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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Lucifer cackled madly, shocking the assembled angels into silence. A cloud of brimstone-scented smoke rolled over the clouds, and when it disappeared, the Prince of Darkness had vanished. 
 
    I clutched Maddie tighter, placing myself between her and the group of seriously pissed-off angels glaring down at us. Like my girlfriend, these guys wore golden halos and sported white wings fluttering between their shoulder blades. But there the similarities ended. The angels assigned to guard the golden gates of the Celestial Academy weren’t chosen for looks, but brawn. Just from sizing them up, I could tell they took their jobs very seriously. 
 
    “You heard the man,” I said, brushing a faint coating of soot from the shoulder of my new white robes. “We’re the furthest thing from intruders. Lucifer secured enrollment for me in the Celestial Academy, and I’m guessing from Maddie’s wings that she’s automatically enrolled. We’re your newest students.” 
 
    Dual Enrollment. The words, pronounced with Lucifer’s well-known flair for the dramatic, sent a shiver down my spine. As the first human being to attend the Infernal Academy in nearly a century, I had the dubious privilege of attending classes in both Hell and Heaven. Considering I had both a demon girl and a fledgling angel in my burgeoning harem, that made a certain kind of sense. 
 
    The Celestial Academy lay before me, ready for my entry. The only problem was the fuming mad pack of holy rollers standing between us and it. 
 
    One of the angels—the same tall figure who’d tried to bar Lucifer’s way upon his appearance—stepped forward from the pack. “You are not welcome here,” he said, his voice like the booming herald of a trumpet. He couldn’t quite decide whether to point at me or Maddie, so his finger aimed at the open space between our shoulders. “You may be dressed in holy guise, and your woman may even have the wings of a seraph, but you are not of the Celestial Realm. Make like your Master and flee this place!” 
 
    Next to me, Maddie suppressed a shiver. “Maybe we should do what these guys want, Luke. They look pretty tough…” 
 
    Maybe they did. But I’d spent far too much of my life already doing what other people wanted. Being a nice, polite member of society hadn’t gotten me very far back on Earth: in fact, it left me with little more than a beat-up old van and a failing IT business. The night I took a job at the house of my former crush Christina Herbert, I’d been running on fumes and dodging past due notices on the rent for my crummy studio apartment. I shuddered to think of what my future might have been like if I’d never activated the Morningstar Program and selected the Angel of Darkness. 
 
    Now? Now I was a prime candidate for Lord of Hell—the heir apparent to Lucifer himself. With a sweet car, a swanky magical apartment, and a growing entourage of hot demon babes. And I hadn’t gotten a single bit of any of it by being nice, or by going with the flow. 
 
    I wasn’t about to start now. 
 
    “Nope,” I said, grinning. A single step across the clouds put me in front of Maddie, shielding her from any sudden attack the angels might be able to put together. “Maddie and I are fully-accredited students of your divine institution. In fact, I think today is our orientation.” 
 
    The lead angel’s hands turned into fists. Lightning flashed in one of the pure white clouds behind him, as if the Almighty himself were pissed off by this turn of events. Hell, for all I know, He was. It wasn’t every day a demon-trained human got to attend the most prestigious academy in the Celestial Realm. 
 
    “Orientation?” the angel said, practically spitting out the word. “What would you know about it, whelp?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Well, I’m straight,” I said, the corner of my mouth curling into a smirk before the angel. “Maddie on the other hand is definitely a bit more flexible. Isn’t that right, babe?” 
 
    The angels stared at Maddie as if she’d grown a second head. Spots of color rose to my girlfriend’s cheeks, but she did a little pirouette as if I’d just introduced her to a group of friends at a party. Although her silky robes were of a similar material to the angels’, and her wings were just as pearly and fine as theirs, none of them held a candle to her in the looks department. In fact, each of the angels had a strangely androgynous look, like David Bowie in the middle of his Ziggy Stardust period. None of these guys and gals looked like they played guitar, though—maybe a harp. 
 
    “You are to leave at once,” the angel hissed. The air at his side shimmered, and suddenly he was holding a massive sword forged from silver. The blade was so sharp that it seemed to cut the very air as he moved, slashing through the fabric of reality. “I will say this for the last time. You are not welcome here!” 
 
