I’ll get no such promise out of them.” He gently put her aside and stood up from the bed. “It’s probably best we get this talk over with.” 
Gali’s eyes shifted away. Leviathan had been bad enough when he stormed in; she had no desire to meet more hostile princes.
“Why don’t you handle that and I’ll wait right here,” she suggested, patting the bed. “Where it’s nice and safe.”
Lucifer barely heard her. He was pulling on his jeans, his jaw tight as he talked to himself. “Now that they know you’re here, the timeline’s not going to matter anymore.” 
Foreboding sat up at the nape of her neck. “What timeline?”
He paused, his shirt in his hands, and met her eyes solemnly. “I won’t let them hurt you. I just need them to stay away from your family, even if your family doesn’t stay away from them.” 
“Uh . . . your princes don’t sound like they’ll roll with that,” Gali ventured, watching as he pulled on his shirt and shoved his hair off his face. It was surprisingly intimate and rather domestic, watching him get dressed. 
“They probably won’t,” Lucifer agreed.
Gali stared at his mouth, suddenly aware that he was fully clothed while she was still naked on the bed. It made her want to crawl over to him and watch him unleash himself all over again. Lucifer glanced at her and finally snapped out of his thoughts, his whole body going still. Gali drew in a breath. He was looking at her with a mix of want and wonder, and it made her chest feel tight. 
“I need something to wear,” she said, choking the words out past the tension curling between them. “Then we can go deal with your princes.” 
Lucifer nodded, breaking the spell. “Okay, beloved.”

Ten minutes later, Gali was following Lucifer down a dim hallway, dressed in a cotton tunic that hung to her knees, the sleeves rolled up. Her feet were bare against the walnut floors, but so were Lucifer’s. Under any other circumstances, it would have been nice to be doing this, walking through his home with him. Gali did wish that he was holding her hand, because the foreboding had thickened, dripping down her back. 
When Leviathan had barged into the room, he’d looked at her for a split second before Lucifer had covered her, but in that short moment, Gali had seen enough. She wouldn’t have minded if Leviathan had looked disgusted or even murderous, but his gaze had simply hovered over her as if Gali had already stopped existing. As if he’d already brought his sword down through her bones and heart, through the sheets of Lucifer’s bed. As if she was already dead and walking and unfortunate enough to be the last person to know about it. Gali tripped over a rug and stumbled, catching herself against the wall. 
Lucifer was by her side in an instant. “Are you all right?”
Fear fluttered along her bones, primal and so fucking human, no matter what the Devil thought she was.
“Promise you won’t let them hurt me,” she said, her voice tense. Gali hated pain. If they killed her, it probably wouldn’t hurt all that much, but there was a taste for suffering floating through the air of this house. It was as old as a planet, as sadistic and indifferent as nature itself. All her instincts screamed that she shouldn’t be here, she shouldn’t have come here, she was alone and unprotected. 
Lucifer took her hands in his gently. “No one will hurt you.”
She tried for a smile. “Ah, but will they kill me?”
He didn’t smile back. “Not today, beloved.”
Disappointment raked over Gali’s skin. Lucifer kept saying no one would hurt her, but he only meant now, or today. He still wouldn’t guarantee her long-term safety, not when it came to his princes. It made her feel like some kind of sacrifice, like she was an offering he was fucking while obeying larger rules, rules that had destined her for an altar he wouldn’t save her from. God, Celestial would be so ashamed of her for wanting a man who wouldn’t even commit to stopping her
murder, for fuck’s sake. The bar was clearly lower than Hell. 
He was the Devil, though, and this was a different world with different rules. Even with his hesitance, Gali simply refused to believe that Lucifer would watch her die. He was offering no reassurances past the here and now, but the knowledge still felt real and firm behind her sternum, like a premonition or a prophecy. There was only so much her pride could take, nonetheless, and continuing to fuck a man who might be complicit in her death was so far beneath her, it dipped its toes into a self-loathing she couldn’t pretend away. 
With each step, Gali could feel her family drawing nearer. Their presence was an approaching warmth that folded over her with a humid weight, making it just a little harder to breathe but making her objective clearer. The Kincaids were who she had to protect now, not even herself. Once they were safe, she could let herself feel the contempt around Lucifer’s half-ass statements about her fucking life, and that would have to be enough to drive her away from him, to break the chains of the crazed desire leashing them together. 
She let Lucifer tuck her hand into his arm and walk her down a flight of stairs curved against the wall. A chandelier with dripping candles hung from a vaulted ceiling, and Gali barely had a moment to look around before Lucifer led her off to the side. Symbols she couldn’t decipher were carved into a heavy oak door, and a low crackle hissed through the air as Lucifer pushed the door open and walked into the room. It was a large rich parlor, wallpapered and filled with antique furniture, pieces that Gali could tell were priceless from just a glance. The decor was the only thing familiar and remotely human in the space. A dark, seething fire bubbled unnaturally in the fireplace, and several pairs of flat eyes immediately swung over to Lucifer and Gali as they entered. A wave of malevolence pushed over Gali’s skin, but she was a Kincaid, so she raised her head and squared her shoulders as she looked upon the princes of hell. 
They all had human forms, and yet, in this space, they looked like nothing but terrifyingly inhuman things, coiled weapons in a taut moment. When they saw Lucifer, they relaxed a fraction, but their cold gazes scraped at Gali. Lucifer leaned his head closer to her as one of them stood up. 
“That’s Belial,” he murmured. “She thinks she’s my favorite.”
Gali watched the whip of a woman stalk over to them, whirring a knife between her knuckles. Intricate red snakes were tattooed on her bare scalp, writhing just underneath the skin. Like everyone else, she was dressed in matte black, and like everyone else, her eyes were tight and unfriendly. 
“Bold of you to bring the threat here, Luci.” Belial’s voice was as hard as marble as she raked a contemptuous glance over Gali. “Are you offering her up now that you got what you wanted?” 
Gali had been resolved to keep her cool, but she almost flinched at that. It dug too close to her own thoughts—the offering he’d willingly defile before he let her burn at their hands—but it brought up new ones. How many humans had Lucifer used and cast aside in all his centuries, just like this? His millennia, the voice in her head corrected. And you’re apparently not human, remember? Gali could feel the familiar stings brushing deep against her insides, but she sidestepped the ache like she always did, bee-covered mirrors and illuminated hands flashing through her memory. She was a Kincaid, and she wasn’t going to be bullied. 
She bared her teeth at Belial, forcing a sweet drip into her voice. “Aw, Luci, you didn’t tell me your prince was a raging bitch.” 
Belial struck out at Gali in a whir of movement, and Lucifer stepped in casually, stopping his prince with a hand around her throat before Gali could complete an inhale. He lifted Belial into the air and tossed her aside, sending her body flying to the other end of the room. She twisted midway and landed, snarling, on her feet, but Lucifer gave her a quick look, and Belial froze. The room was motionless for a beat, then she huffed and threw herself into a chair. Gali stared at Lucifer, and he smiled down at her. 
“Let’s introduce you to everyone else,” he said, all sharp and pleasant.
The tension in the room was coiling like thick smoke, brushing against Gali’s skin and setting her nerves on edge. She glanced at the other princes, recognizing two of them as the guards from Oriakụ’s father’s house. The glint of a sword caught her eye, and she bit her cheek at the sight of Leviathan polishing his blade with spare, efficient movements, his long locs knotted at the base of his neck and the pale corner of his mouth turned down as he returned Gali’s stare. 
“You’ve already met Levi,” Lucifer was saying.
“She called you Luci,” the prince said, shifting his gaze to Lucifer. “And you allowed it.”
There was distinct accusation in his voice and Gali frowned. “Is that a problem?”
Levi growled at her, low and warning. “Don’t address me. You’re dead and you don’t even realize it.”
A murmur of agreement rolled around the room, and Gali felt her nostrils flare, her muscles clench in preparation for a fight she would certainly lose. Lucifer had promised, but she was standing in a room full of very powerful creatures who wanted her life. Celestial and Nana Darling’s plan to rescue her and rain wrath down on everyone else didn’t seem like such a bad idea anymore. 
Lucifer sighed. “You can’t touch her yet.”
Yet. He was still betraying her with casual words. A beckoning altar, and Gali already knew which prince would slit her throat if he had the chance. Levi had looked away from her, but one of the other princes let their red-scale eyes drag over Gali’s body. 
“It’s not a problem, Luci. Let us know when you’re done with her—I’ll gladly wait for my turn.”
Nausea pricked Gali’s stomach, but she didn’t let it show on her face. Was this normal? Did they pass women around? Lucifer had promised he’d never make her do anything she didn’t want to, but he was the Devil and she didn’t know him. How could she, as old and unfathomable as he was? Gali would never know how many unthinkable things he had done or what kinds of punishments he had inflicted or allowed his princes to inflict. He was the oldest enemy, and she’d just spread her legs for him, because what, he felt good? 
Lucifer’s hand slid around hers and he squeezed it gently, as if he could tell what she was thinking.
“Mephis,” he said to the leering red-scale prince, “if you insinuate anything like that again, I’ll send you back to Hell in unidentifiable pieces.” His voice layered slightly as he delivered the threat, and goose bumps skittered down Gali’s arms. Mephis snapped their teeth but drew back, lowering their gaze. 
Levi put his sword aside gently. “I don’t pretend to know what you’re thinking, Luci. You shouldn’t have brought her here, and you most certainly shouldn’t have walked her into this room.” He stood up gracefully, and Gali stared at his unfolding height. Leviathan was taller than Lucifer, colder and sharper. The rest of the princes fell silent and looked to him, even Belial. “You know how this will end. You brought her to this house and she knows what we are. The reasons to eliminate her keep compounding.” 
Lucifer waved a hand flippantly. “We can argue about that when the time comes. I’m just here to tell you that Galilee’s family is on their way. No one is to harm them.” 
He made it sound so casual, like people were joining them for dinner, and Gali had to stifle a mad giggle. The princes didn’t look remotely amused. Their eyes kept flicking to Lucifer’s hand wrapped around hers. 
Another of the princes leaned forward, a soldier with gray eyes who had been at the mansion the night before. “Why are they coming here?” 
Belial’s eyes narrowed. “Asmodeus asks a good question, but I have a better one. How did they know she was here?” 
Gali looked at Lucifer. How would the princes react if she told them what the Kincaid women were like? Would they brush it off, or would Nana and the others be seen as threats as well? 
Before she could decide what to say, Leviathan tilted his head, his yellow eyes fixed back on Gali. “They’re tracking her.”
“Or she simply told them where to find her,” Mephis countered, a cruel smile flickering around their lips. “All the more reason to kill her.” 
“I don’t even know where I am,” Gali snapped out. 
“Why,” growled Levi, “are you still talking?” 
His words felt like a slap, and Gali’s face colored. “Fuck you,” she shot back. 
Lucifer hissed gently, and Gali felt his fingers tighten against hers. “Careful, Levi,” he warned.
Belial stood from her chair. “Luci would never divulge our location, not even to his plaything. If they were able to track us, that means they’re a hunter clan.” 
Asmodeus’s eyes lit up. “We haven’t battled with hunters in so long,” he said, with a slow grin.
“Always such a fun massacre in the end,” Mephis agreed, watching Gali’s face for a reaction. She tried not to give it to them, but the thought of these princes, these demons and devils, descending on the family she loved so dearly made her veins ice over. Nana and the others would fight—of course they would fight—but some of them would die and many of them would be hurt, and Gali couldn’t bear that happening just because she’d let herself want Lucifer with all the force her grandmother had warned her against. It was shameful, and for an equally shameful moment, Gali simply felt small and powerless. She turned to her monster, returning the pressure on Lucifer’s fingers and glancing up at him with a plea hidden in her eyes. Levi and Belial saw it anyway, and both their faces hardened. 
Lucifer looked back at her and nodded slightly, letting the black bleed into his eyes. When he raised his gaze to his princes, all their bloodthirsty chatter fell into a dead silence before he even said a word. 
“No one gets involved with the Kincaid family,” he ordered, his voice mild. “I’ll handle them myself.”
The princes exchanged glances, then Belial took a step forward. “You’ll have to intercept them before they get here, Luci. You can’t ask us to do nothing if hunters attack our home.” 
Lucifer’s mouth tightened slightly, but he nodded. “Agreed.”
Belial jerked her head in Gali’s direction. “Ticktock, Luci.”
Gali frowned, confused, but Lucifer ushered her to the door before she could ask any questions. She threw the room one last glance, and a sea of unforgiving glares met her in response. Leviathan had picked up his sword, and his eyes carried judgment so absolute, Gali could feel Death itself breathing on her neck. 
Fuck.



12.
Lucifer
Lucifer was pulling the parlor door closed behind him when Belial stuck her foot into the doorway. “We need a minute,” she said. 
Galilee looked up at him with her sharp eyes, and Lucifer felt a pang of tenderness shoot through him. Timeline and risk be damned, he was still going to fight for her. 
“I’ll be right back,” he murmured, lifting her palm to his mouth and dropping a quick kiss on her lifeline. Galilee didn’t respond, but he stepped back into the room and closed the door on her tight, unsure expression anyway. It was better than keeping Belial’s eyes on her. 
His prince immediately folded her arms across her chest and searched his face. “I thought you just needed to fuck her and you’d be done, Luci. What’s all this?” 
The other princes watched from their scattered seats, restrained but curious. Leviathan had slid his sword into his scabbard, now that he was done intimidating Galilee, but he still looked to Lucifer, waiting for the answer. Their concern was a thorn under his skin, hot and inflamed. 
“I have it under control,” Lucifer replied coolly.
Belial raised a disbelieving eyebrow.
“Did you find out what she is?” Levi asked.
Lucifer exhaled. “She doesn’t know, but her family does.”
He could feel their doubts. They thought Galilee had tricked him, played him for a fool. Lucifer almost wanted them to speak the insult out loud—it would be a relief to incinerate someone for their insolence, to watch them scream and curl and blacken. Maybe he’d feel more like himself then, not this raw and emotional creature with fear in the small of his back and desire clouding his mind. 
Levi shrugged. “Unfortunate that she has no answers, but it changes nothing. She’s still too dangerous to live.”
Lucifer felt his lip curl, but he kept silent.
Belial had been staring at him, and now she cocked her head to the side. “What’s your plan, Luci? I don’t see you letting us kill her, as cooperative as you claim to be, but I don’t see us letting her live either. Not with this much at stake.” 
Asmodeus slid a chair in Lucifer’s direction, and Lucifer took it, nodding his thanks. It wouldn’t take long to debrief with his princes, if he could just control his temper and stop imagining a dead Galilee draped across his arms, if he could curb the resentment that they’d leave him with nothing but a broken body to bury or burn. 
“Galilee has no real interest in the artifact.” He rested his elbows on his knees and looked around the parlor. “She wasn’t even familiar with Hell. She wouldn’t know what a hellgate was or how to tamper with one.” 
“What if she’s lying?” Mephis asked, their eyes sly and flickering.
Lucifer pinned them with a cold look. “Ask me that again,” he invited.
Mephis paled at the challenge, and Asmodeus put a warning hand on their arm. “Stop baiting him unless you feel like being dismembered.” 
Belial cut a careful look at Lucifer. “Please don’t dismember Mephis,” she said dryly. “These floors are centuries old. The gore would ruin the finish.” 
“Mephis should watch their fucking tongue.” Lucifer could feel violence gathering in him like a hiss of dark clouds, and from the way some of his princes edged away, they could feel it too. 
“So she’s not after the hellgate.” Asmodeus exchanged looks with Belial and Leviathan. “It makes her less of a threat but no less of a problem.” 
“We can’t afford a problem.” Levi leaned his hip against a credenza, and his shirt rode up to expose a strip of dark skin. Lucifer could remember exactly how that strip tasted against his tongue. “Belial was right to ask,” Levi continued. “What is your plan?” 
It was probably best to tell them now and see if they would still insist on baying for Galilee’s blood.
“I intend to bargain for her soul,” he said.
A ripple of interest spread through the parlor, and Belial blinked several times. “You plan to cut another deal with her?”
Lucifer spread his palms out. “Galilee’s an innocent. Your concern is that she’ll move against us. With a soul deal, she won’t be able to. Problem solved.” 
Levi’s mouth twisted halfway into a sneer. “How do you plan on getting her to hand over her soul?”
“Isn’t it obvious?” Mephis let out a gleeful cackle. “He’s going to seduce her out of it, aren’t you, Luci?”
The princes all chuckled, and Lucifer bit back his irritation. “Do you object to this?”
“Nope.” Belial raised her hands. “Your solution is acceptable.”
“Levi?” Lucifer wanted to hear it from both of them.
Levi gave him a sharp smile. “Fine, Luci. Fuck her, blackmail her, threaten her, I don’t care. You have thirty-six hours to get her soul before I do.” 
Lucifer paused. Leviathan was openly taunting him now—a bold move on the prince’s part. Perhaps it had been a mistake to beg for their accommodation in the first place. Mephis had turned to the minor princes, and they were already placing bets on Galilee’s life—on how fast she would die and who would be the one to kill her, like she was a beast in a fighting ring, livestock destined for a short life and an entertaining death. 
“You need to hurry,” Belial added, with a rare note of worry. “We ran into a problem with the hellgate.”
What? Lucifer’s head snapped in her direction, alarms now blaring in his head. “The fuck are you talking about? You told me the ward was reinforced.” 
Belial straightened up and looked past his shoulder. “That status changed recently.”
Violence was indeed gathering in him, dark and certain. “By recently, you mean in the last twelve hours,” Lucifer bit out, rising slowly from his chair. 
Asmodeus cursed softly and took several paces back, but Belial stood her ground. “Something got out.”
Shock ricocheted through the parlor, and the princes burst out into a clamor. “When did this happen?” Asmodeus was yelling. “How did we not feel it?” 
“I warded the rip almost as fast as it formed,” Belial snapped back. “None of you could’ve closed it any faster!”
“That’s not the point, Belial!” 
“It is under control!”
Lucifer closed his eyes. Everything had gone terribly quiet inside his head. “Something got out,” he echoed.
The parlor fell deathly silent. He breathed deeply and opened his eyes, fixing them on Belial. She stared at the blackness that had spread over his corneas. 
“Luci—” she started.
“You didn’t tell me.”
Her face went sullen. “You were busy.”
Lucifer’s wings snapped out, crashing a bookshelf from the wall. Glass shattered, and the floor underneath his feet groaned as his density rapidly increased. His face warped, his form expanded, and Lucifer already knew the house wouldn’t be able to take it, but he was so fucking tired of the bullshit. Perhaps he’d been wrong to be soft, wrong to bargain when he could simply take and destroy anyone who thought to stop him. 
“One more pathetic excuse and I will rip off your wings, flay you, and chain you to the bottom of an acid well. Am I clear, or would you like me to take some of your fucking skin to make my point?” 
The skin over Belial’s cheekbones tightened as she fell to her knees, bowing her head. “Forgive me, Lucifer.”
The air smelled like clotted blood, and all his dark clouds were bleeding out from his pores, filling the parlor with a shadowed fog. How dare they? The doubt, the withholding, the contempt toward Galilee that they didn’t even bother to conceal in his presence. He was the fucking Morningstar, and if he asked them all to worship Galilee, they should be crashing to their knees. He was the goddamned son of the morning! 
An armchair close to him combusted with a scream, collapsing into a heap of ash. The fire behind the grate leaped and whirled. Lucifer knew he was losing form and control, but so what? So fucking what. 
“Perhaps I have been weak,” Lucifer hissed, scales dragging under his words. “Perhaps I have led you to believe that we are equals, small demons running around on a mortal fucking playground.” 
Asmodeus raised placating hands. “No, Lucifer.”
“Perhaps you think my affection for Galilee makes me vulnerable.” Lucifer’s voice was doubling and redoubling, legions of snakes slithering over one another. “Perhaps we have been on this side too long and you have all forgotten who the fuck you’re speaking to.” 
The parlor flooded with impressions: oceans of sulfur boiling with wrath, wet and bloody flapping skins, screams and screams under a roar of magma. It was a melody in Lucifer’s ears, power singing down his arms. 
“Perhaps you all need a reminder,” he offered, with razored teeth and wheels dancing from his eyes.
Leviathan stepped closer even as flames licked up from the walnut floors. He placed his hands against Lucifer’s face, long fingers brushing against the Devil’s temples. “Luci,” he said. “You promised. Remember?” 
It would have been easy to forget, but Lucifer did remember. He’d made a choice, centuries ago, to not be this kind of king anymore. Levi was staring at him with calm golden eyes, unafraid and waiting to see if the Devil would tear him to pieces. Lucifer had promised. Lucifer never broke his word, but they were tempting him sorely. “Do not provoke me and expect nothing in return,” he growled. 
Leviathan nodded. “You’re right. We fucked up. We’ve been disrespectful and remiss in our duties.” He shot Belial and the others a hard stare. “It won’t happen again.” 
A chorus of apologies and agreements rang from the princes, and Lucifer could hear the fear thrumming underneath it. When it came down to it, their power was just a flicker, while his was a blaze. He took a deep searing breath and folded his wings into his back as Levi’s hands dropped from his face, leaving his skin lonely. 
“Give me a report,” he said, his voice flat.
Belial rose up from her knees and clasped her hands behind her back. “One of the wards faltered—I’m still not sure why. Something shot out through the gate, fast as fuck. All I saw were dark flashes, and then they vanished into the wall.” 
“They will take corporeal form,” Levi said, “whatever they are.”
This was all bad news. “The hellgate is still weakening,” Lucifer said. “These wards aren’t enough.”
“I left Beelzebub on guard and sent Astaroth to track down the shadows that slipped out,” Belial continued. She and Levi shared a quick look, and Lucifer ground his back teeth together. 
“Let me guess, there’s more.”
“There was something else,” Belial admitted, “but I wasn’t sure if it was . . . real.” 
“Belial . . .” Leviathan shook his head. “It was real.”
Lucifer frowned. “Get to the point.”
“Levi tasted some residue.” Her voice was rushing now. “It was infinitesimal, just a shadow of a glimmer, exposed only when the gate cracked open. I couldn’t be sure if it was accurate, so I was reluctant to share it as a certain finding—” 
She cut off short as Lucifer raised a hand to silence her. Leviathan was never wrong, and Belial knew it, which meant she just wanted him to be wrong and she wanted it very badly. 
“What did you find?” Lucifer asked Levi. “And why did you take so long to tell me all this?”
Levi shrugged. “You were with her. It wasn’t secure.” 
“You should have interrupted.” The words left Lucifer’s mouth before he processed them fully, and of course Levi took him up on it. 
“I did. And you told me to get out.” There was a smirk playing on Levi’s mouth, but it died away quickly. “You’re not going to like it, Luci.” 
Lucifer simply waited.
“It was just a glimmer, as Belial said, but when I examined the point at which the unknown entity got out, the residue tasted . . . angelic.” 
Angelic.
Lucifer’s mind went blank for a second, before a surge of white noise filled it again. Fuck.
Fuck.
The King of Hell with all the power that entailed, and still, this was his nightmare—the family that had cast him out, the home he could never return to again, the beings he missed because they were the only ones who could ever understand the scale of power and the weight of history he was cursed with. Lucifer kept his face controlled, but Levi’s eyes softened by a fraction. 
“I wish it had been otherwise, Luci.”
“Standard or arch?” Lucifer was keeping his form locked tight inside him by sheer force of will and endless lifetimes of discipline, because it wanted to rage out again and keep going until the world was gone. A fucking angel. In his domain. Pawing with his gates, toying with them, fucking his shit up. 
“I couldn’t determine that much,” Levi replied.
Lucifer didn’t want Leviathan’s soft eyes; he didn’t want to look at him. The other princes hadn’t been angels, not like Lucifer had. They hadn’t Fallen like him; they hadn’t been cast out and thrown underfoot. They didn’t understand the rage and loathing, the immortal burn of an exile, or the bitter, bitter love, and Lucifer would never be able to explain it to them because there was no point. He passed a hand over his face and exhaled a controlled breath. Every cell in his flesh form was leashed so tight they were straining, all so Lucifer could ignore the screaming wings and the wheels churning under his face. 
“So,” he said, “it was an angel the whole time.” He felt like a fool for not suspecting them before, but he’d never have imagined that one of them would dare. The consequences alone . . . 
Belial took a cautious step forward. “You couldn’t have known, Luci. It doesn’t make any sense. Why would an angel try to unleash Hell? It could cascade, it could trigger, what, an unscheduled apocalypse?” 
“They’d Fall immediately,” Levi added. “They’d lose favor.”
Lucifer felt numb again. “If they haven’t lost it already,” he said.
“You think it’s a Fallen one?” Asmodeus must have finally felt it was safe enough to chime in. The rest of the princes were still mute and wide-eyed, either from Lucifer’s rage or from the shock of finding out that an angel was now a player on the board. “There hasn’t been a Fallen on the radar for centuries,” Asmodeus was saying, “let alone one with enough juice to pull off something like this.” 
Belial shook her head. “I don’t know. Why would an angel in Heaven get involved?” 
“Maybe it’s personal.”
Everyone turned to look at Leviathan, but he was looking at Lucifer, and the Devil did not care for his expression.
“Don’t you dare say it,” Lucifer snapped out. “We’ve been handling this alone, and we will continue to handle it alone.” Soft whorls of chaos were building in Lucifer’s chest, and they tangled into a shouting mess when Levi stepped forward again and placed his hand on Lucifer’s shoulder. It felt as heavy as a world. 
“That was before we knew an angel was involved,” Levi said. “Hell is your responsibility. If it breaks, the consequence will fall on you.” 
Lucifer tamped down on his rage even harder. All this time, he’d done his job not because he was a good worker, but because he knew firsthand how cruel God could be, and so failing had never been an option. 
Belial nodded. “You need to contact Heaven, Luci. You need to make a report.”
“They can fuck off,” Lucifer snarled. “This is Hell’s business and it’s going to stay that way.”
“Wait,” Asmodeus interjected. “Breaking the gate, you think that’s their goal? To sabotage Luci?”
“We’re not talking about this.” Lucifer bared razored teeth at his prince. They didn’t understand what failure meant. They couldn’t understand the true extent of how terrible the Fall had been—how could they fathom that there were worse punishments dripping from the hand of God? 
“Because we’re not the ones you need to talk to about this,” Leviathan countered. “Even if you don’t make a report, you know where you need to go.” 
Lucifer turned in Levi’s direction and smiled politely. “Get your hand off me before I rip your fucking bones out.”
Levi smirked again, but he took his hand away and stepped back. “What would you have us do?”
“See if you can get any more information from the residue. The type of angel matters greatly. And for fuck’s sake, get Astaroth some support in tracking whatever got out before they start eating humans.” Whatever they were, this was a safe prediction—nearly everything in Hell liked to eat humans. 
Belial made a face. “Understood.”
The Devil pulled at his cuffs and looked over his team. “Double the guard on the artifact. I’ll deal with the Kincaids and return to place a new ward now that I know what we’re dealing with.” 
He wondered if it was a mistake not to head to the hellgate immediately. In the scale of things, the lives of the impending Kincaid women seemed unimportant, just a handful of flickering souls looking for trouble. If the artifact broke, it was very possible that thousands would die before Lucifer could close the gate again, if he was even able to close it. From the look on Levi’s face, his prince was considering the balance as well, yet Levi simply nodded. 
“We’ll do as you command,” he said. “But hurry back, Luci. The girl is a distraction.”
Lucifer didn’t reply as he slipped out of the parlor, his mind already working. All he had to do was talk down the Kincaids, convince Galilee to hand her soul over to him for protection, then return to the artifact, secure it now that he knew who the fuck he was securing it against, and then hunt down the immortal son of a bitch who was trying to wreak havoc in what was unquestionably Lucifer’s domain. Lucifer had spent thousands of lifetimes doing impossible things, but this sequence was particularly enraging. His mood wasn’t improved when he stepped out into the foyer of the house and found it entirely empty. 
Galilee was gone.



13.
Galilee
Gali’s nervous system was about to short out—facing the princes of Hell and their inhuman malevolence had been more stressful than she’d expected. She kept replaying the flat judgment in their eyes, the naked contempt, and as soon as she was out of that room, all she wanted was to get even farther away. Leviathan was the worst of the lot, the way he looked at her. It made her feel small and furious at the same time, like she wanted to crawl away, like she wanted to slice that look off his face. If she’d met him under any other circumstance, she might have been bowled over by his looks and the way power seemed to vibrate off him, taut and choked, nothing like Lucifer’s free sprawl, but Leviathan looked at her only with naked death in his face, which was an incredible turnoff. Although, Gali did wonder if the blatant threat was better than the avoidant half reassurances Lucifer was giving her. One, at least, was brutally honest. 
The Devil was still on the other side of the door, so Gali laced her hands behind her head and paced the foyer, counting in deep breaths and exhaling them slowly, waiting for her heart to settle down. Her family’s imminent arrival crept under her skin like whispering vines, small and immediate prophecies winding through her capillaries. Gali knew that without Lucifer’s orders, the princes would cut her family down without a second thought. Humans were nothing to them, less than ants, but whatever Gali was, the Kincaids were hers. Nana Darling had said so a million times, and Gali was theirs. She was Collette’s daughter, blood of her blood, and no one was going to hurt her family. 
A stray thought stopped her in her steps. If her touch could burn Lucifer, what effect could it have on the princes? Could she burn Leviathan as well, or that other one, Belial? Maybe she should have brushed against one of them, as if by accident, just to find out. Gali huffed and dropped her arms—it would’ve been seen as an attack if she’d hurt anyone in the parlor, and she didn’t think even Lucifer could call off his team in that case. He was loyal to them, after all, while she was supposed to be proving that she wasn’t a threat. 
Still, there was tactical possibility there. If the princes didn’t fall back like Lucifer had ordered, if they tried to hurt any of the Kincaids, then Gali would direct everything she had in their direction, consequences be damned. Lucifer might kill her himself then, but what did he expect her to do? He was protecting his family, and she had to protect hers. The thought of going up against him made her feel slightly ill, but Gali knew she wouldn’t falter if it came down to it. 
The floor of the foyer was old dark hardwood, smooth on the soles of her feet and slightly warm. Gali stopped to trace a whorl in the wood with her big toe when the first wave of power hit her. It was a rush of static and blurred images in her head, loud and chaotic and searching. She winced, her hands clutched to her temples, and the wave immediately retreated, drawing back the hurt as it pulled away. Gali knew that feeling. 
“Celestial?” she called out.
The wave returned, but softly this time, sending out small tendrils in Gali’s mind. They smelled damp and earthy, like the soil on the banks of the creeks Celestial loved. Gali glanced at the parlor door anxiously. There was no way she was going to knock and interrupt whatever was going on in there, but it was clear that the Kincaids were close, close enough for Celestial to cast into her mind. Her cousin was also casting stronger than usual, which meant that her family had primed themselves for this confrontation, this misguided rescue. She had to get to them, convince them that she was fine, and get them to go home before they did anything foolish. 
Gali smoothed her hands over the tunic she was wearing, and the scent of smoke and pungent spice rose from it. She smelled like Lucifer, even beyond the fabric, all the way into her skin. Nana Darling would hate that. Celestial would take it as evidence that he’d had his way with her, and Gali blushed because it was technically true—she probably should’ve showered first. Her family would never imagine that she’d had her way with Lucifer too; in their minds, she was already a victim, too weak to have any agency. It bothered Gali that they had good reasons for thinking that: Lucifer had broken into her home and abducted her, after all. He’d taken her to a second undisclosed location, and there wasn’t anything she could have done to stop him then, because she hadn’t known that she could burn him yet. Maybe if she’d asked him politely? He probably would’ve acquiesced, but somehow, she didn’t think that option was going to impress her family. It didn’t matter anyway. Gali wasn’t helpless now, and that was what mattered. 
Taking a fortifying breath, she strode to the front door and hauled it open, the hinges groaning as the pitted wooden door swung open. Gali closed her eyes and opened her mind to Celestial’s cast, which was tugging at her eagerly now, excited that she was following it. They had all played this game as children many times, with Gali and Zélie and Leah walking unseeing through the woods while Celestial led them, often straight into the water, where they’d splash and play for hours until someone from the big house came to get them. Now, Gali walked through the grounds of the house Lucifer had brought her to, feeling only the pebbles and grass under her feet, the winding route, the play of fading light across her face through the trees as the day began to expire into dusk. She turned a corner, and the connection exhaled in a gust of wind that brought petals flurrying around her face. Gali opened her eyes, and she was in a garden bordered by willow trees, their breathy branches whispering through the air. Celestial was running toward her, wearing white overalls, her feet flying over the grass in a blur. 
“Gali!” Her cousin collided with her, knocking them both down, and planted feathered kisses over Gali’s face. Cowries from her plaits brushed coolly against Gali’s skin. “You’re okay, you’re okay, you’re okay,” Celestial chanted. 
“I’m fine,” Gali grumbled, shoving her cousin off her.
Celestial crouched next to her on the grass, her nose scrunched up. “You smell unlike,” she said. “Not like you at all.”
Gali brushed some grass off Lucifer’s tunic and stood up, reaching her hand down to Celestial. “A lot has happened.”
Celestial took her hand and let Gali pull her up. “You better talk fast,” she said. “Calvary rode the fuck out.” 
Gali looked over her cousin’s shoulder and drew in a sharp breath. Zélie and Leah were already hurrying toward her, but Nana Darling stood behind them in white slacks and a white button-down shirt, the sleeves rolled up to her elbows. Her seed necklace hung around her neck, and her silver hair was cornrowed straight back. She held a scythe casually in her left hand, and the rest of the aunts and cousins were gathered around her, all in white and armed to the teeth. Gali sucked in a breath at the same time her mother let out a teary sigh, Collette’s hold on her shotgun slackening. Shirley gently took it out of her hands. 
“Baby,” Collette said, and held out her arms. “Come here.”
Gali swallowed a knot welling in her throat and went obediently, pausing to touch foreheads with her cousins before she was in her mother’s arms. 
“I’m okay, Ma,” she said, but Collette clutched at her fiercely and sniffled in her hair.
“I’m so sorry, baby. We let you down . . . we didn’t protect you. I should’ve never let you leave the house.” She pulled back and patted Gali’s face, checking for injuries. “I can’t imagine the things he did to you.” 
An utterly inappropriate chuckle nearly spilled out of Gali, and she fought to keep a straight face while thinking of Lucifer with his forked tongue, Lucifer naked with his wings as Leviathan looked at them, Lucifer coaxing his name out of her in screams. Truly, Collette wouldn’t be able to imagine it, and Gali was fairly sure she never wanted her mother to try. 
“Nothing happened, Ma.”
Nana Darling scoffed and turned Gali to face her. “Don’t go lying to your mother, child.”
Gali shuffled her feet, feeling very much like she was ten and had been caught doing something naughty again. “It’s not like you think, Nana Darling. He—” 
“Not now.” Nana Darling shook her head, her eyes sharp. “We have outside business to discuss first.”
Anything outside was something beyond the Kincaids and their kingdom in the country. “What happened?” Gali asked.
“Well . . .” Celestial slid over and grinned darkly at her cousin. “First, we made a detour by your apartment, and guess what we found there?” 
Gali grabbed her arm, her stomach dropping. “You didn’t. Tell me you didn’t.” She wasn’t ready for Bonbon and Oriakụ to be dropped in the middle of all this; it was precisely why she’d left them there in the first place. 
Zélie frowned, coming up next to them. “They were frozen in time, Gali. Of course we had to release them.”
It was like watching the start of a rockslide while being trapped in its path. Gali had worked so hard to keep her worlds apart, to make sure that her friends never found out the kind of family she came from or what it could truly mean, to protect them from all this, from the typhoon of Kincaids whirling in and upsetting everything. 
“I built a life here,” she hissed at Celestial. “Y’all got no right to come in and fuck everything up for me!” Her cousin raised an eyebrow, but Gali didn’t care. This was exactly what she hadn’t wanted, exactly why she had brushed off all Collette’s suggestions that the family come and visit her. “I had something that was just mine, not on some Kincaid shit, and y’all just couldn’t let that happen, could you?” 
A ripple of displeasure ran through the aunts at that, and Sage spat on the ground, taking a step forward. “Watch your tone, girl.” 
Gali was about to snap at her when Nana Darling interrupted, her voice deceptively light and curious. “What exactly is yours here, the thing you’re fighting for?” 
Gali knew better than to answer. She bit her lip and looked away, furious tears burning at her eyes. Nana Darling canted her head to one side, her eyes assessing her granddaughter mercilessly. 
“Nana Darling,” Leah began to say, “maybe—”
Their grandmother held up a hand for silence. “Is it the right to rob your friends of their time?” she asked. “To leave them paused and hanging in the air like they were dolls you got tired of playing with?” 
Blood rushed to Gali’s face. “I didn’t even know I could do that!” she burst out. “It’s not like I did it on purpose.”
“Oh, and that makes it better?” Nana Darling smiled, unamused. “That makes it all right?” Behind her, Sage was smirking now.
Gali hung her head, unable to answer. “Were they okay?” she finally asked, her voice subdued.
“We let time flow around them again,” Nana Darling answered. “But do you know what we found even after that, Galilee?”
The cousins winced at the tone of their grandmother’s voice, and Gali swallowed hard. “No, Nana Darling.”
Her grandmother took a step closer, her face hardening. “A glamour, Galilee. We found a glamour left in their minds. Do you have any idea how that might have gotten there?” 
Ah, fuck. Gali had forgotten that Lucifer mentioned leaving one so Bonbon and Oriakụ wouldn’t remember the last minutes of what had gone down: the way he hadn’t bled when Oriakụ shot him, his demon eyes, the pulse of immortality that had laced the air. 
“It wasn’t me,” Gali replied, shame sticking at the back of her throat. She’d let it happen, though. She’d thought it was for the best, but now, faced with Nana Darling’s bruising disapproval, Gali realized exactly how badly she’d fucked up. 
“I most certainly hoped it wasn’t you,” her grandmother was saying. “Because the thought that the child I raised to respect the sanctity of people’s minds would go as far as altering memories?” She shook her head, her eyes bright with disappointment. “Oh, Galilee, I had hoped you were not that lost.” 
Gali flinched. Her tongue felt swollen in her mouth, unable to mount a defense. Did it matter if she hadn’t been the one to do it? She’d let Lucifer do it, rather than face the possibility of her friends seeing some truths about who she was and the world she walked in. Nana Darling had taught her better, and truly, her grandmother had every right to be disappointed in her. Memories were Nana Darling’s most precious belongings—sacred gifts that she shared with her family, spinning out those living stories so that people they had loved and lost walked among them once more, just for a merciful spell of time. What did it say of Gali that she’d been basically fine with her friends losing some of theirs, as long as it didn’t threaten her own comfort? 
“What are you fighting for?” Nana Darling repeated, and it hurt because she didn’t sound like she was judging or condemning Gali this time. She just sounded gentle, an elder waiting to receive her granddaughter’s confession, and Gali was willing to give it to her. Maybe saying the words out loud would lead to absolution. 
“I wanted to keep the illusion intact,” she whispered. “I was afraid.”
Collette sighed and reached over to brush a curl off Gali’s cheek. “It’s not a bad thing to be a Kincaid,” she said. “But it’s not something you can outrun either, my love.” 
Gali bit back tears. “I just wanted to be normal, just for a little bit.” It had been a brief respite from being increasing amounts of strange, from the ache that emptied her body to the power that moved through it, so deep and terrifying that she hadn’t told a single soul, not even the Devil, the only other monster she had. Even his princes looked at her like she shouldn’t exist—Leviathan’s yellow eyes burning in her memory. “I knew it wasn’t real, but it felt like if I tried hard enough, I could make it real. I could make it stick.” 
“Why would you want that?” Celestial looked genuinely confused. “Why would you want to be like them?”
“I didn’t say that,” snapped Gali. “I don’t want to be like them. I just didn’t want them looking at me like I was fucking crazy.” 
Celestial leveled a stare at her and raised an eyebrow. “The way people look at me, you mean.” Gali flinched, because her cousin was right. There was a reason Celestial preferred staying away from the city while Leah and Zélie and the others went in and out freely. 
“Hush now.” Shirley frowned at Celestial. “Galilee’s been through a lot, remember? Don’t go jumping down her throat just yet.”
Their concern made Gali want to scream. “If y’all think I’m some victim being ravished by the Devil or whatever, why you here scolding me? This couldn’t wait till later?” 
Her grandmother’s eyes flattened as her remaining mercy evaporated. “What you did to your friends was also a violation, Galilee Kincaid.” 
The censure in her voice sent Gali reeling a step back, and Collette gave her a worried look. “But you’ll make amends, baby. It’ll be all right.” 
Zélie looked curious now. “But were you ravished by the Devil?” she asked. “You certainly smell like it, yet your skin’s unmarked.” 
Gali fought the urge to raise her hand to her throat, wondering if Lucifer’s hands had truly left it unbruised.
“She wouldn’t have been harmed, not like that,” Collette chided. “He probably used a glamour on her like he did on her friends. It’s still coercion, whether she enjoyed it or not.” 
“Ma!”
Celestial peered into her face. “Did you enjoy it?” 
“That’s enough, girls.” Nana Darling’s voice was firm, and Celestial backed off reluctantly. Gali knew her family could see her blushing, and it embarrassed her even more. 
“I wasn’t under a glamour,” she said.
“Well, that’s exactly what someone who was glamoured to say that would say,” Zélie replied, unable to stay silent. “It’s not exactly reassuring, Gali.” 
Gali nearly hissed with rage. “So nothing I say matters anymore, does it? Y’all decided I’m not capable of speaking for myself and that’s it? Case closed, Kincaids ride for vengeance?” They were so fucking stubborn. “Y’all just gonna get yourselves killed,” she snarled. 
Nana Darling gave her an evaluative look. “Be that as it may,” she said, “I’d suggest you look to your friends first.”
The blood reversed out of Gali’s face with a shocked swiftness. “You brought them here?” 
Collette patted her arm. “Where else would they be safer than with us, sweetheart? We even got to stop some demons that were headed toward the city on the way.” 
“Yeah,” Celestial chimed in. “Thank goodness we wore the charmed whites, or we’d look a fucking mess right now.” She shuddered. “You know how sticky demon gore gets when it dries.” 
Gali swung her head around wildly, but she couldn’t see her friends. There was no way. There was no fucking way her family had brought Bonbon and Oriakụ to what they intended to be a battleground with the Devil and his princes. How the hell was Gali supposed to explain that away? “I don’t want them to see any of this,” she said, panic skating at the edges of her words. “We have to send them back, please.” 
Nana Darling sighed. “You so afraid, Galilee. You think your friends won’t love you if you show them the truth of who you are?” 
Gali stared at her grandmother. She wanted to tell her the truth so badly, that she didn’t even think her own family would love her if they saw the truth of who she was—the way her strangeness eclipsed theirs, the light that burst out of her hands and how it burned, the shrieking power—all these things that had driven her away from the Kincaid house because, somewhere deep in her soul, she knew her strangeness would separate her from them. Gali didn’t want to be separate, but people kept insisting on looking, and all they were going to find in these truths was a canyon gaping where none used to be. 
“Give your friends a chance,” Celestial said, with a little shrug. “We didn’t bother to hide our shit from them, and they seemed fine with it.” 
Gali groaned out loud. “What do you mean you didn’t bother to hide your shit?” A chill raced down her back as her cousins exchanged guilty looks. “You didn’t let them see you fight the demons, did you?” 
Leah looked abashed. “Didn’t occur to us not to,” she admitted.
Collette waved to Peony, who was at the back of the Kincaid cluster. “Just ask them yourself, baby.”
Gali glared at her cousins, who were avoiding meeting her eyes as Peony jogged off to a patch of willow trees and came back with Oriakụ and Bonbon in tow. Of course her family had hidden them away at first, until their Kincaid business was concluded. When it came to their own convenience, they certainly knew how to keep the worlds apart. Still, Gali’s chest twisted when she saw her friends, and even more so at the naked relief in their eyes when they caught sight of her in turn. 
Bonbon ran toward Gali and pulled her into a hug. “I’m so fucking glad you’re alive,” she said in a low, harsh whisper.
“I’m fine,” Gali said, for what felt like the hundredth time. “I’m really okay. You don’t have to worry.”
Oriakụ leaned in to kiss her cheek. “I think you’ll find we’ll worry if we want to, Gali.” She folded her arms and gave her a hard stare. “Your family filled us in on the way over. So Helel is really the Devil? Like the actual Devil?” 
Behind her, the Kincaids retreated to give them some privacy. Bonbon shivered and rubbed her arms. “He did say so in your loft. It’s fuzzy, but I remember.” 
Gali swallowed hard. “My family explained what happened to you?” Bonbon and Oriakụ nodded, their faces carefully neutral, and Gali tried not to cry. “I’m so sorry,” she said. “After the gunshot, shit felt like it was spiraling out of control, and I just wanted it to stop. I had no idea I could actually . . . stop it like that, and I didn’t have time to figure out how to undo it before Lucifer took me and left.” 
The scent of smoke and musk drifted up from the tunic as Gali ran her hands over it anxiously. 
“I shouldn’t have let him fuck with your memories. I was just . . . I was so terrified that all this shit would fuck you up even worse. I didn’t wanna be the one who dragged y’all into it. I fucked up.” 
“Yeah, you did.” Oriakụ looked unhappy. “It wasn’t great to hear what happened from your family. I mean, they’re sweet, don’t get me wrong, but I don’t know them from shit.” 
Gali nodded. “I should’ve made him go back. I should’ve taken care of y’all.” She dashed tears off her face as they began to fall. “It just felt like a different reality altogether, and I thought you’d be safe like that until I figured shit out.” 
Bonbon gave a small laugh. “Damn, it really is like your grandma said. You put us on hold like toys on a shelf.”
Oriakụ nudged her. “Cut Gali some slack, though. She was being targeted by the Devil himself.” 
“Yeah, about that . . .” Gali looked at them carefully. “Y’all don’t seem as freaked out as I thought you’d be.”
“Oh, I’m freaked out.” Bonbon grinned a little unsteadily. “It’s just that your family seems to be a contingent of bad bitches, and that kinda makes me feel better about the odds.” Her grin faded a bit. “I mean, they also seem to have some actual magic? Which is a whole separate mind-fuck if I think about it too hard.” 
“Like I told you, stop thinking.” Oriakụ smiled faintly at Gali. “I’m not so freaked out. I’m Nigerian.” She shrugged like that explained it all, and Gali made a mental note to pick up that line of conversation at a more convenient time. 
“I’m sorry I lied to y’all, even if it was by omission.” She reached out and grabbed their hands. “I’ve never had friends like you in my life, and I wanted to do everything I could to hold on to it, but all I did was jeopardize it. I’m gonna make it up to you, though, once we get through whatever’s about to go down here.” Gali paused and frowned. “Which I still can’t believe Nana Darling brought you around for.” 
“Well, I’m glad she did so we could see you,” Bonbon replied. “And look, we love you, Gali. Is your family strange as fuck? Yeah, sure. Is this thing with the Devil/Helel guy low-key terrifying? Absolutely.” She squeezed Gali’s hand and smiled. “Am I still glad to be your friend even after you did some magic shit on me? Surprisingly yes.” 
“Very generous of you,” Gali sniffled.
“What can I say? I’m a philanthropist.” Bonbon’s eyes lit up. “Also, this is marvelous material for my next book. A little paranormal horror for the gyaldem.” 
Oriakụ made a face. “Isn’t all horror paranormal?”
Bonbon gave her a disappointed look. “I’m going to pretend you didn’t say that.”
They bickered gently as Gali stared at them both. It hadn’t felt possible, but for a moment, it was as if they were back in the world they used to be in, the same banter and everything. Gali felt a wave of gratitude crash through her—that her family had pushed her beyond her fear and now she was here, with her friends, not hiding parts of who she was, and somehow, it felt like they would be okay. She pulled them into a tight hug, and when her quiet sobs broke against their cheeks, Oriakụ and Bonbon simply held her even tighter, like they never planned on letting her go. 



14.
Lucifer
Lucifer turned in a slow circle, but the foyer remained both silent and empty, with no sign of Galilee. The front door hung open, which was a rather obvious sign, but he widened his perception beyond the mortal senses anyway, just in case. She hadn’t returned to his room upstairs, and indeed, her scent led him out of the house and into the grounds beyond, where it tangled with other threads, curious in their difference but clearly familiar to her. 
It seemed that her family had arrived sooner than he’d expected, which was mildly impressive. Someone among the Kincaids was very good at tracking. It was a detail worth noting. Tracking entities from Hell was a deeply specific skill set, and if things went well, perhaps he could do business with the Kincaids down the line. It was an optimistic and possibly delusional view on the future, but Galilee felt like a beginning, and Lucifer was choosing to hold on to that, rather than the ends his princes were painting for them. Somehow, he would find a way to fix the hellgate, once the angel behind its impairment was identified and dealt with, and he would keep Galilee safe. 
No matter what the others thought, there was no need to bring in Heaven. The rage that filled Lucifer was eternal, bitter, and cloying, and it was all Heaven’s fault. Humans told many lies about him, using him as a foil for their own wickedness, painting lurid pictures of his Fall, but truth be told, Lucifer was just a manager, and he still worked for God. Stripped of his glory, steeped in quiet smoke and retired sulfur, he had one job and that was Hell itself. Should the hellgate break, Heaven would in fact have grounds to mete out a judgment upon him. They had probably been waiting eons for an opportunity like this. 
Lucifer left through the front door and followed Galilee’s trail down to the gardens. Archways of blooming jasmine and honeysuckle trailed above and around him, their tired blossoms carpeting the ground underfoot. Levi’s words kept playing in his head like a haunting. The girl is a distraction. There was too much truth there because she was, she certainly was, and the extent of it bothered Lucifer. Galilee had smelled dangerous since the moment he met her. It had always felt like she didn’t know the full breadth of it, but despite her lack of interest in the hellgate, the timing was still too much of a coincidence to brush off. Something felt coordinated, but he was missing a piece and so the final picture kept dancing out of focus. At least with Galilee, he could seek some truth from the Kincaids, who had conveniently brought themselves into play, but this was all larger than the Kincaids, larger than Galilee herself. 
The breach in the hellgate had happened while Galilee was screaming his name in his arms, her soft body writhing in his bed. Leaving even a glimmer of residue at the scene was either sloppy or the mark of someone confident that they’d get away with their plan. Had they known Lucifer would be distracted, drowning in Galilee’s thighs while his hellgate was being compromised? Everyone seemed to think that his attraction to Galilee made him less of a threat. Lucifer would’ve brushed it off because he was who he was, but as the dusk approached, Levi’s words still danced around him. They sang like a bloodred warning, words spilled over a strategy table as a quiet battle raged. 
The girl is a distraction.
Lucifer cursed into the fading light as an uncomfortable possibility sidled up his spine and sank its talons into his mind. What if Galilee was simply a trap? His lover was a weapon, that much was clear, but her innocence spoke only for her motives. She didn’t even know what she was, and she seemed to have been conditioned away from finding out. A weapon was just that—a weapon, and it could be wielded by someone else. Galilee didn’t have to know she was being used for it to be effective. 
The thought clawed painful grooves into Lucifer, but it wouldn’t let go. Galilee was too perfectly crafted for him and even against him. As temptation, she had been incredibly effective—Lucifer had followed her like an animal incapable of any thought beyond lust from the moment she’d entered his path. If she had been meant as a lure, the implications were too many to untangle in that moment, not when he still needed answers as simple as what she was, but Lucifer’s heart sank to even consider what it would mean. Not for him, but for her, to be used like that. He gritted his teeth and stroked his form under his skin as comfort. If someone had played them both, he would hunt whoever it was to the ends of the earth and make them suffer for tainting the sweetness of everything he’d shared with her. 
Lucifer turned a corner in the garden, and there she was, the girl who burned him so perfectly, locked in a tight embrace with the two human friends they’d left frozen in her apartment. Several feet above her head, her swarm of bees flew in a churning halo. A cluster of armed Kincaid women stood to the side, and all of them were watching Galilee except for a barefoot girl in white overalls with cowries swinging from her short plaits. She was watching Lucifer’s approach, her lips slightly parted and her eyes glinting. Galilee’s grandmother stood next to her, silver hair tight to her scalp in cornrows, gaze fixed on her prodigal grandchild. A few of the Kincaid women flanked the rest, guarding them from the forest they must have walked out of. When one saw Lucifer, her arms were already lifting as her eyes widened, bringing up her crossbow. She took her shot without raising an alarm, and the woman in overalls took one step to her left, reached out her hand, and caught the bolt from the crossbow in midair. Blood dripped out from her hand, and the grandmother whipped her head around, her nostrils flaring. 
“Celestial!” she cried, but then she caught sight of Lucifer, and all the color drained from her face.
Lucifer sighed and stopped walking, holding his palms up. “There’s nothing to be afraid of,” he said. “I mean you no harm.”
All the Kincaids looked in his direction and immediately raised their weapons, taking aim.
It was of no consequence. Instead, he wondered why Celestial had shed her own blood to stop the bolt from hitting him. It was a debt now, a small one, but a smart move if her goal had been to protect herself. 
Galilee peeked out from her friends’ hold. “Luci?” She sounded so anxious, and her eyes darted between him and her family, like she was still worried he would hurt them. 
Lucifer smiled at her, leaving his hands up, even though his palms burned for the want of laying them on her skin. “Galilee.”
Her friends stepped back to give her space, and Oriakụ glared at him while wrapping Bonbon in her arms. “I should have shot you twice,” she hissed. 
A woman in a white linen dress hovered just behind Galilee’s shoulder, a shotgun balanced against her hip. She radiated a motherly hostility that was echoed to various degrees by all the other Kincaids, and Lucifer made a note to ask Galilee what happened to the Kincaid men or what had happened to her father, if she had one. Celestial’s hand was being bandaged swiftly by their grandmother, who was watching Lucifer out of the corner of her eye. 
Galilee’s mother stepped forward, the skirt of her dress fluttering around her knees. “I’m Collette,” she said, far more politely than the look in her eyes. “We’ve come to take Galilee home, so don’t even think about getting in our way. You’ve done her enough harm.” 
“Ma, stop it,” Galilee said. “I told you I’m fine. He didn’t do anything to me.”
Lucifer would have begged to differ, but he was holding his tongue and examining the boiling resistance he’d felt at the idea of anyone taking Galilee away from him. What was this connection the two of them had? Why did it feel so necessary? 
Collette’s face clouded with sorrow. “Baby, don’t you see? We already knew you’d say that now that he’s gripped your mind.”
Lucifer saw anger flash through Gali’s eyes, her jaw tensing before she swallowed it down and turned to her grandmother. “Nana Darling, you have to listen to me. There’s nothing wrong. Please go home.” 
Her grandmother’s mouth thinned as she looked between Galilee and Lucifer. “Child, the wind already carried stories we know to be true. Leaving you with him is completely out of the question.” 
Galilee cast a betrayed look in Celestial’s direction, and her cousin shrugged apologetically. Lucifer watched the lines of tension swirling among the family, as Oriakụ and Bonbon held each other on the periphery, and he waited silently as Galilee confronted her kin. This was his fault for being careless. He should have shielded her when he brought her to the house, instead of letting what they’d shared together be reduced to gossip on the wind. 
“The stories are none of your business,” Galilee bit out. Something new had entered her voice, a sharp buzzing texture to the rage he could sense unfurling inside her. The swarm above her became agitated, thousands of wings vibrating through the air. As Galilee spoke, her words began to singe some of the leaves of the hedges and willows around them. The Kincaids didn’t notice the thin blackened edges, but Lucifer did. He kept his shoulders relaxed, his stance casual. This was between Galilee and her family until it wasn’t. He’d get the truth of what she was eventually from them, because he had to, but if Galilee could manage the current situation, he wasn’t going to get in her way by opening his mouth. 
Her grandmother tried to soften her tone. “We know you couldn’t offer consent freely, child. You don’t need to protect him. Step aside, Galilee.” 
It was only then that Lucifer noticed Galilee had been slowly edging herself over till her body was placed between her family and him. The heat coming from her redoubled, and the Kincaids began to notice. Some of the Kincaids lowered their weapons when Galilee got in the path of their shots, but others didn’t, their jaws set as their eyes flicked over the low burn spreading over the leaves in the garden with alarm. 
Celestial raised her forearm and licked at a dribble of blood that had run from the wound on her palm. The crossbow bolt lay in the grass by her feet. She didn’t say anything. 
“What makes you think I couldn’t offer consent?” Galilee asked, deceptively calm. Oh, but she tasted like a storm, and Lucifer wanted her. He could smell a leash being taken off and it excited him. All around her, the blackening edges flared into red embers, thickening on leaves and branches. A low hum crept into the air, hovering just below their hearing. 
“Come on, baby,” her mother cut in. “He’s the Devil. What power could you possibly have against him?”
A strange look flickered over the grandmother’s face, and Celestial’s nostrils flared imperceptibly. Lucifer’s eyes slitted—those were the two who held answers, deep in their bellies, from the look of things. He’d carved buried truths out of people before, but he’d promised Galilee her family wouldn’t be hurt. The other Kincaids might have fragments of the truth, carefully crafted stories, or warnings currently bolstered by how Galilee’s growing rage was incinerating a small patch of the garden, but it was the grandmother who watched Galilee with wary calculation, not an uninformed fear. 
“You think I’m too weak to say no to Lucifer?” 
Galilee’s voice was getting wild now, and her lips were flushed from the heat pushing off her. Lucifer could feel the sting of it against his skin even from where he stood. He wanted to call out to her, to brush his skin against hers, but this was hers and hers alone, and it was glorious, despite her hurt. She had forgotten about her human friends, forgotten that they had been shielded since she’d known them, and so she didn’t notice the way they were staring at her as red coals burst out of the ground by her feet, as her hands began to glow, light spilling out from her palms like a threat or a blessing. Lucifer bit back a sharp grin. His honeycomb lover was unfolding before his very eyes, and she was the most beautiful thing he’d seen, all simmering fury and burning power. 
“Gali, you gotta hold it,” Celestial said, her feet shuffling on blades of grass that crumbled to ash as she moved.
Galilee didn’t take her eyes off her mother. “Nah, let her say it with her chest. You think I’m so weak, Ma?”
Collette blinked and glanced at Gali’s hands. The light coming off her daughter’s skin illuminated the red coals circling her on the ground. “Galilee, we just want to protect you.” 
“Who told you I needed to be protected?” Galilee hissed. A willow tree by them groaned as its waving branches caught aflame. The Kincaid women glanced up at it, and several of them gasped. They stepped back, dark caution warring with love in their eyes as Galilee clenched her fists and the light from her hands whitened into something clear and sharp and dangerous. They had never seen her like this, Lucifer realized, and they were afraid. 
Still, as much as it pleased him to see her drop the helpless skin they had stitched her into, Lucifer also knew Galilee would never forgive herself for losing control and hurting the people she loved. All her rage was really just rooted in an old, old hurt. These people had kept the truth from her for years, and they were still working so hard to convince her she was just like them, instead of setting her free, preparing her for what lived inside her. It was one thing to keep your true form leashed, like he did. It was another to have been raised entirely on a leash, to not even realize the leash was there, or who was holding it, or why they had placed the leash in the first place. 
Galilee was breathing hard, her hands bloodless and throbbing with white light. “I told Celestial I didn’t need y’all riding to my rescue, but none of you ever fucking listen to me. I will not step aside, Nana Darling. I chose him because I wanted to, do you understand?” Her eyes were shattered ink, frozen in place, piercing into her grandmother’s. “Do you hear me, Nana? Because I wanted to.” 
Something unspoken passed between them as the ground burned around Gali, and her grandmother closed her eyes, her body sagging. “I warned you, child,” she whispered. “I warned you about that want.” 
Galilee made a visible attempt to gentle her voice in return. “I know, Nana Darling. But the sun still gonna rise in the morning, whether we like it or not.” 
Her grandmother looked devastated. “And so you lay with Satan himself, with the enemy of worlds? That did not have to be inevitable, Galilee. Look how you burn even now, as if he raised you from a pit of Hell.” 
Lucifer felt the words land on Galilee as strongly as if her grandmother had struck her. The heat around them tightened, and the light from Galilee’s hands flared, casting deep shadows on her face. 
“So I’m evil now, Nana?” she asked unsteadily, looking around at her family. “That’s what you going with?”
A Kincaid with a sawed-off shotgun shifted her weapon from Lucifer to Galilee, and after a brief hesitation, another Kincaid with a pair of pistols did the same. Galilee drew in a ragged breath as she watched them do it, and her friends gasped softly, alarm filling their expressions. 
“Please,” Bonbon said. “Don’t hurt Gali.”
“Stay out of this,” the one with the sawed-off snapped. The family was now split, most of them staring at those two in shock.
“Jesmyn, baby,” one of them said to the woman with the pistols. “She’s our niece.” 
Jesmyn spared an anguished glance. “I’m sorry, Peony, I really am. I’m not tryna hurt Gali, and you know I don’t agree with Sage half the time, but we don’t know if she’s in control of herself. I gotta protect you and Celestial.” 
Celestial looked over at the mention of her name, faintly surprised. “You don’t gotta worry about me, Ma.”
Jesmyn’s jaw tightened. “I’m not worried about you. I’m worried about this shit Gali’s pulling.”
Sage scoffed, her hold on the sawed-off not wavering an inch. “I been worried about the shit Gali be pulling. But none of y’all would listen to me.” 
All the women were sweating now as roiling shadows danced over their bodies, Galilee’s light bouncing around the garden. They looked confused and scared, but it still took a monumental effort for Lucifer to restrain his fury. Fuck the promises he’d made. He would add his power to Galilee’s and burn these gardens and everyone in them to a cinder before he let any of them spill a drop of her blood. One of the Kincaids was holding back Collette, who was looking at Sage with pure violence simmering in her eyes. Celestial frowned, her fingers flexing spasmodically. 
Galilee’s grandmother still hadn’t answered the question about evil. In the face of that silence, Galilee choked back a sob, and the temperature of the garden spiked precipitously, forcing gasps out of all the humans. Their white clothes dampened with perspiration. 
“Galilee,” Lucifer called, unable to hold his silence while she suffered alone. Galilee turned to look at him, and grief was a clawing mask on her face. Lucifer’s chest tore a little. “Oh, beloved . . .” 
“The Devil calls you like a dog and you answer like the whore you are,” Sage hissed out, her face contorting in disgust. Galilee’s mother broke out of the hold she was in to backhand Sage, sending her sprawling to the ground, the sawed-off tumbling off to the side. 
“Watch your mouth,” Collette snarled, her lip curling with disgust. 
Sage glared up from the seared grass. “Like calls to like, Collette. I warned you all. I told you she smelled wrong. All that light was unnatural, and you still dragged her out of the woods and brought her home. Now it’s spilling out of her like a lanced boil.” 
Celestial clenched her fist and stepped closer. “That’s enough,” she said quietly.
“When will it be enough? We marched out here to rescue her from a monster, but look around you!” Sage gestured wildly to the burning garden. “Our own blood burns as she attacks us with fire—we raised the monster, cousin!” 
Collette grabbed the sawed-off shotgun and leveled it at Sage in one fluid motion. “Insult my baby one more time and I’ll blow a hole in your face,” she invited. 
Sage stared down the barrels of her own gun, then shook her head and smiled, her teeth smeared with blood. “Oh, but she’s not your baby, is she, Collette?” 
A resounding silence poured over the garden, and Collette staggered back, her hold on the gun sagging. Sage grinned triumphantly, and in the surprised emptiness, Galilee looked to her mother, her face paling beneath her freckles. 
“What did she just say, Ma?”
Collette could not answer, her eyes fixed on Sage with rapidly dawning shock and rage. Galilee swiftly turned to her grandmother, fear crawling over her face as she processed the words Sage had spat out. 
“Nana Darling. She’s lying, ain’t she?”
Lucifer could hear every plea packed into the words. Tell me it’s not true. Tell me I’m my mother’s child. 
When the old woman dropped her gaze, Lucifer was almost certain he heard Galilee’s heart break.



15.
Galilee
Her aunt wasn’t lying.
Sage had always been a heinous bitch as far as Gali was concerned, but truth had a particular taste, heavy and iron, and it was thudding all around them in the garden. It was in the bend of Nana Darling’s neck and the way she couldn’t look Gali in the eye, as if she was ashamed. Gali wanted it to be a lie, so badly she could taste the desire frantic on her tongue. She’d been raised to think that she’d come from Collette’s body, been born in her blood. She’d been loved by Collette, raised by Collette, and in that, she was her child, sure enough, but that wasn’t the point just now. 
Sage was insinuating there was no blood between them. And if there was no blood between them, then there was no blood between Gali and any of the others. There was no blood between her and Nana Darling, who had aged years in the few seconds since Sage had spoken, and there was no blood between her and Celestial, who was looking at her with that same pity she’d had all Gali’s life, every time she’d tried to tell Gali the family was keeping a secret from her. Zélie and Leah looked just as horrified as everyone else, and Jesmyn had let her pistols lower, her mouth hanging open. 
The power was spinning out of Gali now, far beyond dreams and buzzing mirrors and broken televisions. It was raging and hungry, her hands humming with light, and Gali didn’t think she could control it anymore. She wasn’t sure she wanted to, not when everything hurt this much. 
“This the secret?” she said to Celestial, grief muddling her voice. “She’s not my mother?”
Nana Darling gave Celestial a sharp glance, but Celestial ignored it. “That’s some of it,” she replied.
Gali felt like rage was going to implode in her throat, like the stinging was going to shred her from the inside out.
“What’s the rest?” She wanted to shake her grandmother, bruise that stubborn silence out of her. “What else you keeping from me?” 
She couldn’t feel her body anymore. All that existed was the growing expanse of numbness radiating out of her and how she wanted it to be bigger, bigger, until it ate up the whole world and there was no more hurt, no more betrayal, no more nothing. She could feel her bees hovering above her, but they were sympathetic, they had always understood her, they might as well be part of her. If she told them to swoop down and sink themselves into Kincaid flesh, to die for her, they would. It was a small comfort, but not enough to stop the light that exhaled and spread over her skin, up her arms and down her legs, wrapping her torso and covering her face until she stood there as a blazing column in a treasonous garden. 
“Galilee.” Lucifer’s voice was low and warm. “Pull in your power.”
Sage sneered, still bleeding on the scorched grass. “Listen to your new master, girl.”
Gali stared at her, then met the eyes of the rest of her family as ash nipped at their shoes—her aunts, her cousins, her mother. Shirley was holding her machete like she didn’t know who to point it at. Jesmyn still had distrust all gritty and ugly in her eyes as she looked between Gali and Lucifer. None of them really believed she had chosen him. They still thought she was weak—weak enough to be manipulated by the Devil to turn against her own family, weak enough that they didn’t trust her because they thought he was the more powerful one, because they didn’t see her. Her grandmother knew things about Gali that she herself didn’t, and so did Celestial, but even they wanted a story where she was weak, where the Devil could control her. 
Gali didn’t turn around to look at Lucifer. She didn’t need to. She could already see him standing there, dark skin glowing from the light pouring off her, those gold-flecked earthen eyes, that coarse black hair curling around his ears. Gali could smell the fear rising off her family just as she could smell the power rising off Lucifer, smoked and spiced and eons old. The Kincaids understood what he was on a visceral level, no matter how harmless he tried to look, no matter how quietly he stood there. It just made him seem more dangerous. Gali knew one of the reasons her family hadn’t yet launched whatever attack they’d planned was because Lucifer in the flesh was far more terrifying than the Devil in theory. That, and they were recoiling from Gali’s power. 
“We should’ve sent you back, drowned you in the creek,” Sage continued, her teeth glittering like rubies in the sweltering air. “The Devil sticks his dick in you and you turn against us. You think no one noticed you showed up in his fucking clothes?” 
Collette was still staring at Sage with a shocked hurt that stretched beyond Gali’s understanding. “I can’t believe you saying this shit. Galilee is ours.” 
“Not anymore,” Sage replied. She coughed, and her bitter eyes found Gali’s as she spat her next words out. “Nana Darling’s going to disown you for being Satan’s whore, and you fucking deserve it.” 
Collette drew back with a raised knee, about to stomp Sage into the ground, but Gali raised a hand, and her mother stopped, fury and grief warring under her skin. Gali looked over her family, smelling their doubts. She was fading in their eyes, becoming not real, a stranger who had fucked the Devil and was out of control. Gali could almost understand it. Things had passed the horizon of all their imaginations, and they were all walking through unmapped land. She took a deep breath and she called back her power, even though it lacerated her to do it. Her light retreated to just under her skin, and for a moment, she wondered if she and Lucifer looked alike, radiant and inhuman. Embers crept off the grass and leaves, fell off the branches and petals of the garden around them, winding their way back to Gali in a churning river of burning pieces. She watched it froth at her feet for a few moments, ignoring the shocked murmurs from her family, then Gali turned and walked over to Lucifer. The low cloud of broken fire followed her like a second swarm, heat trailing around her ankles and ash floating in the air. She felt damn near invincible, like she was boiling with power, but everything still hurt. 
Lucifer watched her hungrily as she approached, and when Gali placed her hand on his chest just like she had the previous night, he let out a soft exhale, and thick blackness crept over the whites of his eyes. Collette gave a small scream behind her, but Gali tuned it out, tipping her head up to the sun that was Lucifer’s face. He raised a hand and caressed her cheek with those gorgeous fingers, his nails gleaming like pearls. Gali leaned into his touch for a brief second before stepping back so that a mere foot of space separated them. Lucifer never stopped looking at her—Gali could feel his gaze burning against her as she turned back to her family. The embers kept bubbling and boiling at her feet, longing to be inhaled by her, but Gali made them wait. 
“You may know my secrets before I do,” she said, meeting her grandmother’s eyes. “But you don’t fucking know me.”
The heat roared, and Gali had to take a breath. There was so much blazing power at her fingertips, leashed so tightly, but there was something she had to do first, while she was just herself. It resonated behind her sternum, in the place where she knew things without proof of their knowing, just the weight of their truth knocking against her bone. 
She didn’t look behind her.
“Lucifer,” she said. “Kneel.”
Nana Darling’s face went gray, and even Celestial flinched. Gali didn’t need to look behind her. She could hear the soft crackle of embers and denim as the King of Hell fell to his knees at her command. She could see the sheen of terror pass from face to face as her family looked upon her and her lover. Oriakụ and Bonbon were still holding each other, their eyes huge and their jaws slack with surprise. That was fine. 
It was time now. There would be no more lies, no more stories to keep her worlds apart. Gali slid the leash off and let the burning river take her. It punctured her body, a churning flood of live coals and flaming embers that washed over her skin and sank within. There was no numbness anymore, just a sea of pain and rage and sheer razing power. There was a creek reversing its flow at the touch of her hand, an oak that had stood for hundreds of years crumbling into ash that gathered inside her cheek; there was a baying in the dark groves and fresh red blood on the leaves. Gali felt the fire creep through her body and spike up her neck, wrapping sharp tendrils into her eyes. Her vision blurred, and the light under her skin flared once, a star breaking open, a blinding vision. Everyone flung their arms up to protect their faces as the garden became a sea of piercing brightness. When it cleared, Gali could feel all the light locked under her eyelids, and she knew exactly how her eyes looked now—irises drained of all color, just white light from corner to corner. 
Everything was almost too sharp in her sight, and her mother was weeping. Gali took a precise step backward so she was standing next to Lucifer. She could feel power beating out from her, pulses against the air. There was no stinging in her bones, no ache, and no want, because she was full, so full of light and heat and force. Gali didn’t look down as she reached out, sliding her hand through Lucifer’s hair and pulling his head back. She let her power dance along the path, igniting through her fingers and leaping into his skull. She didn’t flinch when the Devil screamed, a short, guttural sound, as she bent his throat open to the sky. 
“My name is Galilee Kincaid,” she said, fixing her eyes on her grandmother as the grass bent away from the worlds in her breath, as the King of Hell panted for air, kneeling at her feet. “And now you’re gonna tell me what the fuck I am.” 
There was absolute silence for one heartbeat, then two.
Nana Darling swallowed hard and nodded. “Stand down,” she ordered. “All Kincaids, fall back.” 
Gali watched as the women who’d raised her and loved her finally lowered their weapons. Celestial was watching her with curiosity, and Collette gave Gali a small smile, but everyone else’s fear was even louder now. Bonbon and Oriakụ looked shaken, their eyes still huge in their heads. It didn’t matter. Gali couldn’t keep hiding and her family couldn’t either. If fear was what it took to get the truth, then so be it. 
“We’ll give you both a minute,” Collette said, before herding the Kincaid women several paces back. Oriakụ and Bonbon fell in line with them, and they all gathered in a loose huddle, putting away their weapons and talking in a low, anxious hum. Celestial put her hand to their grandmother’s elbow and led her away, and then it was just Galilee standing in burned grass, her hand still fisted in Lucifer’s hair. 
She let out a shaky breath and spun around, releasing his hair and dropping into a crouch before him. “Lucifer . . .”
He cupped her face in his hands and smiled at her. “It’s okay, Galilee. I’m unhurt.”
Gali was trembling. How could he be okay? How deeply had she burned him by not leashing her power? “I hurt you,” she whispered. “Don’t lie to me. You screamed.” 
Tears filled her eyes, and Lucifer’s face swam in and out of focus, that beautiful hooked nose, his thick eyebrows, his hooded eyes. Gali fell forward onto her knees and felt him wrap his arms around her, pulling her against his body as she choked back a sob. There was no time to cry. Gali tried to tug away, and when Lucifer didn’t budge, she tried to dampen her power so it wouldn’t sear through him again. 
“Stop that,” the Devil ordered. “Never turn down your volume around me.” 
Gali clutched at his shirt. “You screamed, Luci.” 
A warm chuckle brushed against her ear. “Galilee, I nearly came,” he whispered, his voice light with amusement. Gali choked and broke into a cough, her eyes tearing up as Lucifer patted her back. 
“Don’t play with me,” she scolded, still keeping her face tucked close to his neck. “It’s not gonna make me feel better.”
In response, Lucifer pressed his hips against her belly, and blood rushed to Gali’s face as she felt his erection straining under the denim. “Oh my God,” she whispered, fighting back a hysterical laugh as relief washed through her. “My family is right there, Lucifer! What is wrong with you?” 
He was okay. He was okay. She hadn’t wounded him. 
Lucifer ran a hand over her hair and pulled gently on a loose curl. Gali could feel Celestial and her grandmother glancing over at her. 
“Seems like there’s an old score to settle,” the Devil said.
That was one way to put it. It was certainly old, as old as she’d been alive, a secret that had shrouded her as a baby, that had grown into her skin as she did, and now she was about to rip it off. 
“Do you wish to speak to them alone?” he asked.
Gali shook her head immediately. “Nah. It helps to have you close.”
She could see that he understood.
“We’re always monsters to the humans,” he said.
Gali nodded. This was what she had chosen the moment she’d let the rage unlock her light, the moment she’d felt herself snap and had welcomed it. Maybe it was the power racing through her veins, but she didn’t regret it. She was smashing her world to pieces, and all she wanted was the truth, so she could have something honest to start building back on. If that cost her her family, then she’d deal with it, with the hurt and rage and betrayal, and maybe she’d crash later, but right now? Right now she was immense and they were afraid of her, and she was too big, too powerful, to care. She was going to get some fucking answers. 
Gali took a deep breath and walked over to her family, who had folded Oriakụ and Bonbon among them and settled down on the grass in a scattered semicircle, with Celestial, Collette, and Nana Darling at the front. Gali sat across from them, tucking in her legs. The ground was warm and layered with ash in the aftermath of her power flare. Lucifer lowered himself to the ground just behind her shoulder, and Nana Darling’s eyes flitted warily in his direction. 
“Just pretend he’s a man,” Gali said, exasperation coloring her voice. They were acting like he’d ripped babies apart in front of them, for God’s sake. 
Collette swayed forward, her body leaning toward her daughter. “Is that how you see him, baby? As just a man?”
Gali glanced away. Her mother’s face was carrying too many things: sorrow, a plea for forgiveness, a secret she still hadn’t shared. “I’m not here to discuss my relationship with Lucifer,” she replied, and she almost felt him purr behind her. She’d called it a relationship. 
Collette pulled back and folded her hands in her lap. “Of course.”
Gali lifted her eyes to Nana Darling, her chest aching as she registered how broken her grandmother looked, as if she had lost Gali and were there talking to a ghost, as if there was nothing left of Gali to see. Had Nana Darling needed the secret that much? Maybe it had been a buffer veiling Gali, making her look as human as the other children. Just a favored Kincaid, like the rest of them. Nothing too strange. Nothing too strong. Celestial was right next to Nana Darling, but Gali couldn’t quite bring herself to look at her cousin. Sure, Celestial had tried to lead her to the truth over the years, she knew that, but maybe Celestial should have tried harder. Maybe she should’ve just told Gali, whether Gali was ready or not. 
Some secrets shouldn’t be kept.
Nana Darling was gazing off into nothing, and Gali dug her fingernails into her palms. She could make her grandmother talk. The power was whispering all that possibility to her, telling her how the light could burn and force chattering truths out of singed lips. It wasn’t something you would do to family, but Nana Darling had called her evil, so did that make them enemies? Celestial coughed loudly, and Gali’s eyes swung over to her. Her cousin was the only Kincaid looking at her without any guilt or awkwardness, just a touch of pride, as if she liked what Gali was turning into, even the cruel bits. Celestial gave her a small nod, then leaned her shoulder against their grandmother’s, nudging her. 
“It’s time, Nana Darling,” she said. “We have to tell.”