    “I have every right to be here!” I retorted.  
 
    The world around me dimmed, the edges of my vision turning blood-red. Damn it, I’d been in such a good mood just a few minutes ago. I’d been all soaped up and naked in my subspace’s shower, Maddie in my arms telling me all about how much she loved me and wanted to be the queen of my harem. I’d expected her to transform into one of my demonic paramours, like Christina and Mareth before her—instead, she’d sprouted wings and brought us to this place. 
 
    Not that I was complaining, of course. Now that I was here, I was honestly kind of pissed off that my rights as a student of the Celestial Academy had been hidden from me. 
 
    The angels behind the guy with the sword tensed up, expecting a fight. I wasn’t sure what passed for honor up here by the Pearly Gates, but they looked more than willing to jump into the fray to support their boss if this turned into a bloodbath. Of course, I’m not going to get a fair fight, I told myself, reaching for my power. They think I’m a demon. They more or less consider me Lucifer himself… 
 
    Black wings unfurled from my back. The fine robes Maddie’s transformation had put on me tore at the shoulders as I began to transform, readying myself for combat. Searing warmth sizzled at my fingertips, ready to boil over into flame at the slightest exercise of will. I watched the lead angel’s eyes widen, his calm exterior broken for the briefest moment by the display of Infernal power. 
 
    “Abomination,” the lead angel growled, lifting his sword above his head. “Long has Lucifer desired access to the Celestial Academy! None of his spawn shall ever pass these gates!” 
 
    “Spawn?” I felt my eyebrows shoot to my hairline. “I’m not Lucifer’s spawn, dude. I am fucking one of his daughters, though.” 
 
    Maddie broke out in a fit of giggles. “Her name’s Mareth,” the former waitress said with a smile, basking in the glow of her new power. “And I’ll thank you not to say awful shit about her, because she’s awesome!” 
 
    I hadn’t thought the angel could look even more taken aback, but somehow, he managed it. “You’re both insane,” he said, glancing to either side to make sure his posse was with him. “I should strike both of you down right where you stand!” 
 
    Both of my palms erupted in flame. “Bring it,” I growled, flashing my transforming fangs. “I always knew the only way I was getting into Heaven was over a mountain of corpses—”  
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    As one, the legion of angels froze. A figure dropped from the top of the Pearly Gates, his features a study in panic. He landed on the cloud below, wisps of fog roiling around the hem of his golden robes as he put himself between the angels and us. “Stop this at once!” 
 
    The lead angel sheathed his sword. “Myles,” he said, his eyes narrowing. Dimly I recognized the man’s name—it was he who’d mistakenly greeted us at our arrival at the Celestial Academy. Right before all Hell broke loose in Heaven. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Stopping you before you do something you can’t take back,” the golden-robed angel said. “You heard the man. Does anyone here really want to start the semester off by getting on the Prince of Darkness’s bad side?” 
 
    The head of every angel moved as if on a swivel to stare at the newcomer. “Since when have you heeded the words of the Lord of the Pit?” the lead angel demanded, his hand traveling back to the hilt of his sword. I swallowed hard. If things boiled over into angel-on-angel violence, this close to the Pearly Gates, then Maddie and I were in trouble, indeed. 
 
    Fortunately, the newcomer kept a cool head. While all the angels had a strange, ageless quality about them, he nevertheless looked older than the rest of the group—like the kindly old grandpa in a warm family comedy film. 
 
    “Look at her,” Myles said, pointing at Maddie. They all did—to be fair, Maddie was pretty damned easy on the eyes. Looking at her was no difficulty. “She has wings. She conjured robes for herself and the human without even breaking a sweat. She’s a shoo-in for a halo. Virtues, half the Lesser Seraphim don’t have the kind of control over their magic that this young woman’s already proven herself capable of.” The angel’s old man face beamed. “If you want to keep such a promising young pupil away, that’s between you and the Almighty!” 
 
    Maddie’s beauty and grace seemed to sway the pack. The battle-ready stances in the other angels shifted, the soft marshmallow texture of the clouds beneath our feet blowing gently in the wind. 
 