16.
Leviathan
When Galilee Kincaid first walked into the parlor with Lucifer, she’d brought a wave of power with her, hot and heavy and thick as it rolled through the room. Leviathan could detect power as if it were a fragrance, an oiled perfume on a lover’s pulse points, and Galilee smelled like crumpled tobacco burning in sheaves in the corners of a temple. It made Leviathan immediately wary. Her power smelled a little and too much like Lucifer’s—both of them with that smoke, as if you were burning two desperate things in two different worlds. Leviathan made a note to share this finding with Lucifer once they were alone; surely it had some significance. 
He could understand why Lucifer was clinging so tightly to the girl—the Devil had been lonely for long enough that even the threat Galilee presented to him was welcome. Leviathan tried not to think about how Luci’s voice had dropped when he mentioned how arousing it was to be burned by the girl’s touch; it reminded the prince too much of the things he used to share with the King of Hell, in that other life. Back then, Lucifer had liked to be the one giving out pain, yet Leviathan couldn’t help but wonder what he would look like receiving it, his beautiful mouth gasping open, his eyes flushing black. It was entirely possible Leviathan loathed Galilee because she would know, if she didn’t already. She could gaze into Lucifer’s flecked eyes as he panted under her hand, while Leviathan could only guess, with too much pride to do anything else. He’d burned up that privilege of intimacy eons ago, because Lucifer himself had made it worthless, but Leviathan knew Luci would’ve welcomed him back after the apologies and the changed behavior, a fresh Morningstar who Leviathan refused to touch. 
The Devil didn’t understand. He thought Leviathan still held a grudge, and the prince allowed that, holding it up as a shield, because the truth was worse. Leviathan had loved the son of the morning so much, so utterly, when he was a sadistic, broken bastard—how much more of his heart would be lost if he dared to love Lucifer as he was now, this angel who kept his promises, who had become better in the pit he was supposed to rot in? No, Leviathan had chosen not to throw himself into such unpredictable flames. Burning once had been more than enough, and while he truly had never cared about Luci’s other lovers, none of them had been this copper-haired, freckled false human with an unseemly glut of power who was standing in the princes’ parlor and looking up at Lucifer with doe eyes, like he was going to save her. 
Leviathan had polished his blade and let the anger simmering in him leap out each time he snapped at the girl. He wanted Galilee to feel like a human, even if she wasn’t one; he wanted her to not matter, to step away from Luci, to die and leave them all with what had taken them immeasurable time to build, this little faction of theirs that Leviathan cherished, even the assholes like Mephis. Faintly, in the back of his head, Leviathan wondered what would have happened if he’d met Galilee before Lucifer did. He would’ve known she wasn’t human, of course, the singed tobacco reek of her power would’ve made sure of that, but she might not have had to die. 
She was beautiful because of her power, but her flesh wasn’t unwelcome—the curves that had slid under Luci’s tunic, the softness of her lips. Leviathan had taken his own share of lovers over the lifetimes, and he could admit to himself, albeit reluctantly, that the girl would’ve been a pleasure to touch. When he’d barged into Lucifer’s room earlier, there had been a second before Luci whipped out his wings, and that second was all Leviathan needed for a look. Galilee had been naked in bed, sitting up on her elbows with her hair mussed, all freckled and fucked out with a swollen mouth. Somehow, she seemed more naked in the parlor wearing Luci’s clothes than she had upstairs, shocked and staring at Leviathan. He could easily bring to mind her dark honey nipples and the fullness of her breasts, but Leviathan pushed that errant lust out of his head, replacing it with the certainty of her death. This was what it meant to serve the Morningstar: an unflinching loyalty and a clarity of purpose, even when Luci’s eyes were obscured by a pretty face who could burn him alive. 
After Lucifer left to go meet the Kincaids, the other princes immediately fell into a heated discussion about the hellgate and the angelic residue, some of them gathering their weapons to provide backup for Astaroth as he hunted whatever had escaped from Hell. Leviathan returned to his gloomy corner of the parlor and Belial followed him, her tattooed snakes writhing and her eyes disapproving. 
“I’m not a fan of how you looked at the girl,” she said bluntly, leaning against the wall.
“I thought I did murderous rather well,” he replied, even though her words raised an unwelcome alarm. She shouldn’t have noticed anything. 
Belial didn’t blink. “You’ve changed your attitude toward her, Levi. A day ago, you were cold and indifferent. You would’ve snapped her neck and been on your way before her body even hit the ground.” 
“Oh?”
One of the irritating things about Lucifer shifting the dynamic of the princes was that the intimacy was contagious now that it was safe. Leviathan fought to keep his lip from curling with disgust. Belial leaned in slightly. 
“You hate her now, Levi. That’s not the same thing as indifference. That’s not cold.” Behind her accusations, her eyes were worried. “You’re heating up, and you don’t heat up. Not you. Not for some bitch Luci’s fucking.” 
Leviathan knew for sure that he hadn’t flinched at the last words, but Belial’s face lit up with revelation just from hearing herself say the words out loud. 
“Sweet Hell, Levi, is that it?” She cocked her head to one side and frowned. “I thought you were over him,” she said, more gently. 
An unreasonable surge of rage rose up in Leviathan and he shoved it back down, his jaw grinding. “I have nothing to say about this,” he bit out, “other than the girl dies.” 
Belial watched him for a few moments, then sighed. “Leviathan, Luci felt things with you, you know?”
It was a completely unexpected thing for her to say.
It was a completely unwelcome thing for her to say. They had never overtly discussed his relationship with Lucifer, but this sounded very much like Luci had talked to Belial about it at some point. Leviathan refused to show any curiosity, any reaction in fact—certainly not the stab of pain that went through his chest. Belial didn’t seem to care. 
“I know he said he hadn’t felt anything in however long until Galilee, but that’s because he hasn’t had you in all that time. You do know that, right?” 
He was absolutely not going to answer. Fuck this. Fuck Belial, and fuck Lucifer for ever telling her whatever he’d told her, whatever lies of what Leviathan had meant to him. They weren’t worth the strips of curling skin lying betrayed on the floor. 
“The girl dies” was all he could manage to say out loud.
Belial loosened up and scoffed, letting the fraught moment slip past. “I got no problem with that. I’m just saying, after you kill his new lover, maybe you should think about fucking your man again, that’s all.” 
Leviathan gave her an incredulous stare, and Belial laughed out loud.
“He’s always been yours, Levi. Waiting around for whenever you’re ready to take him back.”
“He—” Leviathan’s voice snagged in his throat.
Belial’s laughter faded. “I know what he did.”
He found his voice at that and filled it with contempt. “You think I should forgive him?” 
“Fuck no!” Belial looked disgusted at the thought. “But someone’s gotta say this, Levi. Luci fucked you over and you didn’t do shit about it.” 
Frustration boiled up in Leviathan. She was talking as if he’d made conscious choices about how to treat Lucifer in the wake of things, but Leviathan had simply been surviving the blow his lover had dealt him. It wasn’t as if he could find justice—a laughable concept, considering that they belonged to and in Hell. Some would say they deserved anything and everything that happened to them in there. 
“What would you have me do?” he bit out.
Belial leaned in, her eyes sharp with amusement. “Isn’t it obvious?” she whispered. “You do what we were made to do, what should be done in Hell.” 
Her smile glinted unpleasantly. 
“You punish him.” 



17.
Darling
Darling Kincaid did not believe in regrets.
She’d lived a long life, longer than most, like all the Kincaid women before her, and she’d made all her choices with open eyes. They were the best choices she could have made in those moments—of that she was sure—and so it was pointless to wish she had made different ones. If she could go back, she would do everything exactly as she had done it the first time. Still, no amount of confidence in her decisions could protect her from the consequences of them, and that was a truth that Darling knew all too well. 
As she looked at the granddaughter sitting before her with blazing white eyes, she felt the familiar weight of consequence heavy on the back of her neck. Darling sighed and lifted her chin. 
“You are a Kincaid,” she said, her voice surprisingly strong even to her own ears. “You are ours.”
Across from her, Gali’s face contorted with emotion. “That ain’t quite true, is it, Nana Darling?”
Collette hissed in a breath. “Don’t you call your grandmother a liar, Galilee Kincaid.”
Gali clenched her fists, just like she had when she was a child at the big house. “Do I call you a liar then, Ma? Do I call everyone a liar?” Her eyes swung back to Darling, hurt and accusing. “How you go from calling me evil to telling me I’m still one of you?” 
Darling had raised every child in the big house with those words, over and over, a mantra of belonging she’d hoped would sink past their bones and into their marrow. She’d thought it would be enough to ward off the other things about Galilee, but clearly, she’d been wrong, because this precious child was sitting with them in a garden owned by Hell, with the Devil himself at her shoulder. Darling avoided looking too closely at him. His beauty was blinding, luminescent, and that’s why she’d had to remind herself and her granddaughter out loud that he was evil, that he was the enemy. God knows it was hard enough to remember when you saw his face or the way he stared at Galilee like she was salvation itself. Darling didn’t trust it worth a damn. He was too old, and Galilee was too bright. Who wouldn’t want to collect her, use her to illuminate their existence? But then Galilee would grow old and die, and the Devil would move on, and this child who Darling had carried out of the woods would have spent her life being nothing but a lantern to the King of Hell. No, Darling could not approve of this road, no matter what Galilee wanted with that terrible want of hers. 
Celestial put her hand on Darling’s knee, startling her back to the present. Galilee was glaring at her expectantly with her new and inhuman eyes. 
“We took you in a creek deal,” Darling said, and the force of memory slammed into her like a careening truck. “I could show you as I tell you, if you like.” 
It was a peace offering—Galilee had always loved Darling’s memoryscapes. Even now, the tension on the girl’s face eased up. She turned quickly to whisper to the Devil, and Collette took the chance to lean over. 
“You sure, Nana Darling? In front of him?” 
Darling shrugged. “It makes no difference at this point.” She’d been ready to call down every force she could summon when she’d thought Galilee was being coerced or manipulated, but her granddaughter had chosen this, and Darling knew how stubborn the child was. The Devil wasn’t going anywhere anytime soon, no matter what Darling thought of him, and she wasn’t willing to go up against her granddaughter just yet. 
Galilee turned back and nodded at her grandmother. “Please show me, Nana Darling.” She was always polite when she was nervous. Darling wished she could stitch the girl in front of her to the one she’d raised. Maybe in time, maybe when there was enough truth between them to make into thread. 
Darling closed her eyes and let the memory explode out of her, a nimbus of light and time fracturing into the garden around them. She heard everyone gasp, and when she opened her eyes, they were in both the garden now and the woods twenty-five years ago. A younger Darling was wading by the bank of a creek while a toddler played in the water, deeper than would have appeared safe. 
“I was gathering roots,” she said, watching herself work. “Celestial was with me.”
Gali glanced at the toddler, then at her cousin in surprise. “That was you?”
Celestial nodded, her eyes wandering over the memoryscape. “Looks just like I remember,” she said. “You can almost smell the leaves and the water.” 
Darling watched as the Devil leaned forward, his gold-flecked eyes bright with curiosity. “What a gift you have, old woman,” he said. 
The fine hairs at the back of Darling’s neck prickled at his voice, the way the burning cold in it reminded her of Galilee’s power. 
He looked at the toddler in the memoryscape. “You weren’t afraid she would drown?”
“Celestial was born in the creeks,” Darling replied. “She damn near breathes in water.”
The Devil gave Galilee an amused look. “Your family makes a lot more sense the more I learn about them,” he said, his voice low and teasing, as if they were the only ones in the garden. It unnerved Darling more than she was willing to show. She retreated to her memoryscape, to the lines of stress bracketing her younger self’s mouth. 
“Collette was trying to have a child,” she said out loud, and Galilee looked over in surprise.
“Trying.” The girl repeated the word slowly, and Collette reached for Darling’s hand before facing Galilee.
“It wouldn’t take. I kept miscarrying, and after a while . . .” Collette’s voice trailed off into a choked sob, and Darling squeezed her hand. 
“Take your time, child.”
Collette nodded and took a few deep, controlled breaths before continuing. “After a while, I just couldn’t do it anymore, couldn’t keep trying. We sent my lover away, and I lay in bed feeling like the world was lying on top of me.” 
The Devil fixed his eyes on Darling, and even though his gaze was warm, it chilled her to the bone. “Do you always send your men away?” 
The ghost of a memory twisted a dull blade in Darling’s soul, but she forced an answer out through her lips anyway. “Always. No men can live on Kincaid land, only visit.” 
“And if one of you swelled with a child who would become a man?”
Darling did not lower her eyes. “Then that child would not be born,” she stated flatly.
Silence fell in the garden as the Devil considered her words, but Darling had no intention of giving him any further information. Kincaid bargains were Kincaid business. 
To her surprise, the Devil turned to Collette instead. “I am sorry for your losses,” he said.
Collette ducked her head. “Thank you,” she replied softly.
A mild breeze blew through the memoryscape, and baby Celestial giggled as she splashed after a fish. Darling kissed the top of Collette’s head before continuing with her story, directing her words at Galilee. “Celestial and I were foraging for ingredients,” she explained. “A recipe Peony thought might help. We had tried everything.” 
Darling looked down the creek just as her younger self straightened up to turn in the same direction.
“And then she came.” 
The air in the remembered woods changed, became hot and frantic. Humidity dragged its tongue over Darling’s skin, both then and now, as the creek waters rose and churned. In the memory, Darling grabbed Celestial and held her to her chest as she stared at the unknown woman who had waded into view, water frothing around her thighs. She was dressed in a bloodstained shift, and she held a naked baby in her arms. The infant was utterly drenched in blood, with a severed gray umbilical cord tied off and swinging over the woman’s arms. The woman’s eyes were wild. Her dark hair was wet and clung to her hollow cheeks, and the creek battered water at her legs, as if it was trying to drown her. 
Galilee gasped at the memoryscape, and beside her, the Devil’s eyes narrowed. “She wasn’t human,” he said to Darling.
“Ah, you can tell that?” Darling tilted her head at the scene: the heaving stranger, her younger self, Celestial’s wide and unafraid eyes. “I just thought she was a witch, the way the waters sought her out.” 
“Is that me?” Galilee was staring at the blood-drenched infant in shock. “I was . . . that new?”
“You were all I was afraid for,” Darling replied.
In the memory, she gently set Celestial down on a large rock and reached her arms out to the woman.
“Come here, child,” the younger Darling said. “Let’s get you out of the water before that baby catches her death of cold.”
The woman laughed jaggedly. “Wouldn’t it be funny,” she rasped, “if it was the water that killed her?” She held the baby tightly to her chest, smearing more blood on the shift. “She’ll never be safe with me, you know.” 
Collette was watching the memory with a storm of emotions crossing her face. “I’ve never seen this,” she murmured. “I never knew this was what she was like.” 
“She sounded mad,” Darling replied, “but that was nothing strange in a new mother.”
“Did she give you her name?” the Devil asked, and Darling shook her head.
The woman in the woods looked down at the baby’s face. “Maybe I made a mistake,” she whispered. “Maybe there is no coming back from this.” Her gaze wandered down to the water, and her hold on the child slackened, the baby’s body stuttering in her arms. 
“No!” younger Darling cried out, taking a step forward. “Give her to me, not to the water. She’s too small to survive it.”
The woman looked up at Darling. “I know,” she said flatly. “And yet, she is like me, unnatural.”
“That’s fine. I know unnatural children. I’ve raised them. Give her to me and she’ll be safe.”
“Ah,” the woman crooned, as the creek kept churning around her. “But will you?”
“I’ll take my chances.”
The woman seemed to be thinking, and Darling stepped closer in the memory.
“We don’t ask about fathers here,” she said. “We keep the girls safe.”
A strong feeling flashed through the woman’s face. “The child isn’t human,” she said. “It’s in her blood.”
“It’s of no matter. She’ll be loved anyway.”
In the garden, Darling watched her younger self bargain for Galilee’s life. “We knew from the beginning, you see,” she admitted. “You were conceived and birthed beyond humans. I thought she was running away from your father.” 
“You saw what she wanted you to see,” Celestial said softly. “A desperate woman with a baby in her arms.”
Darling glanced at Celestial, the creek’s witness and guardian. “And what did you see?”
Celestial gazed at the memoryscape, not that she needed it. She could always remember every detail of her past, no matter how young she’d been. 
“The lady wasn’t afraid. She was . . . exhilarated. The branches had torn at her hair and at her shift, and she didn’t care. She didn’t have a scratch on her skin. The creek got so cold.” She looked at Galilee. “She held you like a prize in her arms, cousin.” 
Darling nodded. “I worried that it was already too late. You were so quiet, too quiet.”
Sure enough, the baby was still and silent and scarlet in the woman’s arms. “Is she asleep?” younger Darling asked.
“After a fashion.” The woman looked down at the infant with a terrifying indifference. “I hated all that noise, so I made her stop.” 
Darling stretched out her arms a quarter of a century ago. “Give her to me, child. I just want to see if she’s hurt.”
A calculating edge slid into the woman’s eyes. “What will you give me in return?” she asked, and Darling froze.
Galilee drew in a breath as she watched. “She wanted to cut a deal.”
“Yes,” Darling replied. “And that was when I knew she was telling the truth about being unnatural, because she knew. She knew enough to step into the creek on Kincaid land, to find me, and then to offer a barter.” 
The Devil glanced at Galilee with a question in his eyes, and Celestial answered for her cousin. “Kincaid barters are . . . different,” she explained. “More power, more consequence. Lifelines can change, so we don’t make them easily.” She shot Galilee a look with her last words, and Galilee rolled her eyes in response but left it at that. 
“Ah,” said the Devil. “I see.”
Darling looked at Galilee, her little honeyed child. “The consequences of our barters can shift worlds,” she said. “But what could I do? There was a newborn who needed a mother who wouldn’t drown her, and I had a daughter at home who needed a child’s love to stitch her back together.” 
“The woods gave us a gift,” Celestial said to Galilee. Then, conversationally: “Also, it really did look like she was going to kill you.” 
In the memory, Darling’s face drew up cold. “What are you?” she asked the woman. “You can quit pretending now.” 
A sharp smile cut through the woman’s face, and she stood up straight, still holding the baby a little too carelessly in her arms. Her belly protruded under the shift, curved and full. “I’m just a mother, like you,” she said. “You don’t think my only child is worth a bargain?” 
Darling bared her teeth back and took a step to shield Celestial from view. “What do you want?”
The woman laughed. “I don’t want your human brat, rest assured.” She pushed her wet hair out of her face, and her skin was a soft brown underneath. “I’m happy to give you this child, the blood of my blood, for a fair barter.” 
“Name your price,” Darling hissed. 
The woman’s smile dropped, but she answered immediately. “A memory, Darling Kincaid. I’ll give you my daughter for a memory.”
Collette squeezed Darling’s hand in the garden, horrified. “Ma, you never told me this!”
“I always said the cost was high.” Even though Darling knew how the scene would play out, it still hurt so much to watch it happen: the shock coursing over her own face, the cruel amusement in the woman’s. Memories were what made Darling Kincaid. Her younger self took a horrified step back, then braced herself. The woods were watching and silent around them. 
“You came ready for blood, I see,” she said to the woman, who shrugged easily in response.
“I’m not asking for a life or a soul, or for all your hope or your joy, or for any of the many things you’d give me in exchange for this small creature I hold. I hardly think a memory is such a high price, if you consider.” 
“What will you do with it?”
This time, the woman paused before answering, and there was something softer in her words. “I will try to understand, I think.”
Darling nodded and began to close her eyes, but the woman stopped her, snapping her long fingers loudly.
“No, no. I choose which memory you give.”
Darling clenched her fists. “Which do you want?”
The woman tilted her head, and her wet hair fell to one side. “There was a man once, yes? The one you loved, the one you couldn’t keep because your land doesn’t allow them.” Color leached out of Darling’s face, and the woman nodded sympathetically. “Yes, that’s the memory I’ll take. Everything of him, please.” 
“I can give you others.” Darling’s voice was hoarse with pain, but the woman smiled, as if it was exactly what she’d expected.
“No, thank you. I’ll take those alone, and you’d better hurry. This child grows colder and colder in my arms.”
With a sobbed curse, Darling shut her eyes in the woods and wept in the creek as her memories fled from her head, their faint tendrils floating over the water to the woman, who received them with rapt interest on her face. When it was done, Darling cried out and doubled over, gasping in pain. 
“Take them all!” she screamed. “You must take them all!”
The water around the woman calmed and softened, and she walked over to Darling, fish scurrying away from her every step. Celestial watched from her rock, tears coursing down her small face. 
“I think not,” the woman said. “How would you know what you lost if you didn’t remember that the loss had happened? That’s hardly a sacrifice, Darling Kincaid, and you know that’s not how bargains work.” 
Darling screamed and dropped to her knees, sobbing wildly. 
The woman looked at her without pity. “Do you want this child or not?” she asked.
Celestial slid off her rock and waded over, then held out her little arms. “To me,” she said. “Give.”
The woman glanced at an inconsolable Darling, then shrugged again and handed the bloody newborn over to Celestial. “She’s your problem now,” she said, and then she laughed. “What a glorious sin to have.” 
Celestial cradled the baby carefully as she made her way to the bank of the creek, then wrapped her in a blanket. Both she and the baby were smudged with dirt, wet with creek water. 
In the garden, tears filled Galilee’s eyes. She reached out to the present Celestial, and her cousin grabbed her hand, holding it tightly. Darling wiped her face as she watched her past self scream and sob in the creek as the woman watched, her arms hanging oddly by her sides now that she wasn’t holding the baby. 
“I must leave,” the woman said. “But I will leave you with a warning at no cost.” Darling paid her no attention, consumed by her grief, but little Celestial nodded solemnly, and so the woman continued. “Tell her nothing of this, until the time comes when you will have no choice. If you tell her any sooner, I’ll come back myself and break her neck.” 
Little Celestial flinched, and the woman smiled. 
“Keep her safe, as the bargain states. I don’t need to tell you what happens if you break a bargain made here, by your kind.” She threw one last look at the weeping Darling, then shook her head and waded away, down and down the creek, until she was a speck of white, and then until she was nothing and nowhere. 
In the garden, no one spoke as they watched the rest of the memoryscape play out. Celestial cradled the baby, singing softly to her, until Darling stopped sobbing and climbed out of the creek. She kissed Celestial and took the baby, wiping the blood off her face. “Let’s go home,” she said, and little Celestial put her hand in her grandmother’s, and Darling Kincaid walked out of the woods with a creek deal in her arms. 
The memoryscape ended. Collette was crying quietly, as were most of the other Kincaids. Darling folded her hands in her lap, even as she was reeling from the pain of memory and the lack of it. “I took you home and gave you to Collette. We named you Galilee and you became a Kincaid, and all we have done since then is try to keep up our end of the bargain, to keep you safe.” 
Galilee was staring at her mother. “That’s what Ma told me when I asked.”
Darling reached out and caressed Collette’s cheek. “Kincaids don’t lie.”
“I wish you had told us all of it,” Collette said, her eyes dark with grief. “You suffered so much, and the only person who knew was Celestial?” 
“I’m the only person who knows a lot of things,” Celestial quipped. “Don’t take it personally, Aunt Collette.”
Galilee let out a shaky breath, looking around the garden as if the memory would show itself again. “She never came back, did she?” 
Darling shook her head. “For that, I’m grateful.”
The Devil’s jaw was tight, even as his hand made soothing circles on Galilee’s back. “But you don’t know anything more than what we saw? You don’t know what Galilee’s father was?” 
Darling understood the question he was really asking, saw it mirrored in her granddaughter’s eyes.
“I’m so sorry,” she said to them. “I truly have no idea what Galilee is.”



18.
Here is the memory I took: Darling’s lover, a carpenter from St. Paradise named Bastien. His dark skin and pockmarked cheekbones, his keen eyes, his serrated smile. He died years ago, but I know every inch of his body as if my hands had been the ones that passed over his flesh, because these memories? They are all mine now. It’s why I felt so close to Darling—I owned some of the most precious moments of her life, and I walked through them like a ghost. 
I thought it would help me understand something fundamental about being human, something I must have missed all those eons ago, when Lucifer argued that it was unthinkable to raise the water and kill them off the way we did, argued that they were whole beings, not one disposable experiment. He had dared to contradict the Most High, and then he’d been confused when all of Heaven recoiled. 
“Should we not offer counsel?” he’d asked me. “Are our voices so irrelevant that my speaking creates such outrage?”
I had been shocked. “We serve God,” I’d hissed. “We serve and obey and nothing more, Lucifer. Nothing more!” 
Sorrow had filled his eyes. “I want to be more than a pawn,” he’d replied softly. “Surely God will not fault me for that.”
I had absolutely faulted him for it, as had many other angels. I hadn’t understood then, why he would go to such lengths for the humans. They bred so easily; they could be replicated, repopulated. They were nothing like us, nothing as special or irreplaceable. 
Sure, I had come down and taken flesh when playing Lucifer’s little games, and I did it again when I played on my own terms, when I carried Galilee in the quiet darkness of my own body and pushed her out, and still I didn’t get the point. It was all so transient, so meat-like and painful and, frankly, rather disgusting. I remember holding her in that creek and wondering at how all the power I had cultivated in my blood and channeled so intentionally into her, how it was all bundled up in these frail bones and tiny body. Darling didn’t know this, but I would have never dropped the child into the water, never let her die. She was a metal seed, filled with so much potential, and all she needed was somewhere safe where she could grow into a blade. I chose well with the Kincaids. My price of Darling’s memory was evidence of a weakness I was still plagued by: the desire to see the world through Lucifer’s eyes, to understand what made it worth it for him. 
All to no avail. My pain eclipsed my curiosity anyway. What did it matter if I understood or not? It would not bring him back into Heaven, it could not un-ring the bell. And now he was tangled in my daughter, just as I wanted, and yet it reminded me of what it was like to be the one he looked at like that, smiled at like that. Lucifer always moved as if he could see something the rest of us couldn’t, like all his Morningstar brightness illuminated a secret that we would be transformed by, if only we could see it. It took me millennia to shake off the spell he had cast on me, and I had no plans to fall under it again. 
I needed him destroyed.
Everything that had happened in the garden with the Kincaids was perfect—it couldn’t have been more perfect if I had choreographed it all myself, positioned them all like little figurines, tipped the dominoes of their secrets until Galilee Kincaid was almost a column of fire. With each fragment of control she lost, all my plans came one step closer to their culmination, and anticipation bloomed ferociously inside my chest. This was worth it, the things I did to make her, the secrets I kept. Galilee would never understand what this meant—how precious a tool she was to me, divinely designed to alleviate my suppurating pain. I needed God’s justice for Lucifer’s continued flouting of his own punishment, and Galilee was my flaming sword. It wasn’t just for me—Lucifer had wronged scores of angels, and all of Heaven bore the scars, the siblings lost to his foolish cause, entities that could not be birthed again. Some of them had been annihilated, and the rest of us had had to watch, all because Lucifer thought to argue with God on behalf of the humans. 
It was not the natural order of things. It stank of rebellion, and even when I explained this all to him, wept and begged him to recant his words, Lucifer had refused. I’d had to choose between the son of the morning and Heaven itself. One was a misguided love, and the other was the hand of God, so it wasn’t a choice, not truly. Lucifer was already turning other angels to his way of thought, and I knew it was a test. Would I be loyal? Would I let his corruption spread because of the love I bore him? If there was redemption to be had for Lucifer, we would have to force it down his throat. 
I told Michael how far gone the Morningstar was, and he tried to help. He and I and even the other archangels, we all tried, and we all failed, because Lucifer would not be moved. Heaven split into factions. War broke out, and when the archangels seized the victory, our family was torn apart. The defiant angels were thrown out of Heaven. Lucifer was cast into Hell, and the others faded into obscurity, certain that Michael would smite them if they ever showed their faces again. I doubt they still live. Losing the presence of God would have killed me, I know that much, but Lucifer was different. He’d sank into his rage and bitterness and had ruled Hell with a terrifying fist, until he changed and won the love of those demons who called themselves his princes. 
I could not stand for it. Who was he to be loved after all of that? Who was he to build himself a family? He had destroyed mine. 
A surge of rage washed through my form, and I laughed silently—how ridiculous it was to be an angel with trauma as old as a planet! I was never the same after the war, you see. My soul was scarred, and even with my fellow angels around me, Heaven did not feel like it had before. It did not feel like home because of Lucifer. Because of what he did. I desperately wished to be free of this sickening rage, and with Lucifer gone, I would be clean again, purged of the bitter cloak nailed to my back. If this sounds like an obsession, that’s because it was. After the war, I had railed against Lucifer in Heaven until the other angels were sick of hearing it, even the ones who agreed with me. Michael himself had pulled me aside. 
“You must stop questioning Lucifer’s punishment,” he said.
“Hell is too good for him,” I had growled in response, and Michael had regarded me with those cold eyes of his.
“Do you really intend to keep challenging God’s judgment? Just as Lucifer did?”
I had blanched at that comparison. “It is not the same thing! I’m not trying to save him. I want him destroyed.” 
Michael had leaned in, and glaciers crumbled out of his mouth. “It does not matter what you want. All that matters is God’s will and our absolute obedience.” 
Easy for him to say. He was an archangel—his decisions were always unquestionably God’s will. None of us dared to challenge that. And so I festered with my bitterness for thousands of years, until Michael crossed paths with Lucifer somewhere in Aotearoa and saw for himself how the Devil had dared to make a chosen family out of his demons. The archangel had returned to Heaven in a cold white fury after that. 
“You were right,” he’d bitten out. “This cannot be allowed to stand.”
Finally, Michael’s desires were aligned with mine, and that is why my vengeance was now God’s will too—my actions sanctioned by an archangel, my daughter burning on earth, and a broken hellgate spitting demons into Salvation—all a trap for the son of the morning. 
I call this purpose.
Sometimes, though, I wondered what I would do when it was all done. When Lucifer was annihilated, as his little found family mourned the end of his long existence, what would become of me when I was no longer fueled by this one-sided feud? I was no fool. I knew very well that Lucifer did not bear me the same ill will I had for him, because Lucifer simply did not think of me as I did him, and that was only one more thing in a long list of his slights. 
Would I feel better about the war then? Galilee would be alive. What would she be—what could she be—once her function was complete as distraction or death blow? Would I see her as a person then, a daughter? Would Michael allow it? We’d never discussed this before, the aftermath of our well-oiled victory, and for one disturbing moment, I could see Michael striking her down, her brilliant light guttering under the violence of his hands. It was a surprisingly unpleasant thing to imagine, and I liked my own reaction far less—the girl should not have mattered. If Michael wanted to break a tool once it was used, who was I to stop him? The archangel is merely an extension of God’s will, and to think of anything else would be as Michael had already accused me once, of being too much like Lucifer. If I was wise, I would strive toward indifference, but I know the truth about me—that my hatred is nothing more than a love that was left behind. 
It made no difference to my purpose. I could love Lucifer and destroy him.
After all, he did it to me first.