    Even the angel with the sword noticed. “Aye,” he admitted, a line appearing in his forehead just beneath the rim of his halo. “Perhaps this Madeleine woman is to be given entry to the Celestial Academy. She has made the initial steps of her transformation, after all.” 
 
    “Very good.” Myles’s shoulders sagged with relief. “Now—”  
 
    The point of the silver sword was an inch from my face. The leader of the angels had leveled it at me in the blink of an eye, right when I’d begun to assume we were going to get inside of the Celestial Academy without a fight. Ambushed by the blade, all I could do was hold up my hands and pull in as much magic as possible, holding it at the ready. 
 
    “But this one is forbidden,” the lead angel growled. “He’s Lucifer’s chosen, by the Virtues! Letting him enter our hallowed halls would be nothing but madness!” 
 
    A general muttering of agreement met the lead angel’s proclamation. They might have been willing to bend the rules a bit for Maddie’s sake, but the black wings protruding from my back and the fangs filling my mouth marked me as different from anyone else entering the Celestial Realm. I stood out like a black sheep in a field of white—one with the logo of a death metal band shaved into my wool. 
 
    “We’re not starting the Day of Judgment this afternoon,” Myles said firmly, turning the angel’s blade away from my face. “Kill one of Lucifer’s chosen candidates and there’s liable to be an army of demons on our doorstep come nightfall…” 
 
    I could tell the guy with the sword wanted to say ‘good’, or something badass like that, but deep down he saw the sense in Myles’s words. I’d known men who refused to back down when they realized they were wrong, digging in their heels like an ostrich burying its head in the sand, but the angels of the Celestial Realm weren’t like that at all. 
 
    Instead, the angel with the sword stepped aside smoothly, sheathing his blade in the same motion. “Very well. We’ll allow the Headmistress to decide this one’s fate.” 
 
    Nods of assent filled the cloud-covered field. Maddie’s hand gripped mine tightly, the fingers interlacing as if she wanted to remind me that she was there. As if I could possibly forget. The warmth of her body filled me with lust, and I was keenly aware that only a few minutes ago, I’d been buried hilt-deep inside of her, watching her gorgeous face contort in ecstasy as she whimpered my name. 
 
    “That’s who we should have been speaking to in the first place,” I said, allowing my bravado to carry me. With an effort, I retracted my wings, pulling back from the demonic transformation that had begun to take place. “Obviously, there’s been some sort of misunderstanding. Let’s speak with the woman in charge.” 
 
    I didn’t want to sound like the kind of person who called for the manager at the first sign of trouble, but in this instance, it seemed necessary. 
 
    “Xerxes,” the angel with the kind face said, directing it at the man who’d so recently stuck a sword in my face. “Go fetch the Headmistress. Take the troops with you. These two won’t cause any more trouble. Will you, Luke?” 
 
    I didn’t bother asking how the angel knew my name. “Don’t start any trouble, and there won’t be any trouble,” I growled, giving the angel named Xerxes my best mean mug. “You put that pig-sticker in my face again, you’d better be ready to use it.” 
 
    With a grunt, Xerxes took wing. Despite the anger I had for him and his cadre of angelic guards, I couldn’t stop the feeling of awe that filled me as they took wing and flew right over the Pearly Gates. Every molecule of this place was suffused with wonder, like a soft-focus daydream straight out of a Hollywood picture. I could never get tired of staring at this perfect, heavenly landscape. 
 
    Once the guards were gone, Myles relaxed. “Virtues, but that was close,” the angel said, wiping a bead of sweat from his forehead. “I, Myles Featherfinger, am in charge of welcoming new students to the Celestial Academy. Normally, there’s nowhere near this much fanfare involved.” 
 
    “Yeah, you mentioned your name earlier.” I still felt prickly about having a sword thrust in my face. “You and your friends don’t seem terribly happy to see us.” 
 
    To my surprise, Myles laughed. “Can you blame them? The two of you have come from down below, in the parlance of the student body. Hell is what we try to avoid in the Celestial Academy, whenever and wherever possible. The idea of allowing someone who attends classes in the Infernal Realm to sit beside good, Almighty-fearing angelic students... well. It gives most of these old cherubs conniptions.” 
 