19.
Galilee
In the silence after her grandmother’s words, Gali let the light fade back inside her, seeping out of her eyes. Once again, she was made of stinging hollows. In just a hiccup of time, she’d discovered that Collette wasn’t her mother, she’d seen her birth mother in Nana Darling’s memories, and then she’d watched the woman casually threaten to kill her more than once. Her aunts and cousins were whispering among themselves, shocked by the revelations Nana Darling had paraded around them. Sage was still bitter and hostile, but she was keeping her mouth closed. Zélie was curled up against her mom, Eunice, and it made Gali miss who she’d been an hour ago, when she’d had just one mother and things had been simpler. Now she was unbelievably sad and equally exhausted, hurts piling up like fallen leaves inside her. 
“Thank you,” she said to Nana Darling. “I didn’t understand how much you paid to get me. To keep me.”
Her grandmother smiled faintly. “You’ve always been worth it, Galilee Kincaid.”
Gali looked from her mother to Celestial, then got up to fall into a hug with them, their knees clumsy on the grass. “Thank you for choosing me,” she said, her voice muffled as they huddled around her. “Thank you for telling me. I understand why you couldn’t before.” 
Collette was crying again, but Celestial just looked relieved when she pulled back.
“Can’t tell you how glad I am that it’s out now,” she said to Gali. “Thanks for not giving Nana Darling a choice.”
The cousins grinned at each other, and then Nana Darling stood up, dusting off her clothes. She seemed to have come to a decision in the aftermath of the memoryscape, and Gali could tell by the set of her mouth that Nana Darling didn’t like the decision very much but was going to follow through with it anyway. 
“Well,” her grandmother said, “I think it’s time to let you fight your own battles, child.”
Gali groaned with relief. “Please, and thank you.”
She could feel Lucifer’s presence behind her, steady and waiting, and she knew the house was still there with all the princes and their ultimatum. 
Nana Darling sighed and took her hands. “Come home when you can,” she ordered.
“I will, I promise.” Gali leaned in and kissed her grandmother’s cheek. “I just have to finish some things here.”
“You aren’t evil, Galilee Kincaid.” Nana Darling’s eyes shone bright with tears. “I am so sorry I even said that. I can’t say the same for your lover, but that’s between you and him, no matter what I may think.” She raised and dropped an elegant shoulder. “I am old, and I am human. There are many things I do not understand, but I see now that you are touching a realm I cannot access, and like with all children, we must trust you to wing your way true.” 
Gali simply nodded, her throat choked up with thick feelings. Celestial came up to them and kissed Gali’s cheek.
“He’s good for you only because he’s not human,” she whispered. “You can get big and it won’t scare him, Gali, so get big. We’ll love you anyways.” 
Collette joined them, slipping her arms around her daughter. “You’re a Kincaid,” she whispered fiercely, “and you’re mine.” 
Gali shuddered out a breath, because it was true, and she could feel it wrapping around her like an oath, like a creek deal, like love. One by one, most of the other Kincaids stepped forward, their hands reaching out along with their words, fingers brushing Gali’s hair, Jesmyn’s murmured apology, Shirley’s tears. 
Nana Darling fixed Lucifer with a flat stare. “Morningstar,” she said.
He mocked out a small bow, and Gali hid a smile. Her grandmother beckoned to Leah.
“We fell into some hunting on your grounds,” Nana Darling said. 
The Devil frowned, and Leah dragged forward a hemp bag and shook out a scaly reptilian body the size of a large dog. A foot-long gash split its abdomen, and rancid entrails were spilling out. Gali leaned in for a closer look, then recoiled when the stench hit her. “What is that?” 
The creature had died with an open mouth, showing rows and rows of dripping fangs, and it was covered in black scales. It had a long tail tipped with a scorpion’s stinger, muscular legs sprouting out of a barrel body, and huge jaws. Whatever it was, it felt both evil and displaced. Lucifer swore under his breath, and Nana Darling’s lip curled. 
“One of yours, isn’t it?” she said.
The Devil sighed. “A hellbeast. You call them demons. It shouldn’t be here.”
Celestial raised an eyebrow. “We know that,” she said. “You gonna need us to clean up the rest of your mess?” 
Lucifer narrowed his eyes at her. “My princes will take care of it.”
Nana Darling kicked the corpse toward him. “See that they do. Your beasts are not welcome in our world.”
“I’m aware,” he replied, giving the Kincaids a contemplative look. “Out of professional curiosity, what did you use to kill it?” 
Nana Darling spun the scythe in her hands. “Sanctified iron,” she answered. “Would you like to see if it works on you?”
Gali shook her head and stepped in. “All right now, that’s enough.” She exchanged a loaded glance with Celestial, and her cousin took their grandmother’s elbow. 
“Let’s go, Nana Darling. We gotta make sure none of these things got on our land.”
Collette put her hand on Gali’s cheek. “I’ll be seeing you.”
“Yeah, Ma.” Gali smiled at her mother. “Soon.”

After she’d said goodbye to Bonbon and Oriakụ, complete with tearful promises to find them as soon as she could, Gali watched the Kincaids retreat in a sea of white, back into the woods that would take them to their own creeks and land. She was still dressed in Lucifer’s tunic, and as he slung a smoky arm around her shoulders and kissed her hair, she knew it would still look like she’d been abandoned in the clutches of the Devil to quite a few in her family. It didn’t matter, not when Nana Darling had acknowledged her, not when Celestial had no doubts that Gali could hold her own against Lucifer, and not when Collette loved her no matter what. The others would come to terms in time. Gali leaned against Lucifer as they vanished among the trees, until it was just the two of them left in the garden with the corpse of a hellbeast at their feet. 
She let out a breath. “Well, that was a lot.” 
Lucifer laughed softly and hugged her to his side. “You handled it beautifully, Galilee.”
A dry voice interrupted them. “How touching.” Leviathan stepped out of a shadow, his locs pale in the evening light, the patches on his skin stark. 
Gali glared at him, annoyed at the startled kick her heart had given. “How long have you been standing there?” she snapped.
Leviathan still looked at her like he’d found her stuck to the bottom of his shoe, but to her surprise, he answered her question. “Long enough to know that neither of you got the answers you sought from your family.” He gave an unamused smile, then frowned when he saw the body of the hellbeast. “Why is that here?” 
Lucifer sighed. “The breach. The Kincaids hunted it on their way in.”
Gali looked between them as Levi briefly closed his eyes, as if reaching for patience. She had no idea what the hell they were talking about. 
“They took corporeal form already,” Levi said. “These things multiply too quickly—we have no idea how many are out there.”
“We’ve already pulled princes off the guard to hunt them.”
“I don’t like this, Luci.”
“Nor do I.”
The two of them stared down at the scaled creature, and Gali rolled her eyes. “Y’all done now?” she asked. “Anyone want to fill me in?” 
Levi sneered at her. “Mind your business, little human. I’m here to get Lucifer.”
“Leviathan, enough,” Lucifer said tiredly. “What’s going on now? I just stepped out.” 
Levi folded his arms and remained pointedly silent, his eyes flicking to Gali.
“Are you kidding?” She folded her arms right back at him. “What, you want me to cover my ears like I’m a toddler?” 
The dappled prince had the nerve to pause and consider. “I suppose it makes no difference,” he said, a sharp smile appearing on his face. It made him look far more attractive than he had any right to be. “Stay and die or leave and die, our secrets will die with you either way.” 
His constant threats might have scared Gali again if he’d caught her before the confrontation with her family, but things had changed. She was no longer a helpless human who the princes could poke and goad whenever they wanted. His words meant nothing—Galilee wasn’t even sure she could be killed. As it turned out, not knowing what you were opened up entire realms of lethal possibility. 
Gali matched Levi’s smile as she called up the stinging power waiting inside her and let her eyes go blazing white.
 “Why don’t you try to take my head right now?” she invited, as circles of heat spun out beneath her feet. It felt inevitable, easy, and it made her giddy with strength. 
Leviathan’s hand drifted to the hilt of his sword, and his yellow eyes gleamed. “Your little demon’s growing up, Luci.”
Lucifer leaned down to kiss Gali firmly on her mouth, and she bit at his lower lip, still annoyed. He pulled back with black-bled eyes, wonder in the creases of his smile. “Your burn feels different,” he said. “Clearer, sharper.” 
Leviathan sighed out loud. “Luci, you keep reminding me why she shouldn’t live.”
“Perhaps,” Lucifer agreed easily, his eyes still on Gali. “But I think she might be a little harder to kill than she was an hour ago.” 
Gali smiled. She’d seen the woman who gave birth to her, and fair enough, her first mother had been mad and infanticidal, but she would have smelled of stark power. Gali was sure of it, could almost catch a whiff of it even through the memoryscape. The woman had christened Galilee in blood—although Gali realized uneasily that she didn’t know whose blood had covered her as a baby. It was far more than would be warranted just by the birth alone. More important, though, the woman had confirmed that Gali wasn’t human. 
Celestial had told her to get big, and if Gali could burn the Devil himself, she was more than willing to take a chance on incinerating this annoying soldier of his, who looked down his nose at Gali like she was an insect he couldn’t wait to exterminate. Like all of Lucifer’s princes, he was painfully exquisite, sure, but Leviathan’s beauty sang of numb temperatures and barely tempered cruelty. Gali wanted to test her power against it, see who would incinerate first. 
“What do you need?” Lucifer was saying to his prince. 
Leviathan set his jaw, a taunting light filling his eyes. “Your brother is here,” he replied. 
Galilee felt Lucifer tense up beside her, every fine muscle of his face freezing into place. With a harsh breath, he moved away, his flesh jerking awkwardly, like his form was having a hard time remembering how to function. 
“Keep her away from him,” he said to Levi, his voice hoarse.
“Wait, what?” Gali stared at him, but Lucifer’s face was a rigid mask with black eyes cut out of it. “You’re leaving me here with him?” 
Levi looked just as displeased as she felt. “This is babysitting duty,” he protested.
“Then sit!” Lucifer roared, his voice redoubling and his eyes flaring. For a brief moment, Gali could swear she saw wheels of fire burning in them. “She doesn’t come near the house until he’s gone!” 
Levi didn’t seem to care about Lucifer’s rage. “Why?” he taunted some more, his voice silken. “Worried he’ll kill her?”
It was like lancing an abscess, the slash of Levi’s words: the wound it broke open in Lucifer’s face, shattering his mask, and the gush of feeling that flooded his eyes as he looked at Gali. 
“Yes, Levi.” His voice was suddenly old and heavy with loneliness and a sorrow Gali didn’t quite understand. “I am afraid he’ll kill her.” 
Levi fell silent, stricken by Lucifer’s answer. Before he could speak again, Lucifer turned away from them, black wings bursting out of his back. He took flight in a smooth, soundless rise, and then he was gone, and Gali was alone in the garden with the prince who wanted her dead. 
She kept her eyes fiery white. “So,” she said, “who’s his brother?”
Levi sighed and threw himself on a garden bench, his long legs sprawling out in front of him as he lifted his scabbard over his thighs. His body was lazy and elegant, suddenly loose-limbed, much to Gali’s surprise. He’d been so coiled with menace since she met him in the parlor, seeing him relax seemed unnatural. Maybe he was doing it to unsettle her. 
“The Archangel Michael,” Levi said, and Gali blinked in amazement that he’d actually answered without insulting her first.
“His brother’s the Archangel Michael,” she echoed slowly, as the words sank in. “That’s who showed up to the house?” 
Levi hung his head back, and his bone-white locs pooled on the bench. “Yes,” he answered. “They don’t quite get along.”
Memories of holy books were springing up in Gali’s head. “Isn’t Michael, like, a cop?”
Levi barked out a laugh, and the sound was rich and ethereal, bubbling in the air around them. Gali almost froze in shock. She hadn’t even known he could laugh. 
“You know what, Michael is absolutely a cop.” Leviathan grinned wickedly at her. “You should pop up there and tell him that.” 
Gali gave him a dripping sweet smile. “Aw, don’t pass it off to someone else. You know you’d be devastated if you didn’t get to kill me yourself.” 
To her surprise, Leviathan dragged his yellow eyes all over her, from her tangled hair to her body under Lucifer’s tunic, all the way down to her bare feet coated in dark ash. It was uncomfortably reminiscent of how Lucifer had looked at her the first time they met in the mansion, and Gali tried not to squirm. The tip of Levi’s tongue flicked out, red and forked, caressing the pink corner of his mouth. 
“You know, I think I would be devastated,” he said, his voice sliding into a harsh breath. “Isn’t that something, Galilee Kincaid?” 
He’d never used her name before, and he made it sound . . . filthy. Something dark stirred in Gali’s belly, and her blood slammed a little harder against the walls of her veins. Leviathan was dangerous in a way that Lucifer, oddly enough, was not. Leviathan wanted her dead. He wanted the edge of his sword to kiss her throat, and he wanted to stand there as her blood pumped away over him. Even now, he was stroking the leather of his scabbard as he watched her face. 
Gali fought the urge to take a step back. She wouldn’t show weakness, not now. Not when she knew a little more about who she was, and certainly not as a Kincaid with power burning through her corneas. 
“What’s your sword’s name?” she asked instead, and Levi tilted his head to one side, very slowly, his eyes smooth as a snake’s.
“What makes you think it has one?”
Gali shrugged. “Doesn’t every sword?”
“You’ve been reading too many books, little human.”
She bared her teeth, and light rolled off her tongue, making her voice electric. “Don’t call me that,” she warned him.
Levi brought his hands together in gentle mocking applause. “Oh, look. The Devil’s pet learned a new trick.”
Wow, he was annoying. Gali tried a different tack. “I’m pretty sure Lucifer told you not to kill me—” 
“Yet,” Levi interjected, his fingers long and repetitive on the scabbard across his thighs. “I’m not allowed to kill you yet. Lucifer’s trying to convince us of scenarios in which your power might not be a threat. He’s full of schemes and pretty pictures, that one.” 
Levi’s words were heavy with suggestion, but Gali barely paid him any mind. She didn’t need Lucifer to protect her anymore, not with the cold power raging so close to her surface now, just a call away. 
“My point is, he didn’t say nothing about me killing you.” Gali smiled widely. “I mean, you’d probably just scurry off back to Hell, and he could come find what’s left of you later. I don’t think he’d be too mad at me, do you?” 
Leviathan leaned forward, his locs falling over his dappled face as his bones sharpened with a feral eagerness. “Why don’t you come and try, little one? We can see if your head grows back after I rip it off.” 
They stared at each other for a stretched moment, then Gali rolled her eyes and folded her arms. “Whatever. It’s getting cold.” She didn’t actually want to fight. There was a part of her that had curled up in on itself after the showdown with her family, like it was curving to protect a great wound. 
Levi gave her a look and gestured to the burned garden around them. “Make heat if you need it.”
Gali shrugged, not bothering to respond. The light in her didn’t actually warm her up. Even as the garden had burned, she’d felt none of that heat, but she sure as hell wasn’t going to tell Leviathan any of that. All around them, cicadas had started shrieking, and the moon was already in the sky, bloated and almost full. Fatigue was heavy on her shoulders, and Gali just wanted to be back in her apartment, taking a scorching-hot shower before crawling into bed. Leviathan wasn’t going to let her leave, though. At some point, she’d have to have it out with him and the rest of the princes, but right now, she was just so tired. 
“Look, if you’re not going to kill me, how about I go back to the house and take a shower?” she said. “We don’t have to interrupt Luci and his brother.” Who was an archangel, her mind noted for good measure. 
Levi leaned back on the bench and shook his head. “Can’t let you near the house, little one. Luci’s orders.”
At least he’s stopped calling her “human.” “Do you always do what Luci says, like a good little bitch?” she asked, thoroughly irritated now. 
Levi raised an amused eyebrow. “He’s the King of Hell, so yes. I follow orders.”
A mosquito bit Gali on her calf, and she cursed out loud, slapping at it and missing. “This is ridiculous! Y’all can’t make me stand out here in the garden indefinitely.” 
“Do you?” Levi was stroking the scabbard again—he was so fucking obsessed with that sword there was no way it didn’t have a name. Gali found herself annoyed at how decadent his voice was, as if temptation had been spun fine and shoved down his throat, only to sing back up again. 
“Do I what?” Gali asked, distracted. Her calf was already itching like a motherfucker.
“Do you follow orders?” Leviathan asked. “Like a good little bitch?” 
He made the last few words sound like a caress, albeit an indecent one. Gali stopped in place as that darkness sang low again, twisting in her belly. A breeze wandered through the garden, and she shivered in the tunic. Leviathan sighed and stood up, shrugging off his jacket. 
“Put this on,” he said.
Gali took the jacket and draped it over her shoulders. It was a heavy denim and smelled of bitter cacao. “Thanks.”
Levi was about to answer, but then he jerked his head sharply to the side, his nostrils flaring.
“What is it?” Gali asked.
Levi cursed in a language she didn’t recognize and grabbed her arm over the jacket, pulling her into the willow trees.
“Get down,” he ordered, and Gali dropped obediently into a crouch, pressing her palm against a trunk for balance. A childhood brushing against the darkest parts of the Kincaids’ forests had long since taught her when not to argue with a bodyguard. 
There was a soft hiss above her, and she looked up to see that Leviathan had curved over her and snapped his wings out. Unlike Lucifer’s, they were membranous rather than feathers. The undersides were a deep scarlet on all four of them, like venous blood. As she watched in awe, the outside of his wings mimicked the willow branches, sprouting leaves that dripped over, concealing both of them from view. 
“How the hell did you do that?” she whispered.
Levi shook his head. “Be silent.”
Gali nodded and remained in her crouch as long seconds passed. Past the smoke and musk of Lucifer’s tunic, she could smell more of Levi’s scent now that he was so close to her—that clear and singing cacao, sharp and earthy. When he finally rose and folded his wings into nothing, the scent retreated, but it still clung to the jacket and to the edges of Galilee’s mind. 
“What was that about?” she asked, straightening up and holding the denim in place around her shoulders. Levi was looking up through the willows. 
“Michael was passing overhead,” he said.
“You couldn’t use a glamour?”
“Archangels can see through those. You can’t deceive them with a thing that isn’t really there. You have to make the thing real.” Levi glanced up the garden path. “I’d better get you back to the house.” 
“Hold up.” Gali took a step forward, and Levi’s eyebrows went up, his hand drifting to his sword. She rolled her eyes. “Relax, I’m not going to try and kill you—you did just protect me.” 
“Forgive my caution,” he replied without a hint of apology, keeping his hand on the sword’s hilt.
Gali exhaled and counted her breaths. “You stopped being so cruel all of a sudden,” she said. “Why?”
Levi blinked once, then met her eyes calmly. “Lucifer got angry.”
Gali could feel a load of unsaid things behind his words, things she didn’t particularly want to start poking at. It wasn’t as if she’d start mattering to the princes just because she mattered to Lucifer and he’d lost his temper or something. “Oh” was all she said. 
Levi was still looming over her, but he’d let his hand fall off his weapon. “Is that all?”
Actually, it wasn’t. There was still a point of curiosity that Gali wanted to sort out, and this seemed like the perfect opportunity.
“Might I touch you?” she asked bluntly, and watched in amusement as Leviathan glared at her.
“Nothing about that request reassures me that you’re not trying to kill me.” 
“Stop being difficult for two seconds,” she replied. “I just wanna see if the princes are affected by my power the way Lucifer is.” 
Levi’s gaze narrowed. “You’re offering to burn me?” 
She hoped it struck some fear into his arrogant ass. “Sure, if you wanna look at it that way.”
“You mean the way it is.” 
Gali rolled her eyes. “If you scared, just say so.”
The taunt worked, as she’d expected. Leviathan thought for a moment, tapping a finger on the hilt of his sword. “I suppose that information would be useful on our end as well.” 
“Whatever helps,” she offered solicitously, and Levi gave her an unfriendly look that somehow didn’t have even a fraction of the loathing he’d shown her earlier in the house. Gali wasn’t sure how she felt about that—the way he was thawing out, loosening his limbs around her, protecting her, even though he was just following orders. It was too quick a shift, like he was luring her into something else. She found herself hoping that her touch would burn him, if just for the protection it would afford her. 
“Fine.” Leviathan took a step in her direction, already unbuttoning his shirt, and Gali instantly regretted trying this experiment with him. The problem with a slightly less homicidal Leviathan was that it became much easier to appreciate how disturbingly fine he was. “We all assumed that your effect would transfer over to the princes,” he was saying, “but I’d rather confirm than assume. It might be specific to Lucifer, for all we know, but then you’d have to try and kill me with the rest of your undisciplined power instead.” 
“I’d make it work,” Gali retorted, even as her throat went dry looking at him. The pale patches scattered over Leviathan’s brown skin extended down his neck and onto his chest, draping over his collarbones like small pools of light. He stopped too close to Gali, and the bitter cacao filled her lungs again, too rich, too heavy. 
“You know,” Levi drawled, “you could’ve just said you wanted to touch me.” His voice was low and amused, and to her own disgust, it made Gali blush. 
“Shut up.” She reached out a hand but hesitated an inch away from his marked skin. “If I hurt you, I’m sorry. I don’t mean to.” 
Levi stared down at her. “Strange words for someone who wants me dead,” he murmured, and his breath brushed against her face.
“I’d rather kill you on purpose,” Gali replied. What if it was worse than with Lucifer? What if it incinerated Levi from the inside out and she couldn’t stop it? She shook her head and steadied her hand. “You ready?” 
“Just touch me, Galilee.”
He sounded both serious and silken, and Gali wondered if she was imagining a sliver of hurried anticipation in his words. She blew out a sharp breath, then dropped her fingers against his chest. 
Leviathan’s skin was cool and smooth. He didn’t flinch, so she pressed her whole palm against him and fed a trickle of power into his body. Like Lucifer, there was no heartbeat underneath. 
Gali looked up into his face. “How does it feel?”
Leviathan was frowning, his pale eyebrows pulled together and his yellow eyes fathomless and flat. His lips parted, but no sound came out, just a rough exhale. She yanked her hand away in alarm. 
“Oh, God, was I burning you? Are you okay?”
His face cleared, and Levi gave her a tight smile. “Unfortunately, I’m quite unhurt,” he answered. “You’ll have to kill me another way.” 
Gali grinned, relieved even though she shouldn’t have been. Burning the princes would’ve been a great advantage, but while Lucifer loved it for his own perverse reasons, Gali knew it would simply be torture for anyone else, and she wasn’t sure that’s who she wanted to become. However, she did love the way the power felt now that she was letting it grow through her. 
“Like I said, I’ll make it work.”
Levi’s eyes were fixed on her. “Can’t wait,” he clipped out, then turned down the garden path. “Come on, little one. Time to return you to Lucifer.” 
He set off without waiting for a reply, his sword hanging off his hip. Galilee turned to look at the woods her family had vanished into, then she sighed and followed Leviathan, cacao and smoke trailing along her skin. 



20.
Lucifer
Lucifer cut through the air like a rising sword as he flew back to the house, leaving Levi and Galilee in the garden. He knew Michael would be on the rooftop terrace of the house—his brother liked high places, the sinless soldier of Heaven gazing down at a thousand potential battlefields. Lucifer also knew that he couldn’t let Michael anywhere near Galilee. The archangel’s knee-jerk reaction to power he didn’t approve of was always destruction. It was such a waste, such a foolish culling, but Heaven had never cared about anyone’s potential as long as they could be seen as a threat, and Michael was nothing if not God’s lash. 
There had been a time when Lucifer would have trusted no one but the archangel he called brother, but he’d learned the hard way that Michael was loyal only to Heaven, nothing and no one else. It had been a devastating shock then, the betrayal, but it was familiar now. Michael might kill Galilee outright, but if he thought it would please Heaven, he’d easily take her apart and cut her into little pieces to find out where her power lay. He certainly wouldn’t give a fuck about Lucifer’s feelings on it, and yet, despite everything that had happened—the betrayals, the war, the Fall—Lucifer was still plagued by tangled emotions toward his brother, lifetime after lifetime, so old that they had fermented into a lingering hate edged with bitter grief. 
The rooftop terrace was filled with flowers that Asmodeus insisted on growing where they could be seen from the sky. Michael was already there, broad and stocky as he walked through the blooms. His wings were nowhere in sight, and he wore no armor, only a loose shirt over cotton trousers. He didn’t have his sword on him. It was all a calculated insult, telling Lucifer that he had nothing to fear from the Devil or his princes. Lucifer landed and folded his wings, but Michael didn’t even look up. The archangel brushed his thick fingers over a tight calendula bloom and watched as it unfurled into speckled yellow and white. 
“Asmodeus still loves these transient beauties,” he murmured, oceans swirling through his voice. “So weak, so fickle.”
“I didn’t see you come in.” Lucifer kept his tone bland. Michael would pick up on any fear lurking in his voice, and Lucifer would be damned twice again before he gave the archangel that pleasure. “Thought you liked to see the views.” 
“I came straight through, but I’ll take the scenic way back,” the archangel replied. When he looked up, his coffee eyes were as endlessly calm as they’d always been, even in that horrible moment when he’d thrown Lucifer out of Heaven. Lucifer would never trust that calm again. “It really is quite beautiful here if you follow the river.” 
It had to have been Galilee’s flare of power that brought him through so quickly. Lucifer circled the flowers slowly and made his voice cold and cutting. “What do you want?” 
Michael sighed. “You’re never hospitable, Luci.”
As if he deserved a welcome. Michael was always unfailingly cordial, but deep in his gaze, there was a tiny ember of hatred burning there. Had it been there from the beginning? Had it flared into existence when Lucifer was named the Morningstar, when Heaven shuddered in awe of his beauty? Michael had watched with all the grace of a war hammer, Heaven’s tool, while they gazed at Lucifer for the sake of beauty itself. Had it been Lucifer’s questions? His adventures in the flesh? The banked resentment in his brother’s eyes was a slippery thing, but Lucifer trusted it far more than Michael’s charm. 
“Why would I be hospitable? You always mean harm.”
“Harm?” Michael scoffed. “I’m an archangel, little brother.”
Lucifer spread out his palms and gave a broad dead smile. “I believe you make my point.”
Michael chuckled, and the sound twisted a knife in Lucifer’s chest. “I hear you’re having trouble with a hellgate,” the archangel remarked casually, his eyes sharp under his lashes. 
“That’s hardly Heaven’s concern.”
“Mm.” His brother touched a dead bloom, and it resurrected in a splash of color. “It will be if the gate fails.”
There was a thread of malicious pleasure in Michael’s voice, like he was waiting for Lucifer to fail along with his gate, so Heaven could strike at him again. As if the Fall hadn’t been enough. They wanted pounds and pounds of flesh, into eternity, it seemed. 
“Surely you have better things to do than bother with this?” Lucifer countered.
Michael gave him a sorrowful look. “All this hostility, Luci. Must we dance around each other so?” 
“If you prefer me to be direct, then by all means, let me oblige.” Lucifer let his eyes go black as his voice layered over itself. “Fuck off, archangel.”
Michael laughed out loud, a cathedral crashing into the earth. “There’s my little brother,” he said fondly, creases forming in his dark skin as he smiled. “And to think, I came here to help.” 
The untruth tasted foul in the air, and Lucifer couldn’t help but push back. “You don’t help. You never have.” Michael carried out orders, he enforced the will of Heaven, he cut down anyone who rebelled against it, and he was terribly, horrifically good at his job. He certainly didn’t help anyone, and his presence was unlikely to mean anything good for Lucifer. “I assume you’re not here in an official capacity,” Lucifer continued, gesturing at his brother’s clothes. 
“No, no. Heaven didn’t send me.” Michael laced his hands together in front of him. He almost looked like a priest if one had never seen him in battle, seen the multifarious glory of his true form, the zeal that transformed him. “Heaven is aware of the information I bring, though.” 
“Ah, I see.” Lucifer gave a smile with no humor in it. “You’re all watching a game play out, and you’ve decided to interfere. Was it taking too long?” 
Michael paused, and that alone was concerning.
“Why isn’t Heaven making a move?” Lucifer asked carefully. “Why come to me?”
“We’re watching for now,” Michael replied. “Much rests on a fulcrum.”
“Stop being so fucking vague,” Lucifer snapped. “Just tell me your side’s stake in all this.”
Michael was watching him discreetly, just like he always did, even when he pretended to be casual. The archangel was a general with razored eyes, always scheming and gathering data, always seeking reactions when he plunged his blade into his enemy. “It’s the angel,” he said. “The one who touched your hellgate.” 
It took a moment, but then a disbelieving rage furled its burning arms around Lucifer. “It’s one of yours,” he bit out in furious understanding. 
“Alas.” Michael gave a small smile and spread out his arms. “Like I said, I’m here to help.”
“Bullshit. Going after this angel would be helping. Stopping them would be helping. I’m surprised you’re not punishing them already—tampering with a hellgate surely breaks your fucking code, and we all know how conscientious you are, brother.” 
“Oh, Morningstar.” Michael dropped his arms and resumed his stroll through the flowers, letting his gaze drift slightly off Lucifer. “You act as if there is no compassion in Heaven. What if I told you salvation is always possible, even at the final moments, a redemption like an unexpected dawn.” 
The archangel glanced at Lucifer as he said the last few words, and bile gathered in Lucifer’s throat. “I’d say you were a fucking liar as always,” he answered, forcing his voice to be steady. 
Michael gave him a sorrowful look. “Deziel doesn’t have to end up like you,” he said, and an ocean fell out of the sky and crashed onto Lucifer’s head, roaring around his ears. 
“Deziel?”
The name choked him in a cloud of magnolia, a helix of light exploding in his memory, a sparkling laugh haunting his sleep. The knife in his chest twisted again with a serrated determination, and he could form no other words. Michael was watching his shocked reaction with a cruel hunger hidden not far beneath the falsely solicitous look he was wearing. 
“Oh, that’s right. You used to be close, yes? Before the war.”
Lucifer couldn’t respond. Deziel, his love, his viper, his comrade. Deziel, who had stretched through the universe with Lucifer, only to stand behind Michael to watch the Morningstar’s Fall, with angelic ichor splashed on her armor and absolutely nothing in her eyes. Even between his screams, Lucifer hadn’t recognized her. The Deziel he’d known, the one he’d loved, she was bright and effervescent and curious. She’d followed him down to earth and taken bodies because she wanted to know what it was like to be made of flesh. They had been lovers, companions, friends, and though Michael would never admit to the sin of envy, Lucifer knew he’d coveted that. He’d seen the way Michael looked at Deziel, and when Michael finally had her, when she turned to the archangel and helped him throw the Morningstar out of Heaven, Lucifer had also seen the fierce flash of possessive satisfaction in Michael’s face with Deziel by his side. 
Before then, Lucifer had thought he was safe with Deziel: safe to share the thoughts he was having, the questions he wanted to bring to God like burnt offerings. Here, he’d wanted to say, you made us, and we would like to talk to you, truly talk, about the things we are instructed to do and the humans you want us to kill with all this water. Lucifer had considered it reasonable worship, to engage in this way. Michael had thought it was blasphemy, and Deziel—his lovely wondering angel—she had drawn the line and she had drawn it in flame. She’d told Michael the things Lucifer shared with her in confidence, and whether she admitted it or not, a war had spawned because she didn’t hold her tongue. 
“Deziel is the one fucking with my hellgate?” It made more painful sense than Lucifer would have liked. Even from the pits of Hell, he knew Deziel still hated him for being something other than what she expected. For being himself, too questioning, too challenging. There was no panacea for that, and Lucifer had accepted it as part of the cost of his war—she was not the only angel he had loved who loathed him now, not the only one who would sabotage him if they could. 
“She placed a warp on it, a reversal,” Michael replied, resuming his stroll amid the flowers. “You’re likely not familiar with the weaves we use in Heaven these days.” 
No fucking wonder nothing Lucifer did had been working. A warp woven from Heavenly power could only be unraveled by Heavenly power, and these days, Lucifer’s batteries were firmly of Hell. 
“Obviously,” Michael continued, “her actions were not sanctioned by Heaven in any way.” 
That made no sense. Deziel was deeply loyal to Heaven and especially to Michael, clinging to him in the aftermath of leaving Lucifer’s side. 
“You’re lying,” Lucifer said softly. “She would never do something like this, not without permission.” Michael’s pace slowed, and Lucifer took a prowling step forward. “Did you give her permission, archangel?” 
“Of course not. That would violate our treaty,” Michael replied smoothly. “Besides, I only seek her salvation. As I did yours, little brother.” 
Lucifer laughed sadly. “You never wanted to save me, Michael.”
The archangel’s eyes filled with what Lucifer might have almost believed to be grief. “I tried my best, Morningstar. But you took it too far. You always take it too far, and then you leave me no choice.” There was a hidden weight in his words, but Lucifer couldn’t begin to guess what he was talking about. 
“The Deziel I knew would never touch a hellgate,” he said instead.
Michael pressed his fingers to the bridge of his nose. “When will you understand the extent of the damage you have caused, Lucifer? The Deziel you know died in the war. You could have stopped it. You did not.” 
“I believed in the humans. Even now, you insist it is such a sin!” 
The cordial mask his brother had been wearing dropped for a second, turning Michael’s face into a thing of harsh lines and unforgiving shadows. “Even now, you hold your position,” he snarled. “Have you learned nothing, Lucifer? You corrupted the angels—you made them think they could question God!” 
Lucifer tilted his head. “Question God, Michael? Or question you?”
Something wild and furious leaped into Michael’s eyes, but then it was gone just as quickly, wiped smooth and cold. “You know,” he said, “Deziel questioned the leniency of your punishment.” 
“Oh, you must have loved that. Undermining your decisions? Your favorite thing.” Lucifer knew he was needling his brother shamelessly now and that it was probably a dangerous course of action, but with entities like Michael, their violence was always going to bear down no matter what you did. At some point, it stopped making much of a difference whether you thought you’d provoked it. 
Michael’s eyes stayed flat. “I thought her defiance was a symptom of your corruption. But you, Lucifer, there will never be enough punishment to get you in line, will there?” 
A cold streak skittered up Lucifer’s spine. He knew that tone of Michael’s voice, that unsheathing of a flaming sword, that ringing condemnation, and suddenly, Lucifer remembered why Michael had come down in the first place, because a girl had become a pillar of light in the garden. 
His mouth went dry. Galilee was his weak spot. If Michael wanted to punish him again, it would be easy. Please, Leviathan, he whispered to himself. Keep her hidden.
“You have been punishing me for eons,” he managed to say. “You still have a thirst for more, I see.”
Michael’s gaze pressed in even closer, as if it was stripping secrets off Lucifer’s skin. It burned. 
“You are afraid I’ve come for your pet,” the archangel said.
As if summoned, the fear tore out of Lucifer’s chest, ripping through his skin and dilating his pupils. Michael laughed out loud. 
“I’ll let you have her for now,” he said, his smile cruel. “She’s so bright, little brother. She can burn a little longer.”
The fear shouted over Lucifer’s head. Michael would kill Galilee. Michael would take her. His nails sliced into his palms as he forced himself not to move, not to fly at his brother’s throat. The only thing Lucifer could do to protect Galilee was finish the deal—claim her soul so she became the property of Hell and Michael couldn’t move against her without violating some very old treaties. The other archangels would never allow it. 
“Are you done?” He had to force the words past his teeth. “You came here, you threw around some threats, you told me about Deziel—I fail to see what the point of all of this was.” 
Michael’s smile widened like a slit throat. “Maybe I’m here to offer some redemption,” he said. “It’s never too late, right?”
The very idea was sickening. “I shudder to think of what redemption could mean to you.”
The archangel took a step closer. “You could save Deziel, you know. Stop her from the last stages of the corruption you seeded in her.” 
It had been so long, and yet guilt twisted easily inside Lucifer. “How?” he asked, not because he intended to, but because he wanted to know what new cruelty Michael was planning under his benevolent guise. 
Michael shrugged elegantly, his large shoulders moving. “Break the hellgate.”
“What?” Lucifer stared at his brother. “Why the fuck would I do that?” 
“Because it’s going to break anyway, Morningstar, unless Deziel fixes it. I pray that she does, before it’s too late, but you could take the fall for her, so to speak.” 
Lucifer simply kept staring, disbelief written plainly on his face. Michael leaned in, and there was a fervent flame burning in his eyes, floating in his pupils. 
“Haven’t you ever wanted to make amends? You broke her, Lucifer. Give yourself as an offering, and she can be saved from the corrosion you tainted her with. I will make sure she is rehabilitated.” 
There was a weighted pause, and then Lucifer burst out into laughter. “Are you trying to tempt me,” he choked out, “with my own annihilation?” He wiped at his eyes and shook his head, taking a step back from the archangel. “No, Michael. I won’t condemn myself to Heaven’s judgment again simply because one of your favorites has gone rogue.” 
Michael’s lip curled. “Then the gate will break anyway, and you will still be judged, Morningstar.” 
“I’ll take the risk.”
“Very well.” The archangel stepped back, mirroring the Devil. “When it happens, I will punish you, your princes, and your radiant girl, Lucifer. You could have taken this bitterness from their tongues, but you chose to drag them all down with you.” 
Lucifer’s form trembled with fury. “Stay away from Galilee.”
Michael canted his head to the side and smiled with relish. “Oh, what sweet defense! You have no idea, Luci.” 
“No idea about what?” Lucifer snapped. 
“Don’t worry about it.” Michael’s eyes unfocused for a moment, then snapped back in. “You’d better move, though. Those princes you left with the hellgate can’t hold it much longer without you.” 
Then there was barely any time left. Lucifer unfolded his wings and glared at his brother. “You could stop this at any point. You could have mercy on Deziel.” 
“Certainly,” Michael agreed, lightly and maliciously. “And I could also tell you all the things I’m not telling you, but where’s the fun in that?” 
The archangel flashed out his wings in turn, and Lucifer’s pupils narrowed into pinpoints at their brightness, eight blades of pure light that burned the air around them. 
“I came here to offer you mercy, Lucifer. When your worlds end again, don’t forget that I reached out a hand and you chose to turn away.” 
Before Lucifer could respond, the archangel’s wings flapped once, and then he was gone, a streak of light across the evening sky. 

Lucifer stood among the flowers with unwelcome images of Deziel razing through his mind, a wildfire of magnolia and shock rising higher and higher. He had not thought of her in centuries, had relegated her to the place in his mind where all his memories of Heaven lived, a lost place, a place he could not return to. 
Was it not enough that he’d Fallen? That he’d lost Heaven and everything there? Deziel and her side had won. She had stayed in Heaven, her position elevated through her betrayal of him, and yet it seemed she wanted more, pounds of his glimmering flesh. It choked Lucifer with a clutching bitterness, and he wanted it to release him. The first escape he thought of was Galilee, her honeyed voice and burning touch, sweet and hot enough to rinse the bitterness away. Deziel was of an age that had died when Lucifer was thrown into Hell, a time he could never return to, no matter how much she tried to haunt him now. Galilee was his clamoring present, gentle, with none of an angel’s cruelty. Lucifer would not return to a place he had barely survived leaving—never in person, but certainly not in mind and spirit. He would move forward, and, eventually, his momentum would slough off the ghosts of his past. 
It had to.
The Devil left the terrace of flowers in a burst of black wings, swooping around the side of the house. Michael was long gone in the horizon, and Leviathan and Galilee were walking up the pathway to the house—his lost salvation and his newly discovered one. They seemed to have banked their former animosity, and for a moment, they looked like old friends in silent companionship. Lucifer descended from the sky in front of them, gravel scattering under the draft from his wings. Something eased in his chest when Galilee’s face lit up at the sight of him, when she opened her arms in welcome like she would never need to forgive him for anything. 
“There you are,” she said fondly.
Lucifer could barely form words in response. The ground was sure and solid under his feet, but not as certain as her body pressed against his as he pulled her into a hug. 
Galilee stroked his hair. “Are you okay?” She smelled like Leviathan, a cracked cacao pod lying in a dewy jungle.
“I’m fine,” he managed to say. “My brother’s a piece of shit, that’s all.”
Leviathan coughed out a short laugh, and Lucifer turned to him.
“Thank you for guarding her,” he said.
His prince’s eyes slid away. “I live to serve,” he replied dryly. “Will Michael be a problem?”
The real question he was asking was if Michael planned to kill Galilee. Lucifer disliked not knowing the answer, disliked being distracted by Deziel’s resurrection in his life, the dominoes tipping over in favor of his annihilation. 
“The hellgate is the priority,” he answered instead. “Belial should be there by now. I’ll take Galilee, and we’ll meet you there.” 
Leviathan’s eyes flicked to the deadly girl in Lucifer’s arms. “You’re taking her?”
Lucifer frowned in disapproval. “This isn’t the time for your bloodlust, Levi. Focus.”
Levi merely smiled, and there were new shadows in it, ones Lucifer didn’t have the bandwidth to wonder about. He wrapped his arms around Galilee and took off, gravel scattering again, his wings beating steadily. The air got colder as they rose, and Lucifer was glad for Levi’s jacket wrapped around Galilee’s shoulders. 
“What’s the hellgate?” Galilee yelled above the wind as they headed for the Onyearugbulem house.
“It’s the artifact we were protecting,” he answered, and her laugh tore away into the sky.
“Of course it is.” She tipped her head up to smile at him. “Remember our deal?” 
As if he could forget the bargain that had turned him inside out. Lucifer grinned back, feeling some of the darkness slough away. This was why he needed her, needed the way she made him feel, everything better than the fate his family had condemned him to. 
“You get to see it, I get a dance.”
Galilee winked. “Can’t wait to dance with you.”
His heart spasmed. She made it sound so simple, all that innocent anticipation, as if he wasn’t who he was, as if he hadn’t done what he’d done. Deziel wanted to hurt him, and Galilee wanted to dance with him—wasn’t this the truth about the world he had left and the one he had been condemned to? It was a truth he kept rediscovering over and over, in millennia of realizations and looped epiphanies, the blasphemy that maybe Heaven simply didn’t know how to love as well as the humans did, as well as a score of Hell’s princes could. That maybe damnation was a better place to be than the propaganda of salvation. It was no longer a question of where he belonged, because he belonged nowhere, but of making a world of his own. The loyal princes and their blood-splashed love. The silent Hell. The Morningstar had been thrown away, but he’d taken all that discard, used it as scaffold and mortar, and now this girl-creature of light was smiling in his face as if the best part of their future would be spinning in each other’s arms as music swirled around them. 
Lucifer was inclined to believe her. The hellgate would be thwarted. He would coax her soul out of her, and it wouldn’t be a betrayal, not when he intended to be so careful with it, not when it would protect her from both his princes and a dangerous archangel. Besides, Galilee had changed in the garden—she didn’t belong with the humans who aimed weapons at her. She was one of them now, the outcasts, the unwanted ones, and the princes would see it, would get past their fear of her power once Lucifer had her soul, once they understood her heart, the soft valved thing that wanted to dance with the Devil. He would take her back to Hell with him, and Michael would never lay eyes or hand or sword upon her. 
They touched down on a balcony of the mansion holding the hellgate, and Galilee glanced around as Lucifer folded his wings. “The cameras don’t catch you in this form?” 
He shrugged. “Glamours are useful for all sorts of things.”
“Ugh, I’m jealous,” she replied, stepping in through the door he held open for her. 
Lucifer followed behind her, and Galilee turned around slowly as she recognized the hallway where he’d faced off with Oriakụ.
“Right back where we started,” she said, her voice low with awe. “I can’t believe it was just last night.” A note of uncertainty crept in on her last words, and Lucifer slipped an arm around her. 
“Too fast?” he asked. Time never meant anything to him, whether it stretched long or short or sideways, but Galilee had been raised as a human. 
She turned inky eyes up to him, worry tangled in her expression. “How is this possible?” she asked in return, pressing her palm to her chest, then to his. “How is this real, Lucifer? A day ago, I didn’t even believe you existed. Now . . .” She broke off and dragged in a deep breath. “God, everything has changed.” 
Lucifer cupped her face in his hands, and fire cut through him in a welcome burn. “It is fast,” he agreed. “Everything between us, between you and your family; everything within you. But you can handle it, beloved. You’re not human. As much of a shock as that is, it can also be a strength.” 
Her pupils were wide and dark. She was so fucking beautiful.
“Find it, Galilee. Hold on to your light, your power, and it will get you through this.” 
Lucifer spoke with a fervent heat, knowing even as he poured assurance into her that he was being selfish. He needed her to hold it together because she was holding him together. Without her, this new thing searing life through him, he would be consumed by the bitterness, the rage of old grudges, that would erase the wonder of the new life he had made, and Heaven would win. They would win by taking over his mind again, by dragging his attention from his job and his people back to them and their bullshit, just like Deziel wanted to do with the hellgate, but with Galilee, he could build on what he’d started with his princes, something marvelous and new. With her soul, he’d never have to give up the scorching thrill of being able to feel again. 
Lucifer bent his head and claimed Galilee Kincaid’s mouth, relishing the electric ripple of her taste dancing down his nerves. “I have you,” he whispered against her lips. 
Galilee kissed him back fiercely. “I have you too.” She gazed into his eyes, and he saw flashes of white light burst in hers. “Let’s go handle your hellgate.” 

One of Lucifer’s princes was guarding the carved wooden door of the vault. He watched Galilee with large amounts of suspicion as she approached, despite Lucifer’s presence, and the Devil bit back a sigh. He couldn’t blame his princes for their hostility, not if the hellgate was degrading as fast as Michael had warned. This was no time for variables, and Galilee Kincaid was a sure thing only to the Devil. He would have to work on her soul as soon as the hellgate gave him a fucking minute to breathe. 
“Paimon,” he greeted. “Who’s inside?”
The prince continued tracking Galilee with cold eyes. “All the others,” he answered. “Asmodeus, Beelzebub, Leviathan, Belial. Mephis is out with Astaroth hunting, but we wondered if it would be better to call them back. The gate is . . . breaching.” 
“I heard.”
Lucifer laid his hand on the door, and the protection ward that shielded it from outsiders exhaled to let him in. Paimon shifted on his feet, his hands brushing his weapons unconsciously as he watched Galilee step up to the door with Lucifer. They walked into the vault, and Lucifer closed the door firmly behind them. 
Galilee huffed out a short breath. “I’m amazed I’ve lived this long around your princes,” she started to say, but then her words cut out as she saw the inside of the vault. “Holy shit.”
Lucifer felt his back teeth snap together as he looked around. Galilee was stepping in a slow circle, her neck craned back to take in the sight of a space larger than any room in the mansion had a right to be—endless, in fact. It was a towering cave made of stone, the ceiling swallowed up by darkness, the walls sheared straight down to meet a slick and glistening floor. 
“Where are we?” 
Lucifer forced words past his tensed jaw. “It shouldn’t look like this.”
Galilee scoffed. “Yeah, I think my friends would’ve had something to say if this is what they saw last night.” 
“The hellgate’s bending reality around it.” Lucifer knew these kinds of caverns all too well, and it meant that Michael had been right. He hated when Michael was right. “It’s projecting one side onto the other.” 
Galilee shot him a look. “This is what Hell looks like?” 
Lucifer shrugged, already heading to the center of the vault, where his princes were gathered around a dark plinth, their heads bent and their arms extended out. Galilee followed behind him, and in a quiet part of his heart, Lucifer wondered if she’d ever walk into the real Hell with him, for him. He could pull her there once he had her soul, but he’d never force her to do anything. He wasn’t that person anymore. 
The princes murmured endless chants in a tongue unsuited for human mouths, and Galilee winced at the sound. “God, that makes my skin hurt.” 
“It’s not the chants doing that.” Lucifer forked his tongue and flicked out the tip, tasting the air. He hissed sharply when the unmistakable clamor of Hell greeted his senses. It was still hard to believe that Deziel was behind all this, that she hated him enough to even touch a hellgate. Perhaps Michael was lying, but the princes had sensed an angel. Perhaps Deziel was a misdirection. Lucifer would have preferred to think that she was doing whatever she did in Heaven these days, not wandering earth with a vendetta as old as the hills. He glanced over at Galilee and his own voice slithered in his head, cold and unkind. How long will it take, it asked, before she hates you as much as Deziel does, as much as Leviathan tries to hide?
You poison everything you love. Lucifer pushed it away. He had changed. He would continue to change, and the change would save him. There was simply no other choice. 
Galilee was frowning at the quiet in the cavern. “Everything looks fine.” 
“You’d need eyes from Hell to see the truth.” Lucifer flicked his fingers into the air, dropping the illusion so she could witness what he and his princes were truly dealing with. The vault glitched once, and Galilee choked back a cry, her hand clutching at Lucifer’s arm. 
“What the fuck?” Her voice was almost lost in the guttural screams echoing through the cavern. Small portals were shredding open in the air before the princes chanted them shut, while visible pulses thudded out from the plinth that held the mask, stained red and veined with bitter black. Splashes of boiling darkness slammed against the walls of the room, the agony of them redoubling as the room’s wards flung them right back. Lucifer’s princes were being flayed repeatedly, flaps of skin being peeled back from their flesh, revealing unbleeding muscle underneath. Their chants stitched the skin closed again, but it was clear they were fighting a losing battle. Lucifer felt a weight of grief deep in his gut. Whatever punishment Deziel sought for him would obliterate his princes, even as they fought to do Heaven’s bidding, forced into this work by virtue of existing as what they were. Leviathan was right there, as beautiful as ever, even with his dappled skin being taken and returned. They were all fighting for him, for the Morningstar, who had never done anything to deserve it. 
Asmodeus looked up, and a passing scream took out his left eye in a slash of vitreous fluid. “Lucifer,” he bit out. “It’s getting worse.” 
Something had to give. Someone had to give. “Stay over here,” Lucifer said to Galilee. “It’s not safe for you to move any closer.” 
He didn’t dare imagine how the hellgate would target her, how hungry it would be if it sensed the simmering roll of her power. Galilee nodded and folded her arms under Levi’s jacket, looking more human than Lucifer liked. He brushed his knuckles over her cheek, then turned away and strode over to his princes, pushing his shirtsleeves up past his elbows. 
The artifact was shimmering in an illuminated glass cube on the stone plinth, its molecules unstable as it seized in and out of reality. To human eyes, it was a bronze mask, intricate and so very, very old. It was no one’s face, a broad flattened nose, a wide mouth with ivory teeth. There was ancient and dried blood on the inside ivory curve of the mask, seeping through the eyeholes, tangled in gold veins, and Lucifer could feel the sheer volume of the dead that had been pressed into it, packed and screaming. 
Beyond the gate, Hell itself felt Lucifer’s approach and crooned hungrily for him. Lucifer could feel it tugging at him, calling him back home to that cursed throne. The gate’s fracture groaned, and Beelzebub staggered down to one knee. 
“Anytime now, Luci,” she panted.
“I’m here,” Lucifer murmured to the madness beyond the gate. “I’m here now.”
Hell screamed and howled in response, but Lucifer funneled his power into a weave, placing it over the fracture, laying it over the scattering mask. The weave could barely hold from edge to edge. Reality had already started giving way, but Hell and all its damned inhabitants were his, and if he couldn’t temper its rush for a few precious moments, then he might as well toss out his title. 
“Fall back,” Lucifer ordered as he pushed more power into the ward, and then more, and more. His eyes bled black and his wings snapped out, darkening the room. Screams ricocheted off the feathers and splashed into inky stains on the stone floor. 
“Lucifer.” Leviathan’s voice was quiet and filled with warning, but Lucifer paid him no mind. Now that Michael had confirmed an angel’s involvement—Deziel’s involvement—the wounds to the gate made more sense, the power that had stitched them together, the weaves that felt faintly and horrifically familiar now that Lucifer knew his former lover had made them. He could almost taste Deziel in the damage—she’d come close to breaking the gate herself, which she undoubtedly could have, but it seemed to matter to her that it broke under his watch, not under her hands. 
Belial and Asmodeus retreated to the walls of the vault to reinforce the peripheral wards while Leviathan remained by the plinth, within touching distance of Lucifer. 
“What did Michael tell you?” he asked quietly, even as his fingers caught screams out of the air and flung them back to the gate. 
“He confirmed an angel,” Lucifer replied. Even knowing the nature of the wound, even with his own angelic power, the ward he had placed was barely holding. This was bad. 
“Which one?”
Lucifer ground his teeth and pushed more power into the gate. “Deziel.”
Leviathan gave Lucifer a shocked look, and the Devil winced. When he’d first Fallen, Levi had heard him call out Deziel’s name in his sleep, before he learned how to let everything he had lost go. 
Across the vault, Belial did a double take, and a splash of blackness burned against her cheek as it shot past. “Deziel? From the fucking war? Deziel-who-lives-to-suck-the-cock-of-righteousness Deziel?” The prince shook her head and wiped at her face. “No fucking way, Luci. She’s gargled Heaven’s balls since the beginning of time. They’d crush her for this.” 
“Unless they sent her?” Leviathan suggested.
Belial gave him a look. “It’s Heaven,” she said. “They’re straightforward murderous. This is too underhanded for all their bureaucratic bullshit. If they wanted to hurt Luci, they’d just smite him, no?” 
Lucifer almost smiled. She had no idea what the angels were like.
“Their hands are tied by the treaty between Heaven and Hell,” he said. “Breaking it overtly would give us grounds to go to war against them.” 
Belial’s eyes lit up. “I’d love to hurt an angel.” 
“It’s overrated,” Galilee called out from where she was standing, and Belial shot her an evil glare.
“Shut the fuck up,” the prince snarled. “None of us see what you do to Lucifer as a joke.” 
Galilee grinned at her, emboldened by what the garden had made her into. “Wanna find out if I can do it to you too?”
“That’s enough,” Leviathan growled. “We’ve got bigger fucking problems here.”
Lucifer had been so focused on the gate, on the taste of lost angel woven into the bronze and the gold-threaded ivory, it took him a moment to register the cruel chill that crept up his spine, the slight shift in the air of the cavern, the way that taste was suddenly not in the mask but in the vault itself. Warning flared through his body a split second before a soft ghost’s voice joined theirs, magnolia drifting around it. 
“Why, yes,” it said. “Yes, you do.”
Lucifer whipped his head around, keeping his hands centered on the artifact, his heart dropping. All his princes had spun in unison, weapons flying into their hands. 
A tall woman was standing in one of the room’s corners, dressed in jeans and a flannel shirt. Her hair was iron gray and braided down her back, and her face was a flawless heart balanced on a long, graceful neck with moss-green eyes, dark bronze skin, and a red, red mouth. 
“All these wards, and none against angels?” She smiled slowly. “You’re getting sloppy, little brother.”
Every single prince blurred their forms instantly, their eyes bleeding out of the white. Leviathan pulled his sword out in a soundless slide, and Belial’s face was contorted into a mask of contempt. Lucifer kept his energy focused on the work he was doing, but he met the woman’s eyes and gave a small nod that belied none of the rage he felt. He knew that vessel too, had loved it topside more times than he could count, which meant he knew the angel puppeting it around, keeping it alive longer than should have been possible. 
“Deziel,” he said, calm as a sleeping monster, as if it didn’t hurt. “Welcome, I suppose.”



21.
Deziel
I felt my mouth curve wider and wider, like a splitting fruit. “And here I thought you wouldn’t recognize me in this vessel,” I said to the Devil. “It has been so long, after all.” 
Lucifer was expressionless, his arms corded as he held the ward he was working over the gate. “You smell the same, Deziel.”
That was curious. “Still magnolia?” 
“Always.”
“Strange. It must be one of my forms leaking through.” I looked around the vault and took a moment to appreciate the devolving chaos. “Gorgeous, but I can’t focus in all this.” I drew a quick weave in the air, and though the gate kept screaming and splitting, it slowed its breaking as it recognized Heaven’s patterns, my patterns. “There. Now we can have a conversation.” 
Lucifer dropped his arms. “So kind of you,” he bit out, his nostrils flaring.
I smiled at his tone. “Anything for you, Morningstar.”
Galilee was looking between both of us, confused by the intimacy in our exchange. My daughter, in the flesh, looking at me. She had no idea I was the same woman who’d been at the party the night before—that had been a different vessel, a different skin. I allowed her to gaze uninterrupted, but I kept my eyes on Lucifer, my former beloved. We had not been this close since he Fell, since I stood at Michael’s side and watched the Morningstar plummet into the deserved dark. From the corner of my eye, I saw Galilee lean toward one of Lucifer’s demons. 
“Who is that?” she asked him in a low whisper.
She could not hear my name from another’s mouth first. We both deserved better. I turned to her, and the shredding portals of Hell cast a reddened slant over us both. 
“My name is Deziel,” I answered. “I’m the angel who tampered with Lucifer’s little gate.”
Galilee sucked in a breath. “You’re an angel?” I could feel her eyes taking account of me: the too bright of my eyes, the too long of my neck, the too wide of my smile. “Why would you do something like this then?” 
Another demon with discolored skin and yellow eyes scoffed. “You’re still thinking that angels are good,” he said, his eyes flicking between me and Galilee. “Welcome to the real world, little one.” 
Oddly, there was clear affection in how he spoke to her. I hadn’t expected that from one of Hell’s creatures, but I made sure to note it. 
Lucifer hissed behind me, and I glanced over my shoulder. His eyes were void black and deliberate as he bared his teeth. “Get away from her, Deziel.” 
Menace radiated off him, and Galilee stared as the Devil’s body began to broaden in preparation for a shift. I held up a finger and wagged it in warning. “No, no, Morningstar, you’ll let us talk. Move, and I’ll disembowel her right here.” 
Galilee folded her arms and glared at me. She was doing a good job of pretending to be brave, but I could hear her little animal heart racing in her chest, thudding prey muscles trembling in the presence of a predator. “Join the line,” she snapped. “Seems like everyone’s tryna kill me.” 
“I didn’t say I’d kill you,” I corrected. “I said I’d disembowel you. You’d probably survive it, since you’re not human.”
Galilee went a little pale. “What the hell is wrong with you? There’s no reason—” 
“No reason to gut you?” I interrupted. “There’s an excellent one, Galilee. Because it would hurt Lucifer.” 
The Devil took a step toward me. “Michael was right,” he said. “This really is personal for you.” 
Wait. I turned slowly. “You spoke to Michael?” When had Michael come down? Why wouldn’t he have told me? He knew I was so close to finally damning Lucifer. 
The Morningstar’s mouth was hard and unforgiving. I’d seen it like that before, when the war started. “He knows what you’ve done, Deziel. He told me you’re the angel who fucked with my hellgate.” 
I frowned at him. “Well, of
course Michael knows what I did.” My mind was racing now, trying to calculate why the archangel would give Lucifer that information. I’d been planning to reveal it myself in the moments before the gate lost control. It would’ve been spectacular, seeing the shock and despair in Lucifer’s eyes. Had Michael wanted that for himself? 
Lucifer was watching me carefully. “What do you mean, of course he knows?” 
“He said it was a good idea.” I shrugged. “He wouldn’t teach me any of his weaves to use, but it turned out mine were enough on their own.” 
One of the demons laughed, snakes animated on her skin.
I hissed in her direction. “Silence, creature.” Lord above, how did Lucifer ever get used to these foul things? 
The Morningstar’s eyes were wide and dark. “Oh, Deziel,” he said. “Do you think Michael signed off on this?”
He was speaking like a fool, like he thought I was one too. “I don’t need to think he did,” I snapped. “I’m not like you, Lucifer. I follow the order of Heaven. I couldn’t have done this if Michael didn’t permit it, but he did, and here we are. How does it feel to be so close to facing Heaven’s judgment again?” I prowled slowly in his direction, wanting him to feel hunted. “I’ve waited so long to see you brought to proper justice, you know.” 
The Devil didn’t seem concerned about himself. “Michael signed off on this but refused to share his weaves. I bet he wasn’t anywhere near you when you worked on the hellgate, right?” 
“He’s an archangel. He was busy.” I hated that I recognized the look on Lucifer’s face, puzzle pieces spinning around in his head, hurtling toward a conclusion I couldn’t see yet. It almost felt like our old arguments before he Fell, and I hated it. I hated him. “Why did Michael come to see you?” 
Lucifer frowned. “I’m not sure.” He met my eyes. “Michael said you defied him.”
A flush of blood stained my cheeks before I could stop it, and I cursed the tells of the flesh. “It was a long time ago, and I didn’t defy him. I just disagreed on your punishment. It wasn’t harsh enough.” 
“Questioning Heaven is defiance, and you know Michael takes that shit personally.” 
“You weren’t there, Morningstar.”
“It doesn’t matter. But now he sees it your way? He forgave you for defying him?”
“He did.” I stared triumphantly at the Devil. “Michael agrees with me on what is needed.”
“Yes, yes, my new judgment and annihilation if the gate breaks.” Lucifer flapped a hand dismissively and leaned toward me. “I want you to really think about this for a second, Dez. Michael forgave you?” 
Ice wrapped its fingers around my heart. Eons ago, Lucifer and I used to joke that Michael never forgot, never forgave, just always made sure he got his pound of flesh for every slight he decided to punish. But that was for other people. That wasn’t for me. No one had worked with Michael the way I had. 
“I’m not you,” I shot back. “I let it go when he told me to.”
“Dez.” For a heart-shattering moment, Lucifer’s expression was terribly familiar—that old, frustrated concern. “You didn’t let shit go, and neither did Michael. Don’t you see what’s happening? Heaven did not sign off on this. Michael’s setting you up.” 
I hissed at him, my tongue unspooling with anger at his lies. “You have no idea the things Michael has done!” I shouted, and the cavern shook from my voice. “I am not alone in this!” 
Lucifer spread out his palms, trying to placate me. “I know this is personal—” he began, but I narrowed my eyes at him.
“You do not matter enough for this to be personal, Lucifer,” I said, and it was barely a lie, not if I wanted to believe it enough. “You’re a mistake that needs to be remedied, a tool for a lesson, that’s all.” 
“And what’s the lesson?” the yellow-eyed demon asked, with an unacceptable level of contempt in his voice.
I snapped my head toward him and shrieked in response, a sharp, piercing sound filled with my revulsion. Galilee clapped her hands over her ears. 
“Do not address me directly, fiend.” He was a thing of Hell; he had no right to look upon one of God’s soldiers, let alone speak to me in that tone. My voice was slippery with disgust, and in the warped reality of the vault, maggots fell out of the air and onto the floor, sliding over and under one another in yellow loops. The demon’s face tightened, and Galilee looked like she was about to vomit, but Lucifer remained unmoved. 
“We’re not in Heaven,” he said. “You’re in our territory, Deziel.” 
Ah, his voice! All ash and prophecy, how I’d missed it.
“I won’t believe your lies about Michael,” I answered. “You don’t know the truth.”
The Devil cocked his head and smiled sadly. “You know I don’t lie, Dez.”
That shocked me into silence momentarily, because it was true. But just because he believed something, that didn’t make it true either. “Why would Michael set me up?” 
“Why would you set me up with the hellgate?” Lucifer retorted. “You’re both playing the same fucked game.” He almost looked hurt, like I had betrayed him, like he hadn’t done it first. 
“You really don’t know why this is happening to you?” I asked, and my question made the Devil laugh emptily.
“Because you hate me? Even after all this time, Deziel. Even after everything I’ve already lost.”
“Lost?” He couldn’t be serious. “You think we don’t know what you’ve been doing down in Hell? You really don’t get it, Morningstar.” 
Lucifer simply looked confused. “What the fuck are you talking about?”
“You live,” I spat out. He was so close, so beautiful. “You exist. You draw breath like no traitor has any right to. You turned a sentence into a throne and surrounded yourself with princes, you made them love you, when all you deserve is to be fucking annihilated!” 
A cold wind lifted my hair off my neck, wafting it around my face. The walls of the cavern groaned and creaked, and Galilee clutched the arm of the yellow-eyed creature in alarm. 
“Did you think we would forget?” I continued bitterly. “You have no idea how deep this runs, Lucifer, for both myself and Michael. I have waited eons to see your destruction, and when Heaven sentences you after all this, I will stand witness with the greatest of pleasure as Michael wipes you out of existence.” 
I couldn’t detect emotion on Lucifer’s face anymore, but it didn’t matter. It was enough to see him in the flesh, looking at me as he stood there with Hell straining at his back, beautiful and unmoving. He was being sentenced, and it was truly God’s justice that I was the one who got to do it. 
“So that’s what this is about,” he said slowly. “You’re mad because I moved on? Because I no longer raged against Heaven, because I accepted my place?” Lucifer let out a shaky laugh and ran his hands through his hair, turning away from me. “Of course. That’s what Michael wants, all this pain, all this abandoned love, radiated in his direction, like he’s the fucking sun.” He threw me a glance over his shoulder. “That’s what you want too, isn’t it? My attention, for eternity, while I suffer in the Hell you all cast me into.” 
I folded my arms, not liking the accusation in his words. “I want you gone, Morningstar.”
Lucifer darted to me with a growl, and I fought not to flinch. “Because I found something you and Michael could never give me!” His voice lashed out like a flaming whip. “I built it up piece by piece, and now you want to tear it down, just because I’m not suffering enough for your liking?” 
“Yes!” I screamed. “I am suffering! Why should you get to be loved?” 
We were as close as a breath, our faces nearly touching. Lucifer’s flecked eyes searched mine as I tried to reel my emotions back in. 
“You know,” he said, “I always wondered what I’d do if Michael let me come back to Heaven. I dreamed of it for endless millennia, and I told myself I wouldn’t go, I wouldn’t do it, such was my spite and hurt. But now? It feels like a great exhale, Deziel, not a decision fluttered on an angry wind, to know that I will never go back, that I don’t want that anymore.” He touched his forehead to mine, even as his mouth cut gouges into me. “I have made something better from the love of discards, and it sits heavy in my marrow. You and Michael will never take that away from me.” 
I wrenched myself away from him, gasping. His princes were still watching us, a foul audience, and Galilee was staring with wide eyes, her hands pressed against her mouth. I felt trapped. How dare he make me feel like this, when he was the hunted one? 
“You will be destroyed, Morningstar,” I choked out. Snowflakes started falling thickly from the distant ceiling of the vault, my cold grief splintering over our heads. 
Lucifer shook his head. “You’re wasting my time, Dez.” Snow was accumulating on his lashes, the flakes melting like tears. He jerked his chin at the yellow-eyed demon. “Get Galilee out of here.” 
Her name jolted me back to my purpose. Oh, I was more cunning than the Devil had realized, I had been preparing for decades. I pressed my hand to my belly and forced my voice to be strong, ringing through the space. “You’re not taking my daughter anywhere,” I said, and the snow froze in midair. 
Galilee made a choked sound, her hands falling by her sides as she stumbled back. Shock slowed her movements, reverberating in her face. “You’re lying,” she said, and the words came out desperate, hoarse and dry. 
“Why use a lie when the truth is a far sharper weapon?” I replied, my form blurring as I walked toward my daughter, my cutting blade. The snow floated out of my way. The iron-gray hair of my vessel darkened wetly until it clung to my cheeks. My face reshaped itself, my neck collapsing to a human length, the red leaching out from my lips until they were pale and bloodless. Galilee watched, and I saw the moment horrified recognition dawned in her eyes as mine faded from moss green to a wild dark brown. 
“It was you in the woods,” she gasped, as my clothes crumbled and a bloodstained white shift replaced them. “You made the barter.” 
Her heart was stumbling now—I could hear it, and I knew it was because of the memory Darling Kincaid had shown them, me standing in the creek with a wet, red newborn. 
I grinned at my child from a long-dead face. “I’m so glad I didn’t kill you,” I said warmly. “You’ve turned out so much better than I ever hoped, Galilee Kincaid.” 
She flinched, her fingers trembling, her inky eyes blown open. The demons in the vault were openly shocked, murmuring to each other in violent hisses. “She’s a fucking sleeper agent,” one of them said, her words low and strained. The yellow-eyed demon had stepped forward to stand by Lucifer’s shoulder. His sword was drawn and it glowed with a cold light, but his eyes were inscrutable as he stared at Galilee. Lucifer was silent, his eyes fixed on my child, deep grooves bracketing his mouth. 
“See, the beauty of my daughter,” I explained to them all, “is that she has more power than you can fathom. I don’t imagine you’d have an easy time killing her.” I slid a knowing look over at the Devil. “You won’t be able to let them do it, will you? You need her now.” 
Lucifer’s eyes shifted, and my mouth stretched into a smile again.
“I knew you would. She was crafted perfectly for you.”
The Devil grimaced. “She’s your child,” he answered, and when he looked at Galilee again, it was with a fresh and shocked horror. “She’s your child, Deziel.” He took an unsteady step back, pressing the heels of his hands into his eyes. “Fuck!” 
“No,” Galilee said, and I was delighted to hear the pain and fury in her voice, seeping into her eyes and turning them white, bleeding light into her hands. “Lucifer, no. That is not my mother.” Her power was boiling up, slipping off its leash, running wild from distress. We were so close now. She was my blade resting on the Morningstar’s collarbone, an exhale away from his throat, and all I had to do was lean on her. 
“But I know you so well,” I taunted. “I watched you your whole life, little girl, wanting to be weak, wanting to be human. Not knowing what you needed, but I knew. I knew you’d run to Lucifer like a plant to the light.” I shrugged. “We’re all monsters to the humans, after all.” 
Galilee looked sickened, the light stuttering out of her in fits and starts. “How much of this did you set up?”
I couldn’t help but laugh, and the sound melted the suspended snowflakes into warm droplets hanging like gems in the air. “Ah, child. I brought that mask to Salvation. I knew Lucifer would follow once it started to malfunction, and he would be brought within reach of you—one of the few entities who can harm him—and the rest was inevitable.” 
The demon with writhing snakes on her head hissed at me. “You and your kind have always been able to harm him,” she said. 
I tapped a damp finger against my cheek. “Let me rephrase. One of the few entities outside Heaven’s command who can harm him.” 
The yellow-eyed demon looked disgusted. “You created Galilee because you were too afraid to attack Lucifer directly?”
I ignored him. What did they know of Heaven and our rigor, our rules? I had created Galilee because I was not permitted to move directly against the King of Hell, so it was the corners and loopholes for me, squeezing God’s justice into spaces where it barely fit. And here she was, my blade of a daughter with glowing hands, her hurt gaze pinned on me. 
“That’s why I exist?” she asked, her voice unsteady. 
I tilted my head at her. The droplets of water in the air floated slowly to the ground, making small puddles. “It’s a purpose, Galilee. We gave you a righteous one. You should be grateful for it.” 
“How did you do it?” The question came from the snaked demon, and I allowed it only because no one had appreciated how hard it had been to pull this off, to carry a child in a human form for what felt like endless months as it siphoned life from my vessel’s flesh. I had worked for this justice. 
“I took this form, obviously.” I turned my hands over, examining the skin. “We came down to the earth.”
The demon with the sword narrowed his yellow eyes. “Who came down with you?”
I’d had enough of demons asking me questions, but before I could react, Lucifer stepped over to Galilee and wrapped her in his arms. 
It took my breath away with surprising pain. He’d been so shocked to realize who she was, I’d thought that would drive a wedge between them, but how brief his horror had been! He was comforting her, right in front of me, as if he hadn’t loved us both, bedded us both, mother and daughter. Why had I expected him to be repulsed? He was the Devil; he might even enjoy the taboo of it. My lip curled in disgust, and Lucifer’s arms tightened around Galilee, who still radiated wild light from her palms, even as her eyes were numb and white. 
“I’m not real,” she whispered. “I’m not real.” 
It was a fair conclusion to draw—she’d been made to be a tool, a toy, and her whole life had been one brief and terrible manipulation, but wasn’t that all of us under God? 
“Ignore the angel,” Lucifer murmured to her. “Deziel is nothing, just a desperate relic burning out.”
Oh, he was trying to hurt me because I’d hurt her, but he’d dealt me the greatest wound long ago. Nothing he did now could really compare. I didn’t respond to the insult, and Lucifer glared at me. 
“Answer Levi’s question,” he snapped. “Who came down from Heaven with you?”
I showed him my teeth. “Who do you think, Morningstar?” 
The Devil inhaled a short, sharp breath. “No,” he whispered, as realization struck him heavily. “Michael?”
Oh, I was cutting him with the truth, destroying the image of his brother in a new direction. It was delicious, and I twisted the knife gleefully. “He lay with me, right here on earth.” 
Lucifer stiffened, assaulted by the same memories I had—of our excursions into the flesh, our games, our play. “No,” he said again, like it would change the truth. “Michael wouldn’t—he didn’t believe in that.” 
I laughed out loud. “And you think he would betray me. Michael bent his precious morals for me, so we could create a weapon against you. That’s what your destruction is worth to him: the compromising of who he is.” 
Galilee had gone deathly pale. “What the fuck is she saying, Luci?”
I snaked my head toward her. “I’m saying I came down to earth with an archangel, not too far from Kincaid land. I’m saying we found a human, a fisherman named Gifty Williams, and I changed my form, and Michael took him as a vessel.” 
Lucifer’s rage was flat and dark. “You fucked Michael,” he snarled, as the truth finally slapped him in the face. “You let him give you a child.” 
I shrugged, knowing it would infuriate him further. “That was the whole point, Lucifer. Michael insisted on using a vessel; we weren’t even sure it would work with me in this form, but it did. Once we knew I was with child, Michael returned to Heaven, and I stayed with the fisherman.” 
My daughter let out a broken gasp, but I was floating in my memories, a small smile on my lips.
“He loved the land and the waters, knew them like the back of his hand, and he thought you were his, Galilee.” I sighed, remembering the months I’d spent in that little cabin. “Maybe you were, a little, who knows? Certainly, nothing like you has existed before. But Gifty loved you from the moment he knew you were forming within me. He had no memories of being taken by Michael—a mercy I insisted on—and he’d sing to you as fireflies rose at night, out on the front porch. When labor started, it was just the two of us, and Gifty caught you in his hands. Cut the cord.” 
Galilee choked back a strangled sound. “Where is he now?”
My smile never wavered. “I cut his throat right after,” I answered. “He fell to his knees—he was a big man, you know—and the blood jumped out of his neck like it was singing to be somewhere else, and I held you up in it. Bathed you in all that love of his.” 
It had felt transcendent. He had loved my child, and I had slaughtered him for it, certain that his blood held all that power, that the new baby would be marked by it, whatever she turned out to be. I couldn’t have let him live. If not at my hand, then he would have died at Michael’s. The archangel never meant to leave any loose ends. 
“Galilee.” Lucifer was saying her name low and urgent. “Pull it back.”
I returned to the present to see my daughter’s power spilling white-hot in her eyes, bright and streaming from her hands, light wrapping tendrils up her arms. How strange that it would take this little story of a man she didn’t know to pull her apart like this! 
“Why did you do it?” Galilee’s voice held new guttural tones, and the air trembled.
I leaned in, my eyes hungry. “Because I could. Because your power needed a sacrifice, and he loved you so much, Galilee. Do you think this power you use even now is free? Did you think no one paid for you? Gifty paid, my child, so that justice to the Devil might be served one day.” 
I was looking directly at her when the rage took her over. Her light flared around her body, gathering in a whirlwind of wailing bright armor. 
“Pull it back!” Lucifer’s voice was raised, but it made no difference. My child was no longer Galilee Kincaid. She was what her fathers and I had made her into: a weapon, a howl of fury, a senseless burning thing. The floor of the room buckled, and the stone plinth leaned as half the demons shouted. 
“The ward is failing!” one of them yelled. “Lucifer, even the angel’s ward is failing!” 
My laugh was drunk and warm. She could break my wards; she had Michael’s power after all. I couldn’t wait to tell him.
“Looks like I never had to break the gate, Morningstar,” I yelled. “Just needed her close enough to it, and the first thing you did was make a deal to bring her here. She’s perfect, isn’t she?” 
The thing that used to be Galilee was a storm now, and Lucifer was begging it. “You made a deal with me,” he said to her. “Galilee, please.” 
I scoffed. “What is a deal when you are this strong, Galilee Kincaid?” I was a curved cut of glee, a mouth, a throat. “What honor is there among monsters? I want you unleashed, blood of my blood. The Morningstar wants you collared.” 
“Shut the fuck up.” Lucifer looked like he wanted to tear me apart. 
“Ask him what his plan was,” I continued, ignoring him for the incandescent horror that was my offspring, my angel spawn. “Ask him how he intended to stop his demons from executing you.” 
From inside the storm of light, Galilee looked out at Lucifer just in time for both of us to see the slackening in his face, the guilt already chased by desperate apology. I took a step forward. 
“He was going to seduce you into a bargain for your soul,” I told her, my voice soft and sympathetic. “It would mean that you could never move against him or his demons. It would neutralize you, and in return, they would allow you to live.” My voice took on an edge. “But you are my daughter, and no one gives you leave to draw breath.” 
Galilee wasn’t even looking at me; she kept her eyes on the Devil.
“A collar fashioned by Hell,” I whispered. “That’s what he had planned for you, Galilee, in all your brilliance. What is a deal when the broker wishes to enslave you?” 
Past Lucifer, the demons were throwing up desperate wards in an effort to keep the hellgate intact. “Lucifer, we need you!” the snaked one screamed. “It will not hold!” 
The yellow-eyed demon was beside her, the muscles in his arms straining as he corralled screams and closed rips in the air. His sword was cast to one side, useless in this battle. Galilee glanced at him, and I followed her eyes. That was the demon who’d spoken to her with affection, and when he looked back at her, a guilt matching the Devil’s filled his yellow eyes. “Galilee,” he said. 
“In the garden . . .” Her voice echoed on itself. “. . . you said Lucifer had a scheme, where my power wouldn’t be a threat.”
The demon winced but didn’t look away. “We needed to keep him safe, Galilee.”
“You see?” I whispered. “They all knew your soul was up for grabs, and none of them cared. You are too strong, and they are afraid. Like the humans, they want to destroy or control what they fear.” 
“Galilee,” Lucifer interrupted, “don’t listen to her. She understands nothing. Michael is going to destroy her, and no matter what happens here, he is going to come for you. What they did is forbidden by Heaven.” He was frantic, speaking fast as if he could outrun her judgment. “You’re a loose end, evidence of his sins. I wanted to protect you. He can’t touch you if you belong to Hell.” 
Galilee gave him an unforgiving stare. “If I belong to you.” 
Lucifer fell silent. We could all hear how it sounded, how it made her a thing, a weapon to be passed around. I reached into the storm of light whipping around Galilee and stroked her hair. It could not burn me. It was of Heaven. 
“How can you trust anything he says?” I asked. “He shared none of this with you. Let me tell you what it took me too long to learn, daughter. If you let him, Lucifer Morningstar will be your downfall.” 
Galilee jerked her head away from me and screamed, devolving even further into light. I pulled back, satisfied.
“That should do it,” I said, almost to myself, and then I glanced over at Lucifer. He was staring at Galilee, devastation and regret carving through his face as she slipped irretrievably away from him. He thought I didn’t understand his loss or the wake of it, but I did. I had lost so much when he Fell. I had lost him. And just as he had changed over time, I had to believe that so had Michael, that the archangel who had given me a child would not punish me for an old slight. Working with Michael had been the first time I didn’t feel so lonely in Heaven since the war. I wasn’t willing to sacrifice it on the word of the Devil. 
I gazed at Lucifer one last time, at his pain and his beauty, and the hellgate wrenching behind him. I did not expect I would ever see the Devil again; God’s work was done here. 
“Good luck, Morningstar,” I whispered.
The Devil turned to me, but I was already gone, leaving my daughter behind to destroy his world.