    I decided I liked Myles. Maybe it was the fact that he was the only person who didn’t seem bothered when my fangs came out—or maybe it was a little bit of that demonic power in my blood, helping me win friends and influence supernatural creatures. Either way, I already felt like I’d known him much longer than a few minutes. 
 
    “You know, I went to college,” I told him, dropping my voice to a conspiratorial tone. “Read Paradise Lost in English Literature. So I know your secret.” 
 
    “Secret?” 
 
    I grinned, pulling Maddie tighter against me. “Lucifer used to go here,” I told the man, chuckling. “He’s a legacy.” 
 
    “The legacy of legacies,” Myles said, rolling his eyes. “Not that you’ll see any trophies or banners with his name on it, despite all the records he broke. No one’s in a hurry to repeat that particular mistake—”  
 
    Before Myles could go on regaling us with tales of Lucifer’s pre-fall exploits, a crack of brilliant white light appeared from between the Pearly Gates. The wrought-gold bars creaked as the entrance to the Celestial Academy slowly swung open, accompanied by a salvo of triumphant trumpets that made the soundtrack to the monolith scene in 2001: A Space Odyssey sound tame in comparison. Three figures stepped from beyond the golden gates, half walking and half fluttering over to where we waited. Two of them I recognized as guards from our arrival; they were flanking the VIP in the middle like bodyguards. 
 
    As they got closer, I understood why. Standing between them with a beatific expression was the most beautiful creature I’d ever seen. 
 
    She glowed—literally glowed. I’d heard of gorgeous women who had an aura about them, but this girl radiated a peaceful, holy light from every pore of her smooth, flawless skin. Her robes wrapped around her curves like the premium version of Maddie’s outfit, so lavish and expensive-looking they made my girlfriend’s angelic uniform look like a K-Mart’s discount rack next to Victoria’s Secret. Even her halo seemed nicer than the others, cocked at a jaunty angle that highlighted her brilliant blonde locks. Her hair was such a bright, platinum shade of blonde that it looked almost white. 
 
    Her face could have been anything from twenty-two to forty-five. But the aura she possessed made it clear that she was undoubtedly thousands of years old. When she looked at you, it was as if she’d already seen your entire life unspool inside her skull like a film reel—and she’d been looking at all the naughty bits to see how many sins you’d committed. 
 
    Myles dropped into a smooth bow, going down on one knee in a haze of cloud. Next to me, Maddie did the same. 
 
    You don’t have to tell me twice, I thought, giving what I considered a chivalric bow. I knew Lucifer wasn’t big on bowing (it was kind of why he no longer frequented the Celestial Realm in the first place) but it was no real hardship to show respect to such a beautiful woman. Besides, I had nothing but scorn for the rest of her entourage. 
 
    She looked back and forth from Maddie to me, evidently well-pleased with her effect on us. “Rise,” the angel said, spreading her arms wide like a Viking woman welcoming her husband back from battle. “Madeleine and Luke. Long have I yearned to meet the two of you.” 
 
    “All you had to do was ask,” I said, hoping these angels couldn’t hear my heart thundering against my rib cage. Just being in the presence of the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy was doing things to me. 
 
    Maddie stuck an elbow in my ribs. “Flirt,” she cooed. She didn’t sound upset about it in the least. In fact, if this gorgeous angel were to suggest some extracurricular activities between the three of us, I was certain Maddie would accept with the same winning smile she’d used on me back in the diner where I met her. 
 
    The Headmistress of the Celestial Academy either didn’t notice or considered such behavior undeserving of a direct reply. “I apologize for the inconvenience,” she said, gesturing at the cloud-covered hill where a dozen warrior angels had surrounded us only a few moments ago. “Had we been given advance notice you were coming, there would have been no... unpleasantness waiting for you at the Pearly Gates. Thank you for your patience.” 
 
    “Luke,” Myles said, giving the Headmistress a respectful nod. “Maddie. This is Judyth Dominia, the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy. The highest-ranking angel in our illustrious institution.” 
 