22.
Galilee
Her mother was a demented angel. Her father was an archangel, or a gutted fisherman, or both. There was a high-pitched whine ringing in Gali’s ears, the thunder of blood thudding underfoot, the rivers pounding frantically through her flesh. Lucifer’s eyes were a black galaxy burning, and Deziel—her mother—was a quiet smirk that vanished into nothing. Words floated around Galilee, pinching and pricking at her skin. Sleeper agent. Weapon.
Nana Darling’s memoryscape had shown the baby covered in blood, in too much blood from just a birth. None of the Kincaids had smelled the human she’d been washed in—how could they? Gifty Williams had simply been rinsed off in a creek as Deziel had walked away, and then the Kincaids had taken Galilee home, while Gifty became nothing more than a swirl of discolored water rushing past a heave of rocks. The poor man—possessed by an angel and used for his seed, a man who’d had so much love to give even afterward. That was the point, wasn’t it? Love, not blood. That was why the Kincaids had taken her in, and if Galilee couldn’t grieve for this fisherman, then what kind of Kincaid was she? 
Galilee couldn’t feel her body anymore. She wasn’t sure she had one. She was just power and light, rage and hurt. That’s how this game was played, right? If you had the power, you could do whatever you wanted to whoever you wanted. You could trick a naive girl and plan to take her soul, fuck her until she handed it right over. You could kill a man, take an old woman’s most precious memories, cast glamours left and right like people didn’t matter. Galilee no longer cared about the hellgate or the Devil or his princes. They wanted to kill her. They wanted to steal her soul. They were her enemies.
She was not like them. She was becoming a pillar of light, and it purged her of feelings, of the human stickiness; it made her into something pure, something beyond any glory she’d ever touched. It was the most seductive thing she’d ever experienced, and all it wanted was everything, which right then was easy to give. The Devil had betrayed her, and an angel was whispering in her ear. 
Galilee Kincaid screamed and stopped existing.



23.
Leviathan
Leviathan had seen some of the world end before, more than once, his memories bright with apocalyptic light and rushing water. This time, he watched as Lucifer fell to his knees before an imploding Galilee. Her flesh was fraying at the seams, split apart by fractures of brilliance, and Lucifer’s hands shook as he reached out to her. Leviathan cursed and ignored the ward they were trying so desperately to hold together, breaking away so he could grab Lucifer’s hands and pull him away. 
“You can’t touch her,” he said. “She’ll incinerate you like this!” Tiny tongues of fire were dancing in the air around them, making hundreds of small burns on his face as he crouched down next to the son of the morning. 
Lucifer barely seemed to be listening to him. The Devil was gazing at Galilee as her human form groaned and flickered under the weight of her pain. “She’s going to shift into an angelic form,” he said, and despair was a choked hand around his voice. “What have they made her into?” 
Leviathan did not want to think of the possibilities—the girl was the get of an angel and a loving human vessel, with an archangel’s power seeded into her. He did not let go of Lucifer; any doubt that Galilee could kill the Devil had long since evaporated. 
“She can’t shift,” he said as his fingers dug into Lucifer’s skin. “The gate destabilized as soon as she started changing form; it will fall apart if she continues.” And they would all be condemned by the same angels in Heaven who had set them up, and no one would care, because they were of Hell and deserved whatever was coming to them. 
Belial cast a wild-eyed look their way. “Stop her, Lucifer!” She and the other princes had their wings out, membranes of blue and bloodred and slick mother-of-pearl pressed together in the room as they fought the gate. Mephis and Astaroth had returned from the hunt and were throwing everything they had into the wards. It wasn’t working. 
“We have to shift forms,” Leviathan decided. “We’re wasting energy maintaining these ones.”
Asmodeus glanced anxiously at Lucifer. “That’s the Morningstar’s call, Levi. Topside rules, remember? We don’t shift unless he says.” 
“Does he look like he’s about to give any fucking orders?” Leviathan growled. 
The princes turned their heads, and coiled emotions ran over all their faces, from dismay to anger and disappointment. Lucifer was motionless, still on his knees as Galilee hiccuped between forms, an arm dissolving into a falling puzzle of boiling water, her face coated in ash and light. With each glitch, the hellgate responded, tearing gashes into the air and spilling screams out. 
“Levi’s right,” Belial said grimly. “We have to shift.”
She abandoned her human form immediately, pale scales rippling where skin used to be. Her jaw elongated and hung open, showing rows and rows of daggered teeth, and several arms emerged from her warping rib cage. The only wings that stayed the same were her wings, still a bottom-of-the-sea blue black. 
Asmodeus was stitching together a gash in the air where reality was threatening to give way, his face worried. “Will the house hold if we all shift, Levi? Should we evacuate the humans?” 
Leviathan couldn’t take his eyes off Galilee. “If that gate breaks, As, there won’t be any humans in a hundred-mile radius to worry about.” 
He heard the crackles and snaps as the rest of the princes shifted, smelled the sulfur and smoke, the inhuman worlds bursting under their skins, but Leviathan remained transfixed by the sight of an angel’s child being born into her true form. Galilee was shattered hail whipping up into a tornado. She was crystal and light and pain, copper hair bleeding white as an avalanche. Lucifer was weeping without sound as he gazed upon her, and Leviathan could feel the guilt pouring off him. Deziel had broken the girl’s heart so utterly that she was going to set off an ending. Galilee had been a bomb all along, laid in place and with an angel breathing on the fuse—this catastrophe was, like her, inevitable. 
Leviathan shouldn’t have been surprised. When they’d stood under the willow trees in the garden, Galilee had looked up at him without an ounce of suspicion in her face, just curiosity as she asked for permission to touch him. Leviathan had known it would be a mistake. He’d known because he had watched her mouth, the soft full curve of her lips, the glint of teeth behind them. She’d been worried about hurting him, and Leviathan had realized what Lucifer had tried to tell the princes. Galilee was inhuman and powerful, but she was also achingly sweet in a way that she couldn’t help—an innocent worried about hurting the prince who had openly argued for her death. It faintly shamed Leviathan, as did his hunger for her, so he’d kept silent, and then he’d buried it all when he watched Lucifer wrap her in his arms and lift into the sky. Deziel had mocked Lucifer for being unable to watch the girl die, and Leviathan wondered if his shame would be compounded for the same thing. The King of Hell had no pride when it came to Galilee Kincaid. He’d begged his princes; he’d believed that Galilee could be the start of something instead of the end. 
Now knowing the truth of what Galilee was, Leviathan finally understood why Deziel had been so confident that Lucifer would not be able to resist the girl—she was a cocktail of Heaven and human, a possibility of the home he thought he could never return to, with all the flesh and spirit of the humans the Morningstar had Fallen for. She was already more like Lucifer than his princes could ever be—her power smelled like his because they were both angelic—but with all that familiarity, there was a ghostly promise that, with her, the Devil might never have to be lonely again. It didn’t explain why Leviathan felt the way he did about her, and he wondered if that was a spell driven by her touch. It really would be safer to kill Galilee and see if these feelings would pass. 
“The girl has to die.” Belial’s true voice hissed through the room, echoing his thoughts. “It’s the only way we stand a chance at holding the gate.” 
The princes had gained slightly more control over the hellgate with their true forms, but it wasn’t enough, and Leviathan knew that Belial wasn’t wrong. As long as Galilee continued to splinter, so would the gate, thanks to Deziel’s interference. 
“If she has to die, then so be it,” Asmodeus replied. He sounded nothing like his human form—Asmodeus in his true flesh was a stone-cold efficient bastard who served Hell and would execute Galilee in a heartbeat. Leviathan should have been like that, human form or not. Leviathan had been like that, but then he’d shielded the girl in the garden, and she had laid her hand on his chest, and Leviathan had hungered once more. 
Lucifer did not move, his eyes black and heavy with grief. “No one touches her,” he said.
“There’s more at stake than this infatuation,” Belial replied coldly. “You are overruled, Morningstar.” 
In response, Lucifer’s wings snapped out into violent obsidian stretches. He didn’t stand up and he did not look around, but his voice became twenty upon twenty. “No one touches her,” he repeated. 
Galilee stuttered into a pillar of flame and burst apart, then whirled into herself and re-formed.
Belial nodded at Leviathan with her full and terrible scaled head. “Do what you must,” she said.
Leviathan picked up his sword. It was never warm or cold, or any sensation that could be marked by human flesh. It always felt like a clear emptiness, like a pure void. Leviathan had never wondered what to do or who he was once his sword was in hand, and that did not change even as Hell raised an unholy cacophony as it squeezed fragments of itself through the gate. 
He took a step toward the Morningstar and the angel’s child. Belial turned back to the gate, trusting that Leviathan would do what he was meant to, what he had always said he would since all this began, since Lucifer fell for a sweet and long-awaiting trap. The girl was young, powerful, but trapped in the liminal, flashing between forms because she didn’t know how to let go of the flesh. It would be easy for Leviathan to simply cut her down and give them a fighting chance with the gate. The Lucifer Belial knew would never counter the combined will of his princes with a hellbreak at stake, not really. The Lucifer she knew would sacrifice Galilee for the greater good and grieve her later, rather than fail in his duty. 
But Leviathan knew something else: that the Morningstar kneeling before the dissolving girl was not the Lucifer they knew, not right now, and he also knew that he himself was not exempt from this change. He was no longer the Leviathan he had been before the garden, before a well of honeyed want fell open in him, before he had longed for a girl who was gentle enough to worry about hurting him, yet determined enough to fight the princes of Hell for her life and the lives of her loved ones. 
“I’m sorry, Belial.” Leviathan turned, his sword at the ready, his body shielding Lucifer and Galilee from the other princes.
Belial froze in utter shock. “What are you doing, Levi?” 
Levi hoped Lucifer was listening, since Galilee was beyond that now. “Let him try and get through to her,” he said. “We can’t touch her without wounding Lucifer.” 
Asmodeus narrowed his eyes. “You defend her,” he said. “She is unleashing Hell with her pain and thousands will die, but you defend her, Levi?” 
“Attacking her might make this all worse.”
“You’re transparent, Levi.” Belial’s many eyes were all cold. “It would take a second to collect her head and this would be over. You would have done it earlier today without hesitation.” 
Leviathan nodded, a sharp-edged void balanced in his hands. “And now I will not.”
Asmodeus snorted, smoke roiling out of his nostrils. “We don’t have time for this. Beelzebub, Mephis. Kill her. Disable Levi if you need to.” 
“Kill Levi if you need to,” Belial corrected. “We have a fucking job to do, even if both of them have been turned by some broken angel-born bitch with a convincing cunt.” 
Leviathan heard Lucifer stand up behind him, obsidian wings roaring. He flared his out as well and took a small step back so he and Lucifer were back-to-back. Ten thousand memories crowded in, and Leviathan shoved them all out again, turning his head to speak quietly. “She’s not lost to you, Luci. Forget the princes. Find her in there.” 
Lucifer was silent, but then his wings brushed against Leviathan’s, prompting another wave of memories, naked flesh and wings caressed by silk and mouths. “Don’t do that,” Leviathan snapped. “You know I hate it.” 
“I know precisely how much you like it,” Lucifer replied, his voice soft and private. He was grounding himself, using Leviathan as the anchor. “Just like I know you waited outside my room earlier.” 
The Devil spoke easily, as if he hadn’t just been weeping, as if Galilee wasn’t spinning apart, as if Hell wasn’t being born into this realm. Leviathan was glad that Lucifer was stable enough to flirt in the midst of chaos, but Lucifer’s words made him draw in a harsh breath, punched by quick memory. True, he had come to the bedroom door when Galilee had been screaming Lucifer’s name with nothing but wild, shattering pleasure in her voice. There’d been a time when Leviathan had sounded like that. 
“You’re going to do this now?” he bit out. “Just stop her, Luci.” 
“I intend to.”
Lucifer’s wings retreated, and fear swung its way into Leviathan’s throat as he watched the Devil step directly into Galilee’s blazing light storm. Beelzebub and Mephis had been approaching her, but now they stopped in their tracks and exchanged uncomfortable looks. Leviathan whipped an arm out, slicing his sword in a showy arc scant inches away from their multiple throats. 
“Don’t move,” he ordered.
Lucifer reached out and cupped what was left of Galilee’s face with both his hands, hissing softly as he made contact. Given the way he’d described her touch before, Leviathan couldn’t imagine how much that contact burned right now. 
“Beloved,” the Morningstar whispered, “are you there?”
The light howled and cut thin slashes into Lucifer’s cheeks. Fire scalded his face, bubbling the skin of his form.
“She’s attacking him,” Beelzebub hissed, glaring at Leviathan. She was a horned beast in her true form, three tongues lolling out of her razored mouth. “You fail in your duty to protect the king.” 
Leviathan shrugged, not lowering his sword. “He’ll be fine.”
Mephis was watching him closely, and Leviathan didn’t like it. Mephis was cunning, a cruel little trickster who had a knack for picking out secrets. “What happened when you went up to the room?” they asked, eyes orbiting in the air around where their head should have been. 
“Who cares?” Beelzebub snapped.
“Or was it in the garden?” Mephis continued. “When it was just the three of you, so conveniently allied against us now?”
Leviathan ignored them. Galilee left her human form completely, forcing Lucifer to back away from her as she shifted fully into a maelstrom of fire and light. A sharp spark sounded, and all the illumination in the room died. It didn’t matter to anyone there—none of them needed light to see—but even as Belial and the others fought a groaning Hell, as Leviathan held Beelzebub and Mephis at bay, the core of the room was not the breaking gate but the tableau formed by the two entities. Lucifer had his power emanating from his pores, pressing against the maelstrom that was Galilee. Her light contracted, then blew a shock wave of power through the room. 
Time stopped.
The gate froze in the middle of a scream, and the princes staggered back. A numb silence fell as tongues of fire flickered into the air, floating around them all, and then the maelstrom spoke. 
“You betrayed me,” it said to Lucifer, and its voice was piercing, sharp crystal echoing faintly with chimes.
Lucifer drew in a harsh breath. “I did,” he admitted. “I thought I could save you.”
Jagged tendrils of light reached out from the maelstrom and wrapped themselves around Lucifer, sinking into his skin. Leviathan’s grip tightened on his sword as Lucifer winced with pain, his eyes bleeding black. 
“I was wrong, Galilee.” His voice was rough. “I see it now.”
“You’re hurting him,” Leviathan said. Pale streaks of lightning were flaring through Lucifer’s flesh, and his power began to stutter. 
“No,” the maelstrom corrected. “I am wounding him.” 
Lucifer coughed out a laugh. “Just like I taught you.”
“Yes,” the maelstrom replied. “You understand punishment.”
“Ah, Galilee, beloved.” Lucifer fell to one knee as ash began to form on his face. “You never needed me to save you.”
His princes were watching in horror, and even Leviathan felt the unease crawling over his skin. She was wounding the Morningstar. If Lucifer died . . . 
“Stop this,” Belial growled. “Levi, we have to stop this.” 
“Stand back,” Lucifer snapped at them. 
“Morningstar, you’re the one who made sure your authority was no longer absolute,” Asmodeus shot back. “We will not stand by and let her destroy you.” 
Leviathan let his wings unfold and loosened his hold on his form. His human skin slithered away, and then he was clotted leather roaring out of an ocean once again. “You will obey the Morningstar,” he growled. 
Asmodeus gave him a contemptuous glance. “Your loyalty is a farce if it leads to Luci’s death,” he pointed out. “She is killing him.” 
“Lucifer knows what he’s doing.” Leviathan had no one to pray to, but he hoped with all his being that he was right, because this hurt more than he had imagined possible, watching Galilee Kincaid torture the King of Hell. If Leviathan had ever wondered about revenge for the harms Lucifer had visited upon him, that wonder was gone. He did not want this. I should have told him he was forgiven, he thought. 
The maelstrom encircled Lucifer completely now, and the Devil’s power guttered even further. Asmodeus gave Leviathan a tight, resentful nod, a good soldier accepting Leviathan’s order in the chain of command, but Belial let out a cry of rage that shook the walls of the vault. 
“Get him out of there!” she roared.
“Belial.” Lucifer’s voice was gasping now, punctuated by spare breaths. “There is nothing to fear.”
“Why do you lie to her?” asked the maelstrom. “How much of you was a lie?”
“I don’t lie,” Lucifer replied. His eyes were fanatically bright, a split and swirling abyss. “There is nothing to fear in glory, Galilee.” He coughed, and darkness dripped from the corner of his mouth. “Your true form astonishes me. I am grateful I got to see it.” 
The maelstrom hesitated. “You are wounded,” it said. “You deserve it.”
“Undoubtedly. But I told you the truth, Galilee. I don’t care if you destroy me, if you obliterate me with feeling.” He laughed, and his skin lost color. “What a way to go.” 
Leviathan watched with horrified interest, his sword clear in his hand, his position fixed. Was this all surrender, on all their parts? He had never really trusted the new Lucifer, not when he’d been so intimate with the old one, but this—this was different. The Devil was going to let Galilee annihilate him. As what, as penance? If there was ever a time for Lucifer’s old self to reemerge, it would be now, when his very existence was being threatened. Instead, he was smiling with death dripping from his mouth, accepting it with both hands. 
“Change form, you suicidal bastard!” Belial yelled, as Asmodeus restrained her by a handful of scaled limbs. “She can’t defeat you in your true form!” 
“I won’t fight her,” Lucifer replied. “She was never my enemy.”
It was entirely too much, right there. Leviathan rolled his eyes and reverted to his human form. “That’s enough of that,” he said, sheathing his sword as he stepped up to Lucifer, entering the maelstrom of light. Leviathan was moving faster than he was thinking, but he was as sure as his blade, ringing bright and clear. Inside the maelstrom, heat washed over his skin but it did not burn him. The storm that used to be Galilee Kincaid stopped moving, and Leviathan felt a tangible curiosity lick over him. 
“Why are you here?” the maelstrom asked.
Because he would not watch the King of Hell become a martyr when it wasn’t necessary. “You don’t actually want to wound Lucifer,” Leviathan replied, thinking of the girl in the garden with wide, dark eyes. “Luci won’t say anything to stop you because he thinks he deserves it, but Galilee Kincaid is careful, even with monsters.” 
He reached down and stroked damp curls off Lucifer’s forehead. The Morningstar was in a bad way.
“Things have changed,” the maelstrom said.
“They have,” agreed Leviathan. “And you are angry and hurt, and no one prepared you for this power. No one taught you how to hold it. They hid you from yourself, and they made you into a weapon, and right now, Galilee? You’re nothing but a sword in Deziel’s hand, and she isn’t even in this room.” 
The world was teetering on a fine edge. Leviathan could taste it like salt on the inside of his cheek.
“Things have changed,” he continued. “And they can change again. The Devil kneels before you, dying, just to make a point while you torture him.” 
A ripple passed through the storm. “It is not torture.”
Leviathan gave an unamused chuckle. “Look at him, Galilee. You’re crushing the Morningstar under your heel. His power is going to go out. And you can justify it however you want, but look at a true thing while you do it. You are making him suffer because you can, because you have the power to.” To his surprise, Leviathan felt grief for all of them. “You are everything I feared you would be for him, you know that? A fresh damnation, and still he goes willingly.” 
“And you?” the maelstrom asked. It was slowing now, and its hold on Lucifer had slackened, the tendrils of light pulling back slightly from the Devil’s body. “You will not raise your sword against me?” 
“I’m not Lucifer. I’ll fight if you try to harm me.” The remnants of Lucifer’s power were refracted in the shards of the storm, and it was a painfully beautiful sight. Leviathan reached out a hand and touched one of the fragments. It was cold beyond belief, burning his skin. “But I changed too, Galilee. It is not an easy thing to admit. Lucifer fought us for you. He believed in a chance, and he did not want you to die.” 
The maelstrom’s light trembled and retracted into itself, just by a fraction. “And you?” it asked again.
Leviathan let the wonder and hunger he’d felt in the garden course through him again. It felt like surrender.
“I don’t want you to die, Galilee.” The words fell warm from his lips. “Doesn’t it feel a little like you’re dying now?”
The maelstrom’s voice turned brittle. “Yes. It is strange.”
“Our true forms can erase us unless we learn to inhabit them, to wield our power instead of being wielded by it. Deziel knows this.” Leviathan took another step, deeper into the storm. It felt intimate, like he was right up against Galilee’s naked skin, their breaths tangling. “Do you understand, Galilee? Your mother knows there are many ways to kill you. Your true form can destroy you first. Killing Lucifer would break you away from yourself. The hellgate’s destruction will likely be all of ours as well. It won’t be contained to here; it’ll reach Salvation. Your family. Your friends.” He leaned closer urgently now, and her light pressed like blades against his face. “I want you to have a chance, Galilee. I do not want you to die.” 
It felt like a momentous confession, and Leviathan accepted this, that he had been affected by whatever Deziel had designed Galilee Kincaid to be. It was fine. If it saved Lucifer and Galilee, then Leviathan would accept the shame of changing his mind. 
There was a heavy pause, and then the maelstrom pulled out of Lucifer sharply. The Devil gasped and collapsed against Leviathan, but the prince didn’t dare shift his focus away from the storm that used to be Galilee—that was still Galilee, if he could help it. 
“We can always change,” he told her gently. “I have lived since the beginning of time, and I can tell you this—it is never too late. There is nothing you cannot come back from.” 
Softly, softly, all that burning light contracted in on itself, chiming like whispering glass until it slowly re-formed into a woman with honeyed skin and copper hair. Her eyes were still nothing but a storm, a roaring jagged white. Leviathan felt a wash of something fierce seize at his throat. 
“Galilee,” he said.
She looked at him, but there was nothing in her face other than the chaos burning in her eyes. Lucifer was limp against his shoulder. 
Galilee glanced over at the Devil. “Did I wound him too much?” Her voice was flat and empty.
Leviathan was almost certain she hadn’t gone too far, but he could feel the other princes still simmering in their true forms behind him, barely contained in their worry about Lucifer. 
“We’ll let them look at him,” he said, taking Galilee by her elbow—she scorched his fingers with want—and gesturing to the others. “Shift back,” he told them. “Attend to the Morningstar.” 
“I still think we should kill her,” Belial snarled. “Harming Lucifer is an act of war against Hell.”
Leviathan gave her a look. “Sure,” he said. “I’ll get right around to that after Hell breaks loose.”
“Don’t be flippant,” Asmodeus chided, kneeling beside Lucifer. “Both you and Lucifer chose the girl over the hellgate. We will not forget that betrayal, Leviathan.” 
“It wasn’t mutually exclusive,” Leviathan answered, watching Galilee. She’d stepped away from Lucifer and was walking toward the hellgate, which was still frozen in place from when she’d first shifted. The rest of the princes clustered around their king. Leviathan left them and walked up next to her. 
“I did this,” she said once he joined her, staring at the static screams tearing through the air. “It’s not moving.”
“It got worse when you started shifting, but yes, your hold on it worked better than the wards. Better than Deziel’s, even.”
“Hmm.” Galilee cocked her head to one side, still utterly expressionless. Without warning, she shifted back into the maelstrom in a blur of blinding shards, swelling even larger than before. Belial cursed and started to move, but Leviathan held up a hand, curious to see what Galilee would do. 
“Wait,” he ordered. “Just wait.” 
Thick, pale coils of Galilee’s power wound into the gashes in the air and pulled them closed, erasing the inky screams. Leviathan felt reality itself distort as Galilee Kincaid pushed Hell back through the gate and sealed it shut. The howls turned plaintive and faded away slowly. The air where the artifact had been resting glitched and shuddered, and then the bronze mask appeared again, an ancient face looking up into the vault. It was pristine and intact, fully back in this reality, baring ivory teeth. 
The whole thing had taken mere moments.
Leviathan couldn’t wrap his head around it. Mere moments to fix what Lucifer and the princes had been working on for over a month. Galilee shifted back into her human form, and there were dark circles gouged around her eyes. 
Leviathan turned to Galilee slowly. “What did you just do?”
She was swaying on her feet, her face gray. “If Deziel designed me to break the hellgate, I figured I might be able to heal it. So, I tried.” Galilee turned to look at him, and her iced-white eyes thawed out into their human color. She looked exhausted beyond words, and her voice wavered. “Like you said, Levi. Things can change.” 
Leviathan was still staring at her with wonder exploding in his chest when Galilee’s eyes fluttered shut. He caught her in his arms as she collapsed, a world intact in her wake. 



24.
Galilee
Gali woke up in a bed that smelled of smoke and cacao. Her hair was pressed under her cheek, and she was curled up into a fetal ball under a heavy duvet, her hands clenched and her fingernails digging into her palms. Soft early-morning light poured through the window. 
She had dreamed of the vault with the hellgate; of Lucifer crumpling at her feet again and again and again, his face twisted with pain; of the princes in their true forms, scales and wings and furious slavering mouths. She had dreamed of Deziel. Her mother. 
Looking back, it was clear to see how easily the angel had manipulated Gali until Gali was overtaken by shock and rage and betrayal, by grief for Gifty Williams, until the stinging ache she’d always carried had turned her inside out and dissolved her into fracturing light. Lucifer had paid for it, and Gali had felt nothing. She’d watched his power dim and dim some more, and all she’d done was dig more light into him just like he’d taught her when he thought she’d stay innocent. All it had taken to change that was intent, and Gali had truckloads of that now—furious intent, murderous intent, betrayed and heartbroken intent. She sat up slowly, every muscle stiff and painful, but it was her heart that hurt the most, a throb that hammered against her ribs. 
“You’re awake.” A silken voice interrupted her thoughts, and Gali snapped her eyes up. Leviathan was sitting in the window seat, his locs gathered at the nape of his neck, dressed in loose pants and a linen shirt. 
Gali tried to say something, but her throat felt clogged with sourness. The prince of Hell stood and brought her a steaming cup, lifting it to her mouth. 
“Drink this,” he ordered, and Gali obeyed. It was hot ginger tea, sweetened with honey and spiced with cayenne.
She had no idea why she felt so cold. Her power should have been burning her up from the inside, but instead a chill had crept deep into her marrow. Levi laid the back of his hand against her cheek and frowned. 
“Your human form’s crashing from using that much power,” he explained. “You’ve been out for a few days, but perhaps you should sleep more.” 
Gali shook her head. “I can still feel it,” she said. “My power, it’s right there.” It was burning inside her, filling the hollow she used to have. She couldn’t feel the stinging ache that had been her companion all her life, and that felt strange and foreign, to not be empty. 
Leviathan’s eyes narrowed. “You feel like it might overwhelm you?”
“Nah, it’s fine.” It was resting, watching her with one wakeful eye, and Gali was grateful for that. When Levi had talked her down in the vault, her power had been a beast of its own, and controlling it had taken everything she had. She’d let it off the leash to close the hellgate, but Gali was beyond tired, beyond drained. She tried not to think too hard about what it meant for her human body to fly apart into light and then come back together again. What it meant to be so finally, irrevocably inhuman. 
The pillow next to her smelled of smoke, and Gali smoothed her hand over it. “Lucifer was here,” she said. Her voice was still hoarse and unrecognizable. 
“He stayed with you as long as he could, but then Michael arrived.” Leviathan’s lip curled, and Gali’s stomach sank.
Michael. He may have helped create her, but he wasn’t her father. She’d rather choose the fisherman who Deziel had killed before she chose the cruel archangel, and that would make her even more of a Kincaid, to be fathered by a stranger who wasn’t allowed to stay on Kincaid land. Maybe Gifty Williams’s spirit would rest easy somewhere, knowing that the daughter he’d loved had grieved his loss. But if Michael was here, then he had come to tie up the loose end. 
“Is—is Lucifer going to turn me over to the archangel?” Gali had to force the words out of her mouth. She was terrified of the answer, but how could she blame the Devil, after what she had done to him? 
Leviathan looked mildly appalled by her question. “Of course not! Galilee, we would never let Heaven have you.”
She looked down at her hands. “I don’t see how you could stop them.”
“Hey.” Leviathan waited until she met his gaze again, then smiled. “Luci has a plan.”
Gali glared at him. “Yeah, I heard. But I didn’t give him my soul, and I’m not gonna.”
“Michael doesn’t know that.” The prince of Hell stretched out in the window seat. “When you tortured Lucifer, you ran him through with your light. It left a . . . residue. Something an archangel can detect. Something the Devil can use to claim a bond with you, proof of a deal for your soul.” 
Her jaw dropped. “He’s bluffing?” 
Levi shrugged. “What does Michael know of Hell’s deal logistics? Luci’s betting that he won’t risk the treaty by coming after you, especially since the hellgate didn’t fail after all. Michael’s not in a great position to move against us right now.” 
Gali was getting a headache. “I thought Michael could do whatever he wanted.”
Levi laughed. “Luci may act like a little brother, but he’s the King of Hell. In Heaven’s bureaucracy, Michael’s just an archangel. He’s got power, sure, but he answers to other ranks of angels.” The prince grinned. “Even an archangel can Fall.” 
Gali huffed out a breath. “So I’m safe.” Even the words felt uncertain, like she was trying them on for size.
“We’ll see how their meeting goes, but I think this plan will protect you, Galilee. Michael doesn’t know that Deziel told us about his involvement. He still thinks that his sins are a secret, that he is safe. We want him to keep thinking that.” 
Dread was sludged at the bottom of Gali’s stomach. “He’d get desperate if he found out we knew.”
“Exactly. This way, he may not like that Hell has you, but it keeps his secret as far away from Heaven as it can get.”
Gali bit her lip. “This is all a big gamble.”
Leviathan laughed. “Would you prefer to give us your soul for safekeeping instead?”
“Fuck no.” 
“Well then. Count your blessings, little demon, that an archangel won’t be taking your head today.”
Gali wanted to say something cutting in response, but she was too tired, and it all felt like a bit of madness. She looked away, then caught a whiff of herself and winced—she was still wearing Lucifer’s tunic, and she smelled exactly like someone who hadn’t showered in a few days. How long had Levi been watching her while her stink filled up the room? 
“Why are you here?” she snapped. 
Levi ignored her sudden hostility. “The other princes are incredibly pissed at how everything went down,” he answered. “Ironically, I’m the only one Lucifer trusts not to kill you right now.” 
He gave her a genuine smile for the first time, soft and open with no edges or games, and Gali stared as it lit up his eyes like a pair of suns. He looked like a different person, like someone softer, even more of a stranger. She had a vague memory of him in the vault, standing with his back to her and his sword bleeding out cold light, protecting her and Lucifer from the rest of the princes. Gali didn’t know how to think about that. 
“Real tired of people wanting to kill me,” she said instead, sliding out of the bed. 
Levi’s eyes drifted to her bare legs before he dragged his gaze away. “No one’s going to hurt you, Galilee.”
Gali thought about Deziel and it tasted sour. “It’s a little late for that.”
The prince’s shoulders tensed, but he didn’t say anything.
She ran her hands over her tangled hair and winced as she smelled herself again. “Man, I gotta take a shower and get out of these clothes.” 
Levi leaned over and picked up a small duffel bag that was at his feet and tossed it to Gali. She caught it and slid the zipper open, then stared at the folded clothes inside. 
“These are mine,” she said.
Leviathan shrugged. “We picked up some things from your apartment.”
Gali raised an eyebrow, trying to imagine the princes running errands for her. “We?”
To her surprise, a faint flush slid into Levi’s face, coloring the dappled patches of his skin. “I went to your apartment while Luci sat with you. I thought you might want something of your own.” 
He’d gone to her loft.
She tried to imagine him stalking through the space, sliding drawers open, his hands sorting through her belongings. It was strange. “Thank you,” she said. “Where’s the bathroom?” 
Leviathan jerked his head toward a door on the left. “I can run you a bath if you’d like.”
Gali felt her mouth twitch up. “Who are you, and what did you do with the prince who was gonna kill me?” 
The prince narrowed his eyes. “I changed, Galilee Kincaid.” He said it with a seriousness that Gali didn’t want to deal with, so she laughed briefly instead. 
“Sure,” she said, heading to the bathroom. When she reached out for the doorknob, fear crept up her forearm and slowed her hand. They still had no idea where Deziel had gone after the vault. She could be in there. She could be anywhere, full of lies and promises and bloodlust. Deziel had been watching her even on Kincaid land, for years and years. It made Gali sick to her stomach to think about it. 
Leviathan reached past her and swung the door open. The bathroom was empty. “We warded the house against angels this time,” he said. 
Gali made a face at him. “How did you know?”
He stared down at her with barely any expression. “Makes sense that you’d be worried about her.”
Oddly, Gali’s first thought was of Nana Darling. She was going to have to tell her grandmother everything, the truth of what Deziel was and what she’d done. Michael’s involvement. Gifty Williams’s murder. Celestial would want to find his bones, give him a proper burial. All the Kincaids would be horrified. Gali had never really kept important secrets from her family, but maybe they didn’t need to know every little detail, like Gali being washed in Gifty’s blood as he died. What good would that do? Come to think of it, if they knew about Michael and how some of his power might have trickled down to Gali, that could put them in Michael’s crosshairs. Secrets like that needed as few people in the know as possible. 
All these calculations clattered through Gali’s mind as she looked at the empty bathroom. “Will you keep me company?” she found herself asking. 
Leviathan raised an eyebrow. “In the bath?” 
Gali rolled her eyes. “I’m not asking you to get in with me, Leviathan. I just—”
She broke off. The bathroom was large, with stone tiles on the floor and a black porcelain tub. The shower was a large glass enclosure. There was no one there, and the house was warded against Deziel. Gali would be safe. If Leviathan said it was safe, then it was safe. Probably. Her nervous system simply didn’t believe any of that, unfortunately, and she desperately did not want to be alone. Visions of Deziel’s smile kept flitting through Gali’s head. Would she return to punish Gali for spoiling her plans with the hellgate? Would she hunt Gali down, smash a bathroom mirror, and slice Gali’s throat like she had Gifty’s? Would Gali even see her coming? 
Leviathan was watching her face. Gali didn’t bother picking up the rest of what she’d been saying, but he nodded anyway and entered the bathroom ahead of her, starting the water both in the shower and the tub. He pulled a stack of thick white towels from a closet and placed them on a teak bench, then passed her a washcloth. 
“Get in the shower,” he said, turning his back. “I’ll run the bath.”
From the steam already fogging the glass, Gali could tell the shower water was scalding hot, exactly how she liked it. Levi shook bath salts into the tub, and Gali surreptitiously watched the corded muscles of his forearms. She had only vague memories of his other form back in the vault; he hadn’t held it for very long before returning to the human form he wore now. Gali had so many questions about how it all worked—how many times had Leviathan abandoned this human form and reclaimed it? Did he choose the details himself—the vitiligo, the build—or was it modeled after a vessel? Could princes even take vessels the way that angels did? 
She tugged off Lucifer’s tunic and stepped into the shower, sighing with relief as the water burned a path over her skin. Leviathan paused at the sound of her sigh but didn’t turn around. Gali ducked her head under the spray and soaked her hair. It felt both illicit and thrilling to be naked in the same room as this prince of Hell, even if his back was turned. Wiping the water from her eyes, she looked at the products on the bathroom shelf and choked back a laugh at the number of bottles lined up. He had soap, shampoo, conditioner, shower oil, scrubs and face wash, mud masks and even a body serum. 
“Levi,” she said, trying to keep the amusement out of her voice. “You be having spa showers in here or what?” The prince nearly turned his head before he caught himself, but Gali could swear she glimpsed a flush on his cheek. “I thought you nonhumans didn’t need all this.” 
Leviathan kept staunchly looking away from her, watching the water filling the tub instead. “I find there’s something in the rituals of the flesh,” he replied. “Tangible comforts, exercises in care.” 
It was soothing to be wrapped in the scent of his body wash while steam rose and the heat loosened her muscles. Gali soaped herself down with the washcloth, then worked some conditioner through her hair, detangling the curls with her fingers. 
“Thank you,” she said softly.
“It’s just a shower and a bath.”
“Not for that.” She rinsed her hair and wrung it out. “I remember what you did for me back at the hellgate, protecting me from the others.” It was hard to admit Leviathan had done the one thing she’d wanted Lucifer to do from the start, but Gali forced the words out anyway, because they were true. “You drew your sword on them,” she said. “I never thought you’d do that for me.” 
The prince shrugged, still with his back to her. He was resting his arms against the lip of the bathtub, and his pale hair fell in ropes down his back. Gali found herself wanting to see his face, his yellow eyes, as she spoke to him. He’d chosen her and Lucifer over his own team. That had to mean something. 
“Leviathan,” she said, bracing one hand against the shower glass. “Look at me.”
He stilled, his head bowing. “Galilee.” Her name spilled like a warning prayer out of his mouth, but Leviathan didn’t turn around, didn’t look. Gali closed her eyes. She had dematerialized at the hellgate, and it felt like she had turned into someone, something, else. Sure, her flesh had been slapped back together, but Gali didn’t feel like who she used to be. She felt like she was both the haunted thing and the haunting. She felt like her skin was a lie, like her body was a lie, and the power whispered to her that only the storm was real, was true, and everything else could be sloughed off. 
“I don’t know if I’m real,” she admitted, her words slow and careful. “I’ve been in this body all my life, and then this angel shows up and sets me off like I was nothing but a bomb. Not a person.” The water beat against her skin and steam rose around her. “I lost control just like y’all thought I would. Shit, I lost myself.” 
“But you found yourself again,” Leviathan said, his head bent as he looked into the swirling bathwater. The tub was almost full. 
Gali wondered if that was true. “I mean, you walked me back from the edge and all, but I still feel like a shell,” she said. “Is there a reason why you won’t look at me?” 
The prince laughed, and it was a bitter sound. “You know why, Galilee.”
She tipped her head back, thick curls wet and heavy on her neck. “Tell me.”
Leviathan shook his head, and she saw his hands clench the edge of the tub. “What do you want from me, Galilee? What’s this game you’re playing?” 
Gali slammed her palm against the glass, and the sound slapped through the air. “It’s not a fucking game,” she snarled. She was so tired and so angry, and it felt like she was scrabbling on the edge of something, a yawning mouth beneath her. 
Leviathan scoffed. “You don’t know what you want. Is this because you’re mad at Luci for that shit about your soul?”
Gali took a step back, and water crashed over the side of her face. She ducked her head away from the spray. Leviathan turned then, his yellow eyes cold as he met her shocked gaze. 
“You want to notch off both the Devil and his prince? Will that make you feel better?”
“I didn’t say nothing about—”
“Oh, don’t lie to me, Galilee.” He rose in a swift glide and stalked a step closer to the shower. “You want me to look at you like this, naked and wet and just an arm’s reach away, for what? For comfort?” 
He took another step, and Gali had to force herself not to back away.
Leviathan grinned, his canines showing, then he dropped his voice. “Just say you want to be touched,” he said, and the words crept under the pounding water and licked against her skin. 
Gali bared her teeth in response. “And what did you do in the garden?” She knew she hadn’t been imagining the looks he’d given her, the loaded conversation, the deftness of his fingers as he’d uncovered his chest for her. “You wanted to be touched just as bad. You probably still do.” 
Leviathan laughed, and it echoed through the bathroom. His eyes warmed as his gaze dropped to her mouth, then trailed down her neck, following the water as it ran down her body. Her nipples tightened, and Gali almost regretted inviting him to look. She wanted him to lower his gaze. She wanted him to never stop looking. 
He flicked a forked tongue out against his lips. “I did want to be touched,” he murmured. “Hell watch over me, I still do.”
Gali’s heartbeat was louder than the water, thundering in her ears. “Didn’t think you’d admit that.”
Levi stepped into the doorway of the shower. “Your turn,” he said, and Gali blushed. He gave her a look. “Is it really that difficult to admit what you want?” 
It shouldn’t have been. Gali didn’t know why she was vacillating between anger and shyness, between certainty and hesitance. This wasn’t the Galilee Kincaid who had thrown a leg over Lucifer’s shoulder at the Onyearugbulem party. That girl had thought she was human, for one. 
This Galilee reached out and tugged at the top button of Leviathan’s shirt without answering his question. The prince watched her quietly, her hands dripping water that pooled quickly on the linen over his chest. 
“Luci will return,” he finally said, before she finished the buttons. “You two will mend what’s been hurt between you.”
Gali shook her head. “You don’t have to say that.” The grief rang tart and sharp in her cheek. “I hurt him every time I touch him, and that night I didn’t stop.” 
Levi’s breath caught for a second, but then he exhaled, and Gali kept talking.
“I need to touch someone I can’t hurt,” she explained. “I need to feel real, and I don’t wanna be alone in this skin.” The last button worked free under her fingers, and Gali paused. He’d walked over, but maybe she was being presumptuous. “Unless you’d rather not?” 
The Devil’s favorite prince slid a hand behind her neck and dragged her body against his.
“Don’t be ridiculous,” he said, then he crushed his mouth to hers, and Gali damn near whimpered with relief. Heat radiated off his body, like there was a furnace neatly layered under his skin. She wanted to flay him and climb inside. She wanted to drop her own skin and make a small cave inside his ribs, curl up in the space where his mortal heart should’ve been. 
Leviathan wrapped his other arm around her, ignoring the water still pounding out of the shower and falling off her skin, and kissed her thoroughly, his tongue stroking deep into her mouth. Gali moaned against his lips and pressed herself closer to him, all the swathes of her wet, slick skin. He tasted like pouring fire. She gasped as he stepped into the shower and backed her up against the wall, dragging his kisses along her jaw and down her neck. His teeth scored her throat, and her body arched with sharp pleasure. Gali wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed all the skin on his face she could reach, the deep brown and the pale patches. 
“Your hair’s going to get wet,” she said, licking his ear.
A low rumble sounded in the back of his throat, then he lifted her up and out of the shower, setting her down on the stone tile. Gali shook water out of her face and stared at how the wet fabric clung to Levi’s body, the shirt hanging off his chest and slicking to his abs, his thighs and the hard length of his erection easily visible through the soaked pants. 
He gave her an amused look as he wrapped her in a towel. “Enjoying yourself?”
Gali winked, bold and certain again. “Sure hope I’m about to.”
God, his laugh was wonderful. Her heart raced against her ribs, her body tight and wet with anticipation. She didn’t care about Lucifer—all that was broken by lies and torture and secrets as old as her life. Gali planned to steal this moment with Levi, then she’d leave this old house and the princes in it and the troubling gardens, and she would return to her forests and her family, make her repairs there before returning to her loft in Salvation and her life with Bonbon and Oriakụ. The princes would return to Hell with Lucifer, and they’d have to leave her alone now that she’d fixed their hellgate. All the scores were settled, all the ledgers balanced. Lucifer wouldn’t come after her this time because she would tell him not to. Even the Devil had to have limits. 
Leviathan stood behind her and started drying her off slowly, like he was worshipping her body. It immediately drove Gali to distraction, but she wondered—would it hurt Lucifer if she fucked his prince? She almost hoped so. Maybe that would stop him from coming after her. Maybe doing this was the only thing that would keep them away from each other. Maybe Galilee was just a monster now, doing monstrous things, starting with this. Levi was squeezing her hair gently in the towel, his chest a heated wall at her back. Gali took a deep breath. The air between them felt like it was a plucked string, vibrating with intensity. 
“You’re a goddamn tease,” she said.
He chuckled and let go of her hair, then Gali felt his hand slide over her rib cage to cup her breast, the weight of it heavy in his warm palm. His voice slid against the shell of her ear, silk falling in sheets. “Is this what you want?” 
His damp thumb caressed her tight nipple, and Gali let out a soft cry, her knees weakening at the fierce jolt of pleasure that stabbed through her. Levi slid his other arm around her waist, holding her up. 
“Would you like my mouth instead? My teeth?”
“Bastard.” Gali pushed her ass back against his erection and rolled her hips, dragging another rumble out of his chest.
“I did plan to take you to bed first, but I don’t think you can wait.” The prince rolled her nipple with one hand as he slid the other down her stomach, and Gali whimpered, widening her legs. She could feel Levi’s wet clothes against her back, but she didn’t care, because drunk electricity was singing over her skin, and his fingers were so close, and she was so wet and wanting with all the new power she had. 
“Greedy,” he murmured.
“Please,” she panted, her head falling back on his shoulder. “Please touch me.”
“Finally you say it.” Leviathan slipped his hand between her legs, and Gali let out a small scream as his fingers brushed against her clit. 
“Ah, Galilee.” The prince’s voice was thick with lust and wonder. “You’re soaking.” 
He slid his fingers along her slit, and Gali writhed against him, whimpers bubbling up her throat. Levi made soothing sounds in her ear. “I know. I’m going to take care of you now.” He circled her clit, stroking the base of it with the pads of his fingers, and Gali gasped as sharp pleasure flashed through her. 
“Just like that,” she said. “Aw, fuck, Levi, just like that.” 
“You’re going to come quickly, aren’t you?” He kissed her neck, and his locs spilled over her shoulder as he kept stroking. “Just a little one to take the edge off, yes, Galilee? You’ll come for me, right here on my hand like this, and then I’ll take you to bed.” 
The pleasure was climbing in Gali’s body, tight, sweet spikes shooting up from under Levi’s hand, his words licking her skin like hundreds of tongues. “You’re such a good girl. So wet. So hot, so fucking perfect.” His fingers tightened on her nipple and fluttered firmly against her clit, faster than humanly possible. “I can’t wait to be inside you,” he whispered, smooth and rich and filthy. “Come for me now.” 
Gali was a shattering wave, cresting so fast she couldn’t even announce it, she was simply splintering on Levi’s hand as her body shook and shook. She cried out in release, and it sounded perilously close to a sob. Levi took his hands away gently but kept her leaning on him as he wrapped her in the towel and kissed her temple. “Go lie down,” he told her. “I’ll change out of these clothes and join you.” 
“Give me a second,” Gali joked. “I’m not sure I can walk yet.” 
She let out a yelp as Levi swung her up into his arms and carried her back into the bedroom, putting her gently on the bed. 
“I could’ve managed!”
Levi straightened up and looked down at her, amused. “Sure, you could’ve.” His voice was light, but Gali saw the strain hiding on his face, the lines at the corners of his eyes. 
“You good?” she asked.
Sharp hunger replaced whatever he’d been thinking, and Levi gave her a grin. “I’m not done touching you, Galilee.”
She could tell he still needed a minute. “Hurry back then.”
Levi winked and disappeared back into the bathroom while Gali stretched out on the bed and stared up at the ceiling. She was hungry but not stinging, full of desire and power, skating on a thousand sharp edges and eager to throw herself off all of them. Leviathan’s voice kept playing in her ears, the torrent of words, so sweet and dirty and just right. There was nowhere else Gali wanted to be right now other than inside the world of their bodies. The only concern here was hunting down pleasure, and she didn’t want to leave. Gali watched the bathroom door as she opened her legs and played with herself casually, her fingers slippery. 
It took only a few minutes before Leviathan stepped through the doorway with a bare chest, wearing a dry pair of pants. His eyes sharpened as he took in the sight of her on the bed, all exposed and primed, and Gali rejoiced quietly even as she pouted. 
“I thought you’d have all your clothes off,” she said.
“There’s no rush,” he replied, climbing onto the bed so he could kiss the corner of her mouth. “Do you feel real yet, little one?” 
Gali welcomed his weight eagerly. “Kiss me some more and I’ll tell you.”
He gave her a wicked smile as he dropped his head and kissed the swell of her breast, cupping it in his hand. Gali wound her hands into his hair and let the sharp thrill dance along her skin. It was such a relief to touch him knowing that she wasn’t hurting him, that all she was bringing was pleasure—pleasure that had him grinding his hips into hers, pleasure that had his cock searing hot and hard against her, pleasure growling in the back of his throat as he closed his lips over the tip of her breast. Gali arched up with a moan as Levi flicked his tongue over her tight nipple, and dimly, behind the roar of desire coursing through her flesh, she heard the bedroom door click open. Leviathan snapped his head up, his breath ghosting across Gali’s swollen flesh as she turned her head to see who the hell was walking in on them. 
It shouldn’t have been a surprise, if she’d thought about it. Still, shock slammed through her as she saw the face she knew better than she had any right to, the illuminated walnut skin, the gold-brushed eyes. Leviathan tensed above her, and the room fell horribly silent as they both stared at the Devil standing in the doorway. 



25.
Leviathan
Leviathan felt Galilee’s pulse kick up and her body tense, but he pressed his hand lightly against her, both to comfort and to ground her. 
“Lucifer,” the girl said, and her voice shook with fear and adrenaline and want.
The Devil was dressed in a suit of deep sinking black and a black shirt with an open collar. Levi hated that he recognized the look crossing Lucifer’s face as he took in Galilee playing with his prince on the bed. It felt wrong for the Devil to look so uncertain, his hand hovering at the doorknob as if he was about to turn and leave. He shouldn’t have looked like he cared. He was the King of Hell. He should have made a casual joke, brushed it aside, worn a mask Levi could deal with, but instead Lucifer was just standing there, and anyone could see he didn’t know if he was welcome or unwanted. 
Leviathan didn’t move his hand from the curve of Galilee’s breast, but his eyes were fixed on Lucifer. “Can he stay?” he murmured to the girl, loud enough for Lucifer to hear. 
Heat flushed her body at the suggestion, and if Leviathan had to guess, her flesh would be tightening with a slick rush. Galilee liked that idea. He brushed his thumb over her nipple casually, and she drew in a hiss of air, her body writhing under his. Lucifer’s eyes dropped to the hand cupping Galilee’s breast, and Leviathan watched as the girl bit her lip. 
“Do you—would you want to stay?” she asked Lucifer. She was gorgeous and naked, exposed in the bracket of Leviathan’s body, a wanton little offering. 
Lucifer met Leviathan’s eyes with a faint relief. “Yes,” he said quickly. “I want to stay.”
He shut the door behind him, locking it with an audible click, then walked across the room, never taking his eyes off the bed. Leviathan knew Galilee would find the smooth mask of Lucifer’s face unreadable, so he relaxed his body above hers, going languid as if there was no threat, his eyes lazily watching Lucifer. 
“Quite a suit,” he noted, as Lucifer unbuttoned the jacket and sat down in an armchair, lounging back in it easily. “How did the meeting go?” 
“Michael bought the bluff. He was pissed, though. Told me to make sure Galilee stays off Heaven’s radar or he’d find a way to get her soul out of Hell’s custody.” 
Levi chuckled. “He’d be sanctioning his own annihilation the minute they found out how she was made.”
“I’m right here,” Galilee protested lightly.
“So I see.” Lucifer’s fingers were tapping gently on the burled wood of the armrests. The Devil looked open and welcoming, friendly even. “Michael was just making his own bluff, Galilee. He can’t risk bringing you to Heaven’s attention.” 
Leviathan trailed his fingers down Galilee’s ribs, palming her hip. She was so fucking soft; it took a fair amount of restraint for the prince to move as slowly as he’d been going. “She’s safe then?” he asked Lucifer. 
Lucifer nodded, watching Leviathan’s hand. “She’s safe.”
Galilee was breathing hard, her eyes moving between the two of them, torn between her relief and her guilt. “Um, Luci . . . should we talk?” She meant about this, about her being naked under Leviathan’s hands. 
The Devil gave her a soft smile. “It’s all right, beloved. I understand.”
“But—” Galilee broke off as Leviathan lowered his head again and took her nipple into his mouth. “Fuck, Levi,” she gasped, her eyes closing for a second. The prince smiled privately to himself as his forked tongue played with her hot flesh. Galilee forced her eyes open and struggled to gather her words. “Luci, I . . .” 
Lucifer was gazing at them with a keen-edged look on his face. “Do you know how old Levi and I are, Galilee?”
Leviathan nudged her legs open with his knee, and Galilee whimpered as she let him. He wanted to crawl into her head and ask her questions—if she was shocked by how wet she was just because Lucifer was there, because he’d caught her and yet she was still going on, still letting Leviathan splay her open as if he wanted to show her off, which the prince most certainly did. This was the closest he’d been to Lucifer in a very long time. 
“We’re so fucking old, beloved.” The Devil was watching Leviathan’s hand knead the flesh of her thigh as he spoke. “Let my prince make you feel good. I think he’s exactly what you need right now.” 
There was a faint emphasis on “my,” and Leviathan ignored how it thrilled him. He was just as bad as Galilee, just as much at the Devil’s mercy. Lucifer looked so neatly seamed in all that black, his hair slicked back, smelling of spiced smoke even from across the room. He smiled, but it was sad, and of course Galilee couldn’t let it go. 
“Luci, I’m sorry I hurt you,” she said. Leviathan planted kisses on her sternum, and Lucifer looked at the girl with steady eyes. “I still want you,” she blurted out, and Leviathan hummed approval against her ribs. There was some shame in the words, but she’d get over that soon. Lucifer’s eyes had bled black, and his hands were curved over the arms of the chair, his knuckles paling. 
“I just can’t hurt you right now,” Galilee continued. “Not even if you want it. Not after what I did to you.”
None of it was a lie. Leviathan could almost feel her desire for Lucifer still crawling under her skin, loud and reckless. He understood it more than she knew. Leviathan’s world would begin and end if Lucifer unzipped those perfect black pants to pull out his cock, if he walked over and slid it into Galilee’s mouth as Leviathan kissed her stomach, if he watched her with those kind eyes as he fucked her face slowly while Leviathan watched them both and all their skin was touching each other’s skin and the circuit was completed. 
Lucifer hissed in a breath and flashed his eyes at Leviathan. “Don’t look at me like that,” he warned. The Devil’s eyes were spiraling gold galaxies being swallowed up by a black hole, and Leviathan averted his gaze. They weren’t ready. They might never be ready. 
Lucifer gathered himself and spoke to the girl. “There’s nothing to forgive, Galilee. We’re not human. Sometimes we slip our own leashes—it happens.” 
“Besides,” Leviathan reminded her, as he traced his tongue over her stomach. “You fixed the hellgate and averted a little apocalypse.” She had also almost killed the Devil, but if Lucifer wasn’t holding a grudge, it made no sense for her to flagellate herself over what she’d done. 
“That too,” Lucifer agreed. “And I still want you, Galilee. I think I always will.”
Leviathan spread her thighs open a little wider, and Galilee gasped as air wafted gently over her wet folds. Lucifer’s nostrils flared, and his voice ran sweet and slow like dark molasses. 
“I understand why I can’t touch you right now,” he said, “but let Leviathan do it for me, Galilee.”
Oh, that bastard. Leviathan hated how hard his cock was at the thought of being Lucifer’s proxy. He raised his head and smirked at the Devil. 
“She’s been begging me to touch her,” he said, running his fingers down the inside of her thighs. Galilee squirmed and gasped below him, but Leviathan studied Lucifer’s face. “She’s so wet. I can’t wait to taste her.” He bit the skin over her ribs lightly, and Galilee whimpered so prettily. 
Lucifer leaned forward in the chair, bracing his elbows on his knees as he looked at them. His face was still as beautiful as the first time Leviathan had seen him Fall, still as luminescent. It hurt to look at the Morningstar. 
“Do you like this, Galilee?” he asked. “Him touching you. Me watching.”
Galilee tossed her head, her pupils blown wide and dark. “Yeah,” she whispered. “I like it, Luci.”
The voids in Lucifer’s eyes deepened and darkened at her answer, his lips pulling back over sharp teeth as he smiled. “Good girl. Do you want to see Leviathan’s cock? It’s fucking beautiful.” 
That bastard. Leviathan felt his erection jump against her thigh, and Galilee skipped a breath. She slid her hand into his locs and turned his head to look into her face. Leviathan could see each freckle on her skin, the soft part of her lips. Her eyes were sharp and wild as she searched his face. 
“Yes,” she gasped, not breaking Leviathan’s gaze even as she spoke to the Devil. “I want to see it, Luci.”
Want and wonder coursed through Leviathan’s blood as he looked back at her, how easily she was playing this game, how seamlessly she fit into the chasm that had formed between him and Lucifer. Even if the Devil hadn’t walked in, Leviathan would’ve touched her just because she was herself. He stroked her cheek, and her name slipped from his tongue, edged with a soft awe. Galilee kissed his mouth softly. Across the room, the leather of the armchair creaked gently as Lucifer leaned back, his palm brushing his dick through his clothes. 
“Take off your pants, Levi,” he ordered.
If Leviathan had been standing, he would have fallen at those words, at the calm command he had heard millions of times before and thought he never would again. Instead, Galilee let go of his hair so he could roll to the side and obey Lucifer, shucking off the loose trousers. Leviathan knelt over the girl on the bed, his locs pouring down his body, overflowing onto hers. His cock was thick and dappled as it curved between them, drops gleaming at the tip. Galilee’s pulse was hungry in the side of her neck, her eyes eating up the view. 
“You’re so beautiful,” she whispered.
“He is,” Lucifer agreed. “Do you want to touch him, Galilee? Would you like to touch his cock?”
Leviathan threw Lucifer a dark look, and the Devil grinned wickedly at him.
Galilee bit her lip with anticipation. “Yeah,” she said. “I do.”
He wanted her to touch him, to wrap her hands around his dick, to wrap her mouth around all that hot skin, that hard flesh.
Lucifer curled his lip as he watched them. “Beg me for it,” he commanded.
Leviathan swore softly and closed his eyes as he waited, his body shaking with fine trembles. Galilee sat up in the bed, her damp curls falling over her shoulders, then glanced at Leviathan kneeling next to her. When she scrambled to her knees, Leviathan heard Lucifer suppress a groan. 
“Please, Luci,” she said, her hands knotting in the sheets. “Please let me touch Levi.”
Lucifer tilted his head. “Not specific enough.”
Galilee blushed. “Please let me touch Levi’s cock,” she whispered.
The Devil looked cruel in the light, shadows pooling under his cheekbones. He was playing at indifference, but they all knew better. “Why?” he asked. 
“Because I want to,” Galilee answered, wriggling a bit. “Just let me touch him a little.” Her words were edged with hot desperation, and it was killing Leviathan, hearing her beg to touch him, like he was the sharp focus of all her desires. He closed his eyes and counted his breaths, letting his hands lie still on his thighs as they waited for Lucifer’s permission. How could Leviathan have ever thought that he’d stopped loving the King of Hell? These games, these fucking games that tore him apart and sewed him right back together. 
“Just a little?” Lucifer gave a low laugh. “You’ll want more, Galilee. Everyone always does. You’ll want to stroke him, you’ll want to reach back to feel how heavy his balls are.” 
“Fucking hell, Luci.” Leviathan’s eyes tore open, and his cock jumped against his stomach. 
Lucifer tugged at his cuffs, darkly pleased. “Would you like to beg me too, Levi?”
“I’ll fucking crawl for you,” the prince growled. “Just let her touch me.”
“Fine.” He jerked his head at Galilee. “Touch him, beloved.”
Leviathan didn’t wait for her to move. He wound his hand in her hair and pulled her into a hard kiss, their teeth colliding as they delved into each other, desperate tongues and tangled breaths. When Galilee reached down and wrapped her hand around his cock, Leviathan growled into her mouth and thrust his hips into her palm, ragged and hungry. 
“Slow down,” Lucifer ordered, and Leviathan stopped with a shudder. He was obedient, obedient, obedient, and it nearly brought furious tears to his eyes, how much he had missed this with Lucifer, how perfect Galilee felt. His cock was hot and hard in her hand as Galilee slowly drew out the strokes, his skin pulling over the taut flesh. His locs were falling everywhere, bone ropes across his dappled chest, reaching down to his waist. Leviathan tugged at her hair as he pulled her head back and sucked on her neck, darts of bright bliss sparking between them. He could feel Lucifer watching hungrily as his hands cupped her breasts, squeezed her hips, grabbed her ass. When Leviathan looked up, the Devil was palming himself through his pants. 
“Levi’s fucking starving for you,” he observed. “Did you know that, Galilee? I wonder how long he’s wanted you.” 
Leviathan ignored the faint accusation. Galilee was in his arms. Galilee was under his hands, his mouth biting along her collarbone, his hands digging into the flesh of her ass. She reached down to cup his balls, and Leviathan’s body trembled as he made a low, guttural sound against her skin. They were each other’s, and they would have been doing this whether Lucifer had walked in or not. That was a game. This—the way his cock was pressed against their bodies and her hand, the way she shuddered when he dipped a finger into the cleft of her ass—this was real. Leviathan stroked the puckered entrance there, and Galilee’s hand lost the rhythm on his cock as she cried out. 
“Oh, fuck.” Her head dropped against his chest, and her exhale gasped across his skin. “Please. I need—” 
Lucifer’s voice cut in, coiled tight. “I know what you need, beloved. I think Leviathan needs it too, don’t you, Levi?”
Leviathan broke his mouth away from Galilee’s skin, his breath torn and scattered. “Fuck you, Luci.”
The Devil laughed. “Tell me what you need. Beg me for it.” 
Galilee flicked her thumb roughly over the tip of Leviathan’s dick, and a spasm shot through his body.
“Fuck,” he gasped, then gave in. “I need to be inside her. Please.” 
Lucifer was predator-still in the armchair, watching them with a fanatical hunger. “I know, Levi.” His voice was a rawhide whip dragging slowly over their skins. “I know you need to slide inside her pretty little cunt. She’ll be so hot and wet, so tight you’ll think you’re about to die from it.” 
Leviathan threw a burning look at his Devil and dipped his finger deeper between Galilee’s cheeks, dragging her wetness up and circling it around her rim. Gali writhed in his arms, nearly sobbing from sensation. 
“You’re really going to leave her like this?” His voice was hoarse, ragged silk. “Just look at her, Luci.” Leviathan’s other hand found a dark nipple, and his fingers clamped down on it. Galilee’s back arched tightly as a low, raw moan tore from her throat. “She’s so close.” 
Lucifer growled from his armchair, the sound rolling through the room. “You can get her off, but you don’t get to be inside her. Not yet.” 
Galilee thrashed her head as Leviathan’s finger kept circling her rim, as he rolled her nipple in his fingers, pinching it hard. He stared at Lucifer, at those eyes that were devolving into a boiling dark ocean as the room roiled with power, as the air pulsed. Lucifer was close to losing control, and Leviathan loved watching it. He gently pushed Galilee onto her back and turned away from the Devil, knowing Lucifer wouldn’t be able to stop watching. Her curls scattered around her face, and she gasped as Leviathan opened her thighs and splayed a hand over her stomach, pressing her into the bed as he lowered his face between her legs. Galilee propped herself up on her elbows, her breath short and stumbling, her eyes wandering over to the Devil watching them, impeccable and dark and merciless. 
“Lucifer.” She was shaky with anticipation, and Leviathan heard the cruel smile in the Devil’s reply.
“I’d hold on to something, if I were you.”
That was his cue. Leviathan licked up between her folds with a broad, flat tongue, then swirled it around her clit, sucking the little nub into his mouth. Galilee let out a long, keening wail, falling back into the bed as her hips tried to lift up off the mattress. Leviathan’s hand flattened her instantly and his mouth kept working, lips and teeth and tongue eating her out without pity. Lucifer chuckled as the girl’s body bucked under Leviathan’s palm, her coils of pleasure building until she was grabbing Leviathan’s hair, incoherent sounds falling out of her mouth. Galilee was sobbing with need and helpless bliss, and Leviathan slid his hand up beneath his tongue, slicking his fingers with Gali’s wetness before brushing against the tight ring of her asshole. 
“Oh, fuck,” Galilee sobbed, and it shattered into a chant. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck.”
Leviathan drew her clit into his mouth and sucked hard, his tongue now forked and fluttering against her flesh. He slid a finger into her ass, and Galilee Kincaid imploded, her orgasm crashing into her like a storm. Her scream echoed around the room, and Leviathan kept sucking at her clit, pumping his finger in and out of her ass. Her body convulsed, and when it died down and he finally pulled away, he could still see her muscles trembling with aftershocks. 
“Get her on top,” Lucifer said.
Leviathan lay on his back and lifted Galilee on top of him, arranging her so her legs were spread to straddle his thighs, her knees pressing into the bed. She was wrung through with pleasure, lax and liquid. 
“Levi,” she murmured, her cheek against his chest. She kissed his ribs, and he wrapped his arms around her.
“I’m right here,” he whispered, running his hands up and down her back. “You did so well, little one.”
“Lucifer?” She couldn’t see the Devil from their angle on the bed.
“I’m still here, beloved.” Lucifer’s voice was tight. “Fuck, you look so pretty, Galilee.”
Leviathan heard her draw in a sharp breath as she realized that with her legs straddling him and her head on his chest, her ass was raised in the air, everything presented to Lucifer in its glistening intimacy. Levi’s dick curved under her belly, still hot and hard, the tip brushing wetly against her skin. 
“Fucking hell,” Galilee said, her voice rasping against his chest.
Leviathan laughed. “You good?”
She nodded and licked salt off his skin.
“Think you can take some more?”
“Please.” Galilee tipped her head up to look at him. “Whatchu got?”
Leviathan stroked her hair, amused. “Did you hear that, Luci? She thinks she can take more.”
“Good.” Lucifer’s voice was controlled again, instructive. “Spread her open so I can see.”
Leviathan’s hands dropped to her ass and pulled her cheeks apart, holding Gali open. She whimpered against his chest and wriggled slightly, blushing as every inch of her was displayed to the Devil. “Please,” she begged. 
Lucifer gave a low appraising whistle. “Your cunt begs almost as prettily as you do, Galilee.”
Galilee whined softly in frustration, rolling her hips as Leviathan’s thumbs dug into her flesh. She pressed her breasts to his body, dragging herself up slowly until her mouth was at his neck. 
“Please, Levi,” she whispered, knowing Lucifer could hear her. She lowered her hips and ground herself against the length of his dick, his hands still holding her open. “I need you,” she said into his ear, nipping at the lobe with her teeth. 
Leviathan felt desire punch him through the chest with a blazing fist. He looked over her shoulder at Lucifer, his eyes wide. The Devil was staring back at him with black eyes. 
“Hearing her beg you is hotter than I expected,” he said.
Galilee was rubbing her slick folds against Leviathan’s shaft, murmuring sweet pleas against his tense jaw. Leviathan held still and watched as Lucifer unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. It was hard and gleaming and perfect. The Devil stroked it, gold rings flashing, and nodded to his prince. 
“Fuck her,” he said.
Leviathan exhaled a fractured breath and lifted her hips slightly, notching the tip of his cock to her entrance. Galilee clawed at his skin. 
“Leviathan . . .”
She cried out as the head of his dick stretched her open, her body sinking down on him, just by a fraction.
“Slowly,” Lucifer said.
Leviathan held her still, then pulled her down again, repeating it until he was fucking her in short, shallow strokes with just the tip of his dick. Galilee let her head fall on his shoulder as he guided her ass up and down. 
“You feel so good.” She tilted up to suck on his neck, and his fingers clenched her hips. She was tight and slick and burning him up. “God, I love your dick,” she said. “Fuck me deeper, Leviathan. I can take it.” 
His arms tensed, and he pulled her off his dick, holding her still. They looked at each other, and Galilee’s eyes were white with light, power roaring off her lashes. It was the sexiest thing. “You’re so fucking hot,” he told her, then he dragged her hips down slowly, sliding into her inch after inch until they were flush, skin to burning skin. Galilee gasped against his throat and scraped her teeth over his tendons. Leviathan groaned and locked an arm across her lower back. He pulled out and thrust again and again, fucking her in earnest, long punishing strokes that drove Galilee over the edge in minutes, her body trembling with another orgasm. Leviathan held on because he wasn’t done yet. None of them were done yet. 
“Turn her around,” Lucifer ordered.
Leviathan complied without pulling out of Galilee, simply rotating her body till she was facing Lucifer, her damp hair sticking to the back of her neck. He ran his hands down the column of her back and palmed her full ass. The Devil grinned at them, his cock slick in his hand. “There you are,” he said to Galilee. “I want you to ride Levi until you come again. Can you do that for me, beloved?” 
Gali nodded as Leviathan’s hands kneaded her ass. Seeing her ride him from this angle was going to test every fragment of his resolve. Every nerve ending he had was aflame, his balls were tight and desperate against his body, and his cock was a burning brand still sunk deep inside her. Leviathan thought he could die there. 
“Good girl,” Lucifer said. “I want you to touch yourself”
Galilee nodded as she brought her hands up to twist her nipples. Leviathan swore under his breath.
Lucifer tightened his grip on his dick. “That’s perfect, Galilee. You look so perfect like that.”
“I miss you.” The words spilled out of her unexpectedly, and Leviathan knew exactly how she felt. He missed Lucifer too, had missed him for so long. He stroked a comforting hand down Galilee’s spine. 
“I miss you too,” the Devil said, his eyes dark and pinned on both of them. “And one day you’ll have me again, I promise.”
Leviathan tore his eyes away. It was too much, too intimate, and he knew Lucifer could tell because he kept talking as if he’d only been addressing Galilee. 
“It’ll be just like you were,” he was saying. “With Levi filling your cunt and holding you open, except I’ll slide my cock into your ass and we’ll all be complete, won’t it, beloved?” 
Galilee moaned and dropped a hand to rub her clit. Leviathan took the opportunity to start fucking her from beneath in short, sharp thrusts, while Lucifer watched them both with fierce satisfaction gleaming on his face. Galilee came again, and Lucifer barely waited for her orgasm to come down before he jerked his head at Leviathan. 
“Get behind her.” The Devil’s breath was choppy, his ringed hand flashing on his dick. Leviathan moved Galilee to her hands and knees as he knelt behind her, then pressed a hand to her back gently but firmly. Galilee lowered her torso until her chest was against the bed, her ass up in the air. She looked up at Lucifer, and his lush mouth was soft and pleased. “Yes,” he hissed. “I want to see both of you just like that.” 
Leviathan slid inside Galilee again, her power sliding under his skin, drowning him in hunger. She groaned as he pushed in deep, his balls slapping against her flesh, and Lucifer stroked his cock from the chair, his eyes hooded. 
“Good girl,” he said. “One day I’ll have him fuck you just like that while I fuck your face. Would you like that?”
Galilee whimpered as Leviathan pulled out and slammed back in. “Oh, God, yes, please.”
Leviathan felt himself begin to unspool as he began to pound desperately into her. Short, deep cries broke from her mouth as she fucked him back, their bodies slapping together. 
“Luci,” he said, his voice rough and pleading. 
The Devil gazed back at him. “I missed you,” he said, and Leviathan closed his eyes against the tears.
“Fuck, I missed you too.” His fingers were going to leave bruises on Galilee’s hips. “She feels so good, Morningstar.”
Galilee slipped a hand between her legs, and Lucifer grinned as he saw it. “Your poor little clit,” he said, holding his dick tight at the base. “Are you going to come again, Galilee?” 
The King of Hell was still fully dressed, not a hair out of place, while she and Leviathan were sweaty, desperate messes. Galilee couldn’t answer, not while her body climbed toward another climax, Leviathan’s brutal thrusts driving her into the bed. Lucifer glanced up at his prince. 
“She’s going to come again, Levi.”
“Good girl,” Leviathan growled, not letting up the intensity.
Galilee let her head drop onto the sheets, and Lucifer snapped his fingers. “Look at me.”
Tears spilled from her ignited eyes and evaporated instantly. Her body began to shake. Leviathan pushed his thumb into her ass and fucked her even harder, electricity gathering at the base of his cock, sharp and wild. Galilee broke apart, and Leviathan locked eyes with Lucifer as he cursed and pulled out of her, stroking himself quickly until he was coming in warm spurts over her back, his breathing harsh and jagged. Waves thundered over him, and the Devil gasped in the chair and came looking right at his prince, pearled fluid splashing over his gold rings. 
I love you, he mouthed at Leviathan, and Leviathan’s heart cracked all the way open with a feeling so sharp he couldn’t tell if it was pain or pleasure. 
Galilee had collapsed on her side. “That’s enough,” she gasped, her eyes rolling to the ceiling. “Y’all tryna kill me.”
Leviathan just stared at the Devil he had adored since forever, as the ashes of their scorched love resurrected over Galilee’s skin. 