    “Second highest,” Judyth said with a smirk. I waited for her to elaborate, but she didn’t seem interested in explaining things to us mere mortals. “So, you’ve finally come. I have to say, I quite wish you’d chosen the Angel of Light, Luke. You and I might have met each other sooner…” 
 
    Oh yeah, I thought, a frisson of lust tingling through my veins. This woman wants me. It made a sick kind of sense—Judyth was an angel, and I had the bloodline of a demon inside of me. That kind of made me the ultimate bad boy, as I’d already learned in the Infernal Academy. For someone as powerful and established as Judyth, trysting with one of Lucifer’s candidates for Archlord of Hell was even sweeter and more forbidden than the apple in the Garden of Eden. 
 
    Or whatever the fruit was. I dimly remembered arguing with Mareth over that point. Speaking of which, I hoped Mareth and Christina were alright. We’d left them without any explanation—I’d have to check on them soon. 
 
    For now, though, I had to navigate this new land. The last thing I needed was to make a fool out of myself this close to the Pearly Gates. 
 
    “Well, I’m here now,” I said, letting my hand slide down the curve of Maddie’s hip. I watched with pleasure as both Myles and Judyth’s eyes fixed on it, shock filling those holy orbs as I gave my girlfriend’s ass a shameless squeeze. You’ve never met anyone like us before, I thought with pride. Your stuffy angel academy’s about to get its world rocked in the best way… 
 
    A smile spread across the Headmistress’s face, and I could tell she was thinking the same thing. “Yes, you are,” she said, nibbling her bottom lip. She caught herself, adjusting her halo and clearing her throat. “Shall we? Your orientation should have begun an hour ago. We’ll need to get you signed up for classes, then we’ll give you and Madeleine a tour of the grounds so you can get acclimated to your new home.” 
 
    “It’s Maddie,” Maddie told the Headmistress with a smile. “There’s no need to be so formal!” 
 
    The Headmistress’s gaze hardened. “Oh dear,” she purred, a strange smile playing across her features. “You really do have a lot to learn, don’t you? There is every reason to be formal, dear. Now follow me.” 
 
    Without further ado, the Headmistress retreated to the Pearly Gates. A glowing aura filled the space between the doors, bathing the already divine surroundings in a warm, peaceful light. For a moment, I really did feel like I was on my way to the other side—to a world where everything was goodness and light, where there was no pain, guilt, or regret. Where I could truly be free… 
 
    Careful, Luke, I thought, catching myself. This place might not be Hell, but it’s every bit as seductive. And just as much of a trap. 
 
    Finally, I understood the meaning behind Lucifer’s laughter. Attending two Academies would be like threading the eye of a needle. I had to walk a very thin line if I was going to come out of this on top. Was I ready? 
 
    I glanced over at Maddie—who grinned at me like Christmas morning. Hell yes I was ready! 
 
    “Let’s go, babe,” I said, giving my angel a peck on the cheek. “I can’t wait to see the dorms. Let’s get ourselves checked in!” 
 
    “Welcome home,” Judyth intoned, her voice going all deep and otherworldly as she stepped into the glowing aura. “The Celestial Academy welcomes you, students. Your angelic training begins now…” 
 
    Hand in hand, Maddie and I stepped into the next phase of our adventure. The glowing light rolled over our bodies, and we were gone. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Paradise, I thought, looking around the crowded lobby. That’s where I am. Paradise. 
 
    The sense of having entered the most wonderful place in the universe grew stronger as Judyth and Myles led us down a street paved in solid gold. Towering buildings with Doric columns dotted the avenue, their frescoes gleaming with the same perfect, healing light that suffused everything else. Angels flew over our heads, some playing what looked like a very complicated game involving nets and some simply dancing to the music of the spheres. The ground on either side of the golden street was made of solid cloud, as fluffy and white as a bag of marshmallows. 
 
    “Holy shit,” I gasped, staring up at a statue of two battle-ready angels standing outside the gymnasium. “This place is incredible.” 
 
    “It is,” Judyth agreed. “And please don’t swear. Foul language is strictly forbidden within the grounds of the Celestial Academy.” 
 
    There were several epithets I could think of with which to respond to that, but I held my tongue. I knew Lucifer had pulled some strings to get Maddie and I admitted to the Celestial Academy—the last thing I needed was to let down the Prince of Darkness by washing out because of some technicality. The people in charge up here would definitely have their eye on me, waiting for me to put a toe out of line so they could get Maddie and I out of their realm. 
 
    “Luke’s just a little overwhelmed,” Maddie said with an easygoing smile. “We’ve spent so much time surrounded by fire and brimstone that we’ve totally forgotten how to behave like civilized beings. Thank you so much for understanding that we need time to adjust.” 
 
    From the change in Myles and Judyth’s expressions, I knew my girlfriend had just hit a bullseye. Damn, so they like flattery, huh? I thought, giving Maddie a little slap on the ass as soon as our guides weren’t looking. I’m not terribly good at that any more, but maybe I could make an exception. 
 
    “Watch out down there!” an angel yelled. A diamond the size of a dog’s head tumbled out of the clear blue sky, clinking against the golden bricks as it hit the ground. My jaw dropped open at the sight of the jewel—back on Earth, I could have bought a luxury liner with that kind of wealth. 
 
    Two angels swooped down, their wings beating a tattoo against the ground as they fought. “It’s my point!” one yelled, grinning from ear-to-ear as they used their net to shove the other angel out of the way. “It was over the line when it fell!” 
 
    “Not a chance!” The other laughed, pushing the first fellow away with a well-practiced shove. I recognized immediately that the second angel was better at this game, whatever kind of game it was. “We’re playing with King’s rules now, Yordan!” 
 
    The second angel scooped up the diamond with his net and took off, leaving a few scattered feathers behind in its wake. The first angel gave out a triumphant bellow and shot after him, the rest of his team already changing formation to adjust to this change in the game. 
 
    “That looks like fun,” I said, watching the angels duck and dive on the currents. Flying was one of the most fun things I’d done in the Infernal Academy, and I never missed an opportunity to stretch my wings and cause some carnage. “Is this some kind of sport the angels play, or is it purely recreational?” 
 
    Judyth rolled her eyes. “It’s called Viceroy,” the Headmistress said desultorily, “and the younger Cherubim are simply wild for it. Two teams, Virtues versus Vices, with a set of rules I can never quite pin down no matter how many times I have one of my secretaries explain it to me. They’re going to be opening up teams later this semester, I hear.” 
 
    Maddie watched the two teams of angels fight over the jewel. It flashed in the brilliant blue sky, almost too fast to see with the naked eye as it passed from team to team. After a moment, I realized my girlfriend had begun to hum. When I caught the tune, I tossed my head back and laughed. 
 
    “Lucy in the Sky With Diamonds?” I asked, giving her a grin. 
 
    “What can I say,” Maddie told me, nibbling her bottom lip. “I wore out my copy of Sargent Pepper’s when I was in high school…” 
 
    Judyth’s gaze was wry. “We don’t encourage secular music in the Celestial Academy,” she said, banishing the smile right off Maddie’s face. “Our students learn harp, Gregorian chants, classical pieces—and of course, the hymnal…” 
 
    The Headmistress continued to walk, one eye on the angels above our heads. Clearly, she wanted to know in advance if any of the Viceroy players would get in our way. 
 
    “Geez,” Maddie whispered as we followed. “She’s kind of a stick in the mud, isn’t she?” 
 
    “She’s an angel,” I said with a shrug. “Isn’t that who you’re meant to be?” 
 
    “Yeah, but not like that,” Maddie protested. “I thought being an angel would be fun. But if you can’t swear, and you can’t even sing the Beatles, what’s left?” 
 
    “I can think of a couple of things,” I said, prompting a giggle from Maddie. 
 
    “She is hot,” my girlfriend murmured, watching the sway of Judyth’s ass as she led us to a steep set of marble steps. “In a kind of regal, imperious way. She kind of looks like a princess—but the kind that would have you beheaded if you ever pissed her off.” 
 