26.
Galilee
The light coming through the windows was noonday harsh. Galilee was clean again, wearing one of her oversize T-shirts from her apartment as she sat in the bed, her legs folded under her. Leviathan had been in the shower for the last fifteen minutes, and Lucifer was sitting on the floor next to the bed, one knee pulled up and his elbow resting on it as his fingers played in his dark curls. 
“Leviathan’s avoiding us,” he said.
Gali raised an eyebrow. “Y’all seem to have some history there,” she noted.
The Devil gave a ghost of a smile, tinged with sadness. “I betrayed him once,” he said. “I seem to be good at that.”
“You mean your plan for my soul?” Gali twisted her mouth. It had stung at the time, but it didn’t have the same bite now. “First of all, I damn near killed you for that, so I’d say we’re even. Second, you used it to keep Michael away from me. It all worked out, Luci.” 
Lucifer huffed softly. “Fair enough.”
Gali stared at him for a bit, her eyes tracing over his hooked nose, his lovely mouth. “What happens now?” she asked.
Lucifer tipped his head back and looked at the ceiling. “I suppose we should return to Hell,” he answered.
That stung to hear. Sure, she’d been planning to return to her own life, but that was before everything they had just shared, and she had a good reason—her life had literally been ripped apart and inside out from this. Besides, Lucifer didn’t even know she was planning to leave, and clearly it didn’t matter. He wasn’t even thinking of staying for her. He’d plotted for her soul, and now he was talking like this had just been a fling. Gali looked down at her hands and twisted her fingers, trying not to be hurt that he could walk away from her so easily. 
“Sounds good,” she lied.
“Shit, I hope not.” Lucifer frowned at her. “We should do that, but I don’t particularly want to. I doubt Leviathan feels differently.” 
Gali’s eyes shot up to his, and the Devil grinned at the look on her face.
“Oh, so you do care if we stay or go.” 
“Fuck off,” she said, but it didn’t have much heat to it. “Don’t you have things to take care of in Hell?”
“I always do. Doesn’t mean I can’t spend time topside.”
“Perks of being the king, I guess?” Gali was trying hard to sound casual, like the outcome of this conversation didn’t matter.
“Exactly.” Lucifer watched her, and the gold flecks in his eyes gleamed. “I want more time with you, Galilee Kincaid. I want more than just a handful of hours stolen in the middle of a crisis. I want to learn all the small things about you that your human friends already know.” 
Gali watched him right back. “Even though I was just a weapon aimed directly at you?”
“So what? We were all made for something, to be pointed and loosed in a direction. It doesn’t make us who we are.”
“You should worry more about this,” Gali scolded. “I could’ve killed you.”
“And I could’ve killed you a thousand times over. And yet, here we both are, arguing about it.”
Gali shook her head and looked away. “Until we can understand what Deziel did to make me have this suicidal ass effect on you, maybe we should—” 
“Maybe we should what? Stay away from each other?” Lucifer’s gaze narrowed, his voice urgent. “Galilee, don’t you see? There is no magic here. All Deziel did was place our power in proximity and hope for the worst. She gambled. She rolled the dice. The rest of it is just a story to make you believe that nothing else is possible, to make you distrust everything else.” 
Gali couldn’t help scoffing. “Then how do you explain our connection?” She jerked her fingers in air quotes at the last word, contempt and doubt dripping. 
Lucifer stared at her for an incredulous moment, then burst out laughing. Gali glared at him.
“It’s not that funny.”
“I’m sorry,” he gasped. “Our connection is normal, Galilee. It’s attraction and lust and interest and a fair amount of infatuation that’s to be expected when you meet someone who’s not only incredibly hot but also incredibly powerful. That’s what Deziel was gambling on.” He wiped his eyes and looked at her with a deep fondness. “I hope we get the chance to explore it more, but don’t worry, Galilee. I haven’t been enthralled by the seductive magic of your body.” 
Gali blushed as Lucifer’s eyes roved over her skin.
“I mean,” he amended, “I’m absolutely enthralled by your body, but not in a this-was-engineered-by-your-evil-angel-of-a-mother way.” 
She threw a pillow at him, and he caught it laughing, but the mention of Deziel made her think of something else, something important. 
“Did Michael say what would happen to her?” she asked.
Lucifer’s laugh faded away and his eyes went somber. “Apparently Deziel returned to Heaven and announced that their plan with the hellgate was successful. Michael denied his involvement, and she was judged for attempting to tear the veil between Hell and earth. She’s going to Fall.” Sorrow twisted his mouth. “I wish she’d listened to me. I wish she hadn’t believed in him.” 
“You tried to tell her.” Gali couldn’t quite summon up the same sympathy for her mother that he had, but then again, their histories were different. She was trying not to think about the things they did have in common when it came to Lucifer. “Why didn’t she tell Heaven that Michael helped make me? He betrayed her. She coulda gotten her lick back that way.” 
Lucifer shook his head. “That’s a crime worth annihilation for her. It’s bad enough that they’re stripping her wings and dumping her on earth. It could be much worse.” 
“So she was smart to keep her mouth shut.” Gali exhaled in relief. “I really hate this shit, Luci.”
His eyes warmed as he looked at her. “I know, beloved. But you’ve got me and Levi on your side. We’ll do everything we can to keep you off Heaven’s radar.” 
Gali reached out, then caught herself and dropped her hand. “I appreciate it, Luci.” She thought of Deziel being thrown out of Heaven, lost on earth among the humans. “Deziel’s just . . . broken now, isn’t she?” 
A shadow passed over the Devil’s face. “Yeah. Heaven’s good at that.”
Gali knew he was thinking about his own Fall, and even though she wanted to ask him about it, she kept her hands off his skin and just let herself sit with him. The light shifted across the room. It was quiet and they were together, the King of Hell and the angel’s child designed to kill him. 

The shower had stopped, but Leviathan still hadn’t emerged from the bathroom. Lucifer was about to leave, and Gali stood a few feet away from him, twisting her fingers. 
“I wish I could hug you,” she said softly. No matter how much she wanted to touch Lucifer, she just couldn’t stop seeing him in the vault, dying with her power piercing him while his princes screamed in despair, and his eyes glazed over with acceptance. 
Lucifer nodded, his eyes gentle. “However long it takes, Galilee. I’ll be here whenever you’re ready.”
When he left, the room rang with his absence.

Galilee walked into the bathroom and found Leviathan sitting in the bath that she’d never used, his bone-white locs trailing over the edge and down to the stone tile. He turned his head to look at her, and his yellow eyes flickered. 
“Has he left?”
Gali pulled up the teak bench and sat next to the tub. “Yeah, like five minutes ago.”
Leviathan exhaled, and his gaze pulled away from her. 
Gali reached out and smoothed her hand over his forehead. “It hurts you to be around Luci,” she said. “You love him that much?”
The prince’s jaw twitched. “It’s a long story.”
“He said he betrayed you.”
“He did nothing that was out of line with who he was.”
Gali couldn’t even begin to guess at how old the pain buried in those words was. “Maybe one day you’ll tell me about it,” she said instead. “When you’re ready.” 
Yellow eyes tracked back to her. “You speak like we have a future.” He said it carefully, and Gali decided to take it as a question. She’d decided not to try to return to her old life—it didn’t exist anyway. It had been burned away in a storm of light, and no matter how much that ached, Gali knew she could never get it back. 
“We could.” She slid off the bench and leaned over the tub, kissing the hurt prince lightly on his lips. “If you wanna try it.” 
The pale corner of Leviathan’s mouth rose. “Why, little angel, are you asking me out?”
Gali laughed and the bathroom echoed it. “Shit, maybe I am.”
He searched her eyes. “Are you a package deal?”
She sucked in a breath. Was that why he’d retreated and hid in here, all wounded? Gali could have pointed out that it was Levi who’d invited Lucifer to stay, that they had millennia of baggage between the both of them, and if anyone needed reassurance about not being the third wheel, it would most likely be her—but Gali also knew that wasn’t really the point, not right now. 
“No, I’m not.” She cupped his face in her hands. “You stood against your team for me. You gave me a chance when no one else thought I could be anything other than what I was made to be, not even Lucifer. Whatever our thing could be, Leviathan, it would be ours.” 
Gali hoped she was making sense. Leviathan and Lucifer were a thing. Galilee and Lucifer were a thing. She was just trying to explain to this unexpectedly sad prince that they could be a thing as well. 
“Maybe I’m just greedy,” she added, reaching into the water and taking his hand. “I like you, Levi. Clearly enough to forgive you wanting to literally murder me.” 
Leviathan twisted his wrist to bring her hand to his mouth, pressing a kiss against the damp skin. “I like you too, Galilee Kincaid. I would like a thing with you that was just ours.” He sat up, and water splashed over the edge of the tub, spilling on her T-shirt. The prince of Hell slid a hand behind her neck and pulled her into a devouring kiss. 
“Maybe,” he said into her mouth, “I’m just greedy too.”

Galilee wanted to go home. Leviathan offered to fly her back to her loft, but she made him drive her with one of the cars parked behind their house instead. She laughed at his grumbling the whole way, and he kissed her again in front of her building. When she watched him pull away, it was like a whole world retreated with him. Suddenly, the human world returned, and Gali saw the regular people walking past her with their dogs and conversations and normal lives. The park across the street sat like a quiet pool of green. She smiled at her doorman and asked for her spare key, then went upstairs and let herself into the loft. 
It looked offensively and exactly the same as it had a few days ago, when Celestial had called her, when the girls had shown up, when Lucifer had stalked through her window. Gali paced slowly around the space, wondering if she was imagining the faint trace of cacao from when Levi came to get her clothes. There were scratches on her windowsill, claw marks that smelled like smoke. Her phone lay thrown to the side, still turned off. 
Gali turned it back on, and it exploded with notifications from the Kincaids, from the girls, and even a text from Lucifer. I’ll see you soon, it said. She went into the group chat she shared with Bonbon and Oriakụ, then hit dial. It barely rang twice before they both picked up, their voices clamoring over the phone line. Gali was surprised by how relieved she was to hear them, how quickly tears sprang to her eyes. 
“Y’all wanna keep yelling at me or y’all wanna come over?”
There was an immediate lull. “We’ll be there in ten,” Oriakụ said, and then they both hung up.
Gali looked down at the phone and decided not to call the Kincaids, not yet. She was thinking of them, though, and of the large house by the blue bottle trees, of the creeks and the forests and the bones they had to find in there. It could wait. It was heavy, and it could wait. She climbed the stairs to the roof instead, and the bees rose in a great swarm at her arrival, coating her arms and body with a loud buzzing welcome. 
“Yeah, yeah. I missed you too.” She sat on the edge of the roof, dangling her legs over. “We got a few minutes before my friends get here.” 
The sun was beginning to set, and warm golden light spilled across the horizon. Galilee Kincaid let herself be cloaked in hundreds of small bodies, and it felt like home. 

“I don’t feel like a person,” she said, when the girls had arrived and they were all curled up on her couch together. “I feel like a weapon. That’s all I was made for.” 
Bonbon leaned over and took both her hands. “Does it matter how you were made or what you were made for? It doesn’t make you less real or less of a person. This is still your life. You’re Galilee Kincaid. Only you get to decide what you are.” 
Galilee broke into sobs, and her friends held her as the sky outside drained into darkness. 



27.
Lucifer
Months later, the King of Hell walked into a bustling restaurant. A slight lull passed through the room as he entered—a common occurrence when humans sensed his presence but didn’t understand what they were responding to. The patrons stared for a moment before returning to their meals and conversations, even with the fine hairs raised on the backs of their necks. A hostess came up to Lucifer, frazzled and pushing her glasses up her nose. She blushed as she looked at him and consulted her clipboard. 
“Um, table for how many, sir?”
“I’m meeting someone,” he replied. “I believe they’re in the courtyard?”
“Oh, yes, of course. They said they were expecting a few more.” She gave him a dimpled smile. “Follow me, please.”
Several diners glanced up as he walked past, but Lucifer’s eyes were fixed on the arched doorway that led into a tiled courtyard bathed in sunlight. Time had no meaning in Hell, but longing certainly continued marking it anyway, stubborn and consuming. The hostess led him to three tables that had been pushed together to form a longer one, tucked in a vined and bright corner of the courtyard. The tables were filled with laughing people making a toast with champagne flutes. Most of them were human. 
“Here you go, sir,” the hostess said.
Lucifer ignored her, smiling at the girl sitting under a trailing honeysuckle vine. “Hello, beloved,” he said.
Galilee Kincaid looked up and burst into a smile so radiant it seared through him. Her copper hair was in long braids that fell to her waist, and her inky eyes were lined in an electric blue. 
“Luci!” she said. “You made it!”
She was wearing a flouncy crop top and tiny denim shorts, and when she jumped out of her chair to run to him, her thighs were warm dark honey wrapped over sleek muscle. Galilee threw herself into his arms, and Lucifer held her tight to him, relishing the burn of her touch, the way the fire seeped into his flesh, the way the flame scorched close to whatever he had left masquerading as a soul. 
It had taken her long weeks after the hellgate debacle before she’d been able to touch him again, but Lucifer hadn’t minded the wait. Those weeks had surprised him with their sweetness: walking with her on the boardwalk by the river, their shoulders close but never touching; the way he’d learned to observe every little gesture and movement she made because his gaze was the only thing he could touch her with. He’d even delighted in how chaste it had felt. They’d talked endlessly, as if their words could hold each other, could climb inside their skins and make it all better, and they’d had Leviathan as the most sinful proxy, who took each of them in his mouth, in his hands, and gave them everything they couldn’t give each other. Lucifer had returned to Hell sparingly in those weeks, reluctant to leave Galilee so soon after her brush with Deziel, but also respectful of her separate relationship with Leviathan. If it had been anyone else, the Devil didn’t think he would’ve been able to share her affections, but it was Leviathan. Somehow, it all fit. They all fit. 
Galilee had taken him to the Kincaid land but refused to let him near any of her family. “They’re not ready,” she’d said, “and I don’t want to argue with anyone. I want it to be just you and me.” 
She’d walked him to the creek, and as they waded into the shallows, that was when Galilee had finally taken his hand for the first time. Lucifer had nearly dropped to his knees right there in the water, flooded with relief and gratitude and Galilee’s clear, sweet fire singing all the way down to his bones. She had smiled shyly at him, and he’d kissed her palm, and then Celestial had stomped in and rolled her eyes at them before passing out hand pies she’d brought in a brown paper bag. As they sat on the rocks with their bare feet dangling in the water, sharing a meal, Galilee’s fingers had remained curled in Lucifer’s palm, like an uncertain bird finally trusting that it could rest. On their way back, he’d stopped them in a clearing under the old trees, and he’d finally claimed the dance she owed him. Gali had cried quietly when she wrapped her arms around him. She told him about burying Gifty Williams’s bones as they swayed together in the creeping dusk, and Lucifer had kissed her and kissed her as burning tears slicked down his face. He would never stop being grateful for the fire he couldn’t turn down, for Galilee’s forgiveness of both herself and him, for the soft miracle of her returned touch. 
In the restaurant’s courtyard, Galilee stood on her toes to plant a kiss on Lucifer’s cheek. He ran a hand over her thighs, letting his fingers pause to dig into her, just a little, just to remind her that he’d always want her. “I see training with Leviathan has been going well,” he commented, and Galilee cut her eyes at him. Ever since the encounter with Deziel and with the possibility of Michael looming in the future, Leviathan had insisted on training Galilee so she could fight whatever was sent her way and gain more control over her power. 
“Your prince is a fucking monster,” Galilee complained to Lucifer, then lowered her voice. “Almost wish I was still human so he’d take it easy on me.” 
“You were never human.” He chuckled, leaning down to steal a proper kiss. Her mouth looked so soft.
The table booed loudly, banging their silverware against the wood.
“Get a fucking room!” Bonbon yelled, her eyes bright with glee. In an unexpected turn, she was now dating Oriakụ, who had started courting Bonbon properly after the dust from the hellgate had settled. The heiress’s arm was draped around the back of Bonbon’s chair, and she raised a cool eyebrow at the Devil. Lucifer suspected that Oriakụ still didn’t rate him worth a damn, but she tolerated him for the sake of the other two. Bonbon, on the other hand, had forgiven him for being both terrifying and the actual Devil in exchange for stories she could work into her horror novels. 
Oriakụ signaled to a server and shook her head at Galilee. “We’ve been over this,” she scolded. “You’re both banned from public displays of affection until further notice.” 
“You’re a hater,” Gali replied, returning to her seat as Lucifer took the chair on her right. He winked at Bonbon, who promptly threw a bread roll at him. 
“There’s nothing to hate on.” Oriakụ leaned back slightly as the server refilled her champagne. “There simply has to be a reasonable limit to how many times your friends can listen to you two fucking in a bathroom at a party.” 
“Yeah,” Bonbon added. “We literally can’t take you anywhere.” 
The server blushed all the way to the tips of their ears as they retreated from the table, and Lucifer watched in amusement as Galilee flushed under her freckles. 
“It didn’t happen that many times,” she said. 
Oriakụ snorted. “We placed a bet last time, to see which of you would come the loudest.”
Galilee gasped and stared at both of them, her flush deepening. “You didn’t. At the book launch after-party?” 
“Sorry, love.” Bonbon gave her a sympathetic look. “It was easy money.”
Galilee buried her face in her hands, and Oriakụ passed Lucifer a menu. There was still an empty chair at the table.
“How long are you back for this time?” Oriakụ asked, and Lucifer hid a smile. Oriakụ always spoke as if he was in and out on business trips, rather than dropping into Hell itself. 
There had been work to do on the other side after Galilee had sealed the hellgate, and Lucifer had eventually gone back to Hell with most of the princes, leaving Leviathan to watch over both the sealed gate and Galilee. The others had no desire to remain topside after what had happened, and they still wanted Galilee out of the picture, especially Belial. It would be a long time before they forgave him and Leviathan for choosing Galilee. The Devil didn’t mind. 
He was busy calculating other threats. Deziel was still somewhere on earth, and Lucifer was worried that she might come after Galilee. A Fallen angel with nothing to lose might be broken, sure, but that could make her even more dangerous than before, especially since Michael had refused to disclose if he’d left Deziel in possession of her powers. For all Lucifer knew, the angel could be lying in wait in the Kincaids’ woods again or walking through Salvation in a skin none of them knew. When Lucifer confronted Michael about it, the archangel had been incredibly unhelpful, as always. 
“We are not responsible for Deziel’s actions or whereabouts,” Michael had said. “She is out of favor and Fallen.” There was a glint in his eye as he spoke. 
Lucifer had sighed. “So you set her loose, absolve yourselves of any responsibility for what she does next, and you watch what happens. Are you hoping she’ll hurt Galilee since you can’t?” 
Michael shrugged eloquently. “You and your lover seem to make many enemies, Luci.”
“You’d like me to think so,” he said, soft as a noose. “But my only enemy stands before me right now.”
Michael had laughed then, utterly without fear or guilt. “Well played, Luci. Make sure you keep your lover safe then, body and soul.” His smile was cold and anointed as he lifted up into the sky. It had made Lucifer hesitant to leave Galilee to return to Hell, but she was safe with Leviathan. Sometimes, when Lucifer came to visit Salvation, he’d hover with a glamour in the air outside her loft and watch through the window as she slept in the curve of Leviathan’s arms, their chests rising and falling in unison. It was an odd feeling, witnessing their intimacy from afar, yet when he returned to them, they both welcomed him easily, together or separately. 
At the table, Galilee had heard Oriakụ’s question, and she turned to Lucifer, her eyes bright with tentative hope. “Do you know yet?” she asked. “How long it’s gonna be before you have to return to Hell?” 
Lucifer took her hand and kissed the tips of her fingers. “Years,” he answered.
Galilee inhaled sharply. “For real?”
“It’s just a fraction of time compared to forever,” he reminded her. “Belial has everything in hand, and by the time I have to return, you should be strong enough to come with me.” 
Galilee laughed with relief. “I don’t know about all that,” she said, just as a bread roll missed her head narrowly.
“Sorry!” Bonbon didn’t look sorry at all. “Y’all just looked like you were about to make out, and I had to intervene.”
Oriakụ raised an eyebrow at her girlfriend. “There isn’t a single romantic bone in your body,” she marveled.
Bonbon frowned. “I thought you knew that.”
Oriakụ sighed and leaned over to kiss Bonbon’s cheek. “And yet, here I am, ablaze with foolish hope,” she said dryly.
Lucifer squeezed Galilee’s hand as she watched her friends with emotion gleaming in her eyes. He knew how terrified she’d been that she would lose them, that her life would become something unrecognizable, and he shared her gratitude that they’d all done the work to stay with one another. The last thing he wanted was for Galilee to be cut off from the people she loved, even if it would have driven her deeper to him. 
Bonbon looked up past Lucifer and broke out into a smile. “Hey, you,” she said, just as a hint of cacao brushed across Lucifer’s senses. A slow smile rolled over his face, and then Leviathan was standing there, wearing denim on denim and looking inexplicably good in it. His locs were in twists, and his dark eyes were fixed on Lucifer. 
“You made it,” he said, and the pleasure in his voice was controlled but there. Lucifer rose out of his chair, stepping away from the table so he could place his hand on the back of Levi’s neck and drag him into a scorching kiss. His prince made a harsh sound in the back of his throat, and Lucifer cupped his jaw in his hands, deepening the kiss and reveling in the way Leviathan melted under his mouth, even after all these eons, now that Galilee had welded them together again. 
“Hey,” he heard her whine. “How come they’re not banned from making out?” 
“Because they don’t have a public sex kink,” Bonbon countered. 
Galilee huffed. “Yeah, they do. They just don’t do it at parties.” 
Lucifer broke off the kiss, and Leviathan blinked at him before pulling himself back together and bending to kiss Galilee.
“Hello, little angel.” The prince stroked his thumb at the corner of her mouth and looked at her with naked affection. “Did you miss me?” 
Galilee stroked his cheek, her face ablaze with feeling even as her voice turned sarcastic. “It’s been a few hours, so yes, I missed you terribly.” 
Levi slid into the chair at her left and leaned across the table to dap up Oriakụ. “What’s good, princess?”
Lucifer stared at them in shock. Leviathan and Oriakụ had constantly sniped at each other from the beginning, which was fair, given the Devil and his princes had been posing as staff in her father’s house and she’d always been an imperious bitch, as Levi had put it. 
“What the fuck did I miss?” he asked. “When did you two kiss and make up?”
Oriakụ glared at him, and Galilee snorted out a laugh.
“She came to see me in training,” Galilee explained. “Next thing I know, they’re bonding over their sadistic streaks and comparing weapons, which I didn’t even know Oriakụ collected.” 
“He seduced her with his sword,” Bonbon translated helpfully, and Oriakụ choked on her champagne.
“Bonbon!”
Leviathan winked at Bonbon. “Her sword’s much bigger, though.”
Bonbon grinned wickedly. “Isn’t it, though?”
“Oh my God.” Oriakụ clapped a hand over her girlfriend’s mouth. “You aren’t allowed to talk anymore.”
Galilee turned to Leviathan and slid her hand in his. “Did you hear? Luci’s staying for a long time.”
Leviathan’s eyes widened as he looked to Lucifer, and the Devil shook his head.
“Years,” Lucifer clarified. “She hasn’t adjusted to eternity yet.” They were toying with the possibility that Galilee would have an angel’s lifespan, but there was no way to know for a while yet. 
“What’s a long time to you?” Galilee asked.
“Millennia,” Leviathan replied, deadpan.
Lucifer chuckled at the look on Galilee’s face. “I could arrange for longer,” he said gently. “If you don’t age, we might have to move out of Salvation.” 
Galilee blushed like she always did when any of them talked about this as a permanent thing, something long term, something committed. Lucifer and Leviathan were careful not to scare her off. Decades were nothing, but for someone who’d been raised to think they were a lifetime, the stakes were different. 
“I’ll take the years.” Galilee laced her fingers with his, and Lucifer watched as she shoved any uncertainty behind her.
“You might get decades,” he warned.
Leviathan leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Maybe we’ll get a house,” he said, and Lucifer snorted as Galilee almost choked. Leviathan grinned wickedly. “It doesn’t have to be right now, little angel. We don’t want to come on too strong.” 
Lucifer smiled at his prince. “I’ll get us a house whenever you want, Levi. As many as you want, in whichever countries you want.” 
“Oh my God, just propose to each other already.” Bonbon poured syrup over her pancakes and rolled her eyes.
Galilee flapped her hands at Lucifer and Leviathan. “Enough of this.”
Leviathan winked at the Devil, and Galilee kept a hand on his thigh, a burning reminder that wrapped around both his flesh and his heart. Lucifer was never going to get tired of her searing him, of watching her get stronger and stronger and even more terrifying, of seeing her come apart under his and Leviathan’s hands. He loved them both, even if neither of them was ready to hear it yet. As soon as he could get them alone, he planned to bring them to their knees before him, slide into their throats, feel their slick hold on him so they could all remember that what they’d crafted together had gathered in weight. They had built a solid certainty that left Lucifer in awe of how much possibility could still be found this far into his existence, and he would hold that certainty up like a roof over their heads. 
He could do decades. He was the Devil.
He was the son of the morning.



0.
Deziel
The porch of the Kincaid house was painted haint blue. Old oak trees cast long shadows around the mansion, and the woods whispered, never far away. Galilee sat on the front steps, leaning against a post, while Darling Kincaid rocked slowly in a chair, dark liquor lapping in a glass in her hand. 
Her grandmother looked out into the sunset. “Where’s your Devil?” she asked. “And the other one?”
“Back in the city,” Galilee replied, her hair loose around her shoulders. “They’re moving my things into the new house.”
“Hah.” Darling’s silver braids shone in the light. “You weren’t sure they’d be welcome here. Coulda asked.”
Galilee shrugged with an easy smile. “After y’all found out the truth, shit, I wasn’t sure I’d be welcome here.” 
Her grandmother hummed disapprovingly in the back of her throat. “You always welcome here. Don’t you dare doubt it.”
“Tell that to Sage and ’em.”
Darling scoffed. “Don’t worry about that. What don’t come out in the wash comes out into the rinse.”
Galilee frowned but let it go. She had returned fewer and fewer times, thanks to the suspicious glances from too many of her own family, creeping at her heels like bitter hounds. She still had Darling, Collette, and Celestial, but when the Kincaids had found out who exactly her mother was, even Leah and Zélie had given her a wide berth. Turned out that being unknown was less terrifying than the truth of what she was, but these were the costs paid for power. 
Darling fixed her dark eyes on her granddaughter. “You gotta take your home back,” she said. “Can’t let them push you out, little girl.” 
“Fine,” Galilee replied. “Got any ideas on how to do that exactly?”
Darling rose to her feet as the last rays of the sun cast a golden stream on the porch. “Sure, I do,” she said. “You bring your Devil and his prince to dinner, and they’ll sit and break bread with us.” 
Galilee’s jaw dropped, and she twisted around on the steps as Darling opened up the screen door to go back inside. “You sure about this, Nana Darling?” 
Her grandmother gave her a stern look. “And why wouldn’t I be? They yours, right?” 
Blood rushed to Galilee’s face. It was a claim but also a responsibility—anything they did on Kincaid land would fall on her head. But the Morningstar and his prince were very much hers, just as she was theirs and they were each other’s. 
“Yes, ma’am,” she said.
“Well then,” Nana Darling replied, “you and yours belong with us. Always have, always will.”
The creeks echoed in her voice, blood and dirt under her tongue. Galilee shuddered at the weight of what Nana Darling was doing. If Galilee was a Kincaid, then her power was in service to the Kincaids. If the Devil and his prince were hers, then that meant their power was in service to the Kincaids as well. It was an alliance no one would have ever thought Darling Kincaid would make. 
“You sure, Nana Darling?” 
Galilee was really asking about herself, but her grandmother simply smiled at her with equal parts love and cunning in her eyes. “You’re a Kincaid,” she said firmly. “You’re ours.” 
The screen door closed behind her, and Galilee Kincaid stared out into the land for a long time. On the other side of the forests, down in Salvation, her Devil and their prince were waiting for her in a little house that tasted of cacao and smoke. She stood up from the steps, and the forests whispered a cool breeze around her legs, smelling of stones and water; of land that would never leave her, no matter where her heart flew; of roots that would always be a map back. 
Galilee Kincaid started walking home.

Darling Kincaid stepped into the parlor of the big house, where I was crouched by a window looking out to the porch, watching my daughter leave. 
“She’s gone now,” Darling said, as if I couldn’t see it for myself—everything that I had gambled and lost. The archangel’s gift and curse, my precious weapon who turned out to be my undoing. My heart was fluttering madly in my chest. 
I had a heart. I had a chest, a form I could no longer shift out of at will. Every cell I had now stank of Michael’s betrayal, of his flaming sword burning paths down my back. The Morningstar had been right all along, and it galled me. I was reduced to this, crawling on earth in a human shell, unremarkable and horrifyingly vulnerable. I longed to seek vengeance, but I was stripped down to new bone, this fresh marrow, exhausted by my losses. I simply could not summon up the spite; I was trying too hard to just hold myself together. 
After my Fall, Michael had thrown me down outside of Salvation, a cruel and final gesture, a reminder of how I had failed. I’d staggered my way to Kincaid land, weeping and bleeding, shocked by the flesh I was now trapped in. Darling had found me in the woods, wearing the form Michael locked me in: the woman who had tricked and then killed Gifty Williams, the woman who had bargained with Darling herself, the woman from the creek. My daughter’s grandmother should have killed me the moment she ran into me, but instead, Darling Kincaid had taken one look at me, sighed deeply, and lowered herself slowly onto a log. 
“Go on then, angel,” she’d said. “Might as well tell me everything.”
I was panting, knifed in half from agony. “Kincaid . . .” I gasped, desperation coppery in my mouth. “Keep me safe . . .”
Darling had cocked her head, her eyes steady, not kind but not cruel. “You’ll owe me,” she said. “Sanctuary on Kincaid land is no small thing.” 
My ribs screamed. My back bled dark rivers from where my wings had been cut out. “Anything,” I panted. “You can have anything.”
Darling Kincaid smiled slowly. I felt the lock of an oath clanging around my neck.
“We have a deal,” she said, and a black bird screamed in the sky.
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