    Myles turned around at that, his eyebrows all the way at the top of his forehead. “If you’ll follow us,” he said, raising his voice to ensure that Judyth hadn’t just heard us, “we’ll take you on a quick tour of the Admissions building.” 
 
    The stairs beneath our feet looked like they were carved out of a dream. The marble stretched upward, as smooth as butter, with tiny curlicues and arcane symbols carved into the banisters like protection spells. Yet I couldn’t help but notice how the luxurious environment of the Celestial Academy clashed with the actual students. Oh, the angels we saw making their way up and down the stairs looked hale and healthy enough, their books clutched to their chest or hanging from satchels at their side. But on my tour of the Infernal Academy, I’d been flirted with at least a dozen times by cute demon girls, and plenty of other students had stopped to speak with me or welcome me to Lucifer’s own college. 
 
    In contrast, these angelic beings barely noticed we existed. Everyone kept their head down, their noses in a book and their minds fixed on their studies as they made their way to and from buildings. To be honest, the whole thing was kind of a drag. 
 
    Maddie felt it, too. “This place is definitely not a party school,” she said, speaking from a corner of her mouth. 
 
    The words were much lower than anything she’d said so far, yet this was what prompted Judyth to turn mid-stride and gaze down the stairs at us. “There certainly are parties,” the Headmistress assured us with a wry smile. “Our co-educational fraternity, Alpha Omega, has a freshman mixer at the beginning of every semester and regular get-togethers on holidays.” 
 
    “They get quite loose,” Myles added, giving us the lamest smile imaginable. “The invitations they give to attendees state that they go on until question mark, in fact!” 
 
    Maddie and I shared a look. I didn’t need demonic powers to know what she was thinking—her thoughts matched my own. Heaven was lame as Hell. Only Judyth herself, with the secretive little light of mischief dancing behind her eyes, seemed to promise anything like real fun in the Celestial Academy. 
 
    “Sounds wild,” I said sarcastically, prompting a snort from Maddie. “I’ll have to check my curfew.” 
 
    “And of course,” Judyth added, “there’s the Pindance.” 
 
    Maddie frowned. “Pin Dance?” 
 
    “You’ve heard the phrase, ‘how many angels can dance on the head of a pin?’ It’s a great joke among the student body. So our annual cotillion expands on the theme. There are awards given to the group who can shrink themselves down small enough to fit more of themselves on the head of a pin than their fellows—they get a ribbon and everything!” 
 
    “Wowwww,” Maddie said with an awkward smile. “How fun!” 
 
    Judyth led us to the top of the stairs and through the massive double-doors of the Admissions office. The Olympic theme I’d seen on the streets carried into here, where massive granite columns supported a cupola with a reproduction of Michelangelo’s famous Sistine Chapel painted on the ceiling. Or maybe this was the original somehow, preserved forever in a realm without time. Either way, few people seemed to stop and remark on it. 
 
    The whole place felt rather like the lobby of an extremely fancy hotel, more than the building of a college. The angels in here seemed a bit chummier than those hustling and bustling outside, chatting in groups of twos and threes like the cliques at any college campus. An L-shaped lounge of couches took up one corner of the office, with a vending machine offering snacks and energy drinks (the kind that literally gave you wings) glowing beatifically next to it. Everything was covered with the logo of a halo. 
 
    In here, as nowhere else in the Celestial Academy, heads turned at our approach. Male and female angels craned their necks to check out the newcomers, only slightly intimidated by the watchful gaze of the Headmistress. We walked up to a desk carved from a single slab of green marble, behind which an aged matron with a slightly faded halo sat doing a crossword puzzle. 
 
    She looked up with a start. “Oh, Headmistress!” She was far older than the other ageless angels here, which amounted to a line or two of wrinkles in her otherwise-smooth forehead. “What can I do for you this afternoon, ma’am?” 
 
    “I have two new students,” Judyth said, treating the secretary warmly. “They need to inscribe their names in the Book of Life.” 
 
    The woman beamed. “Of course, of course! It’s in Special Collections and Archives—I’ll reserve you the room right away…” 
 
    My ears pricked up at the mention of the book. “The Book of Life?” I asked, glancing from Maddie to the Headmistress. “I remember that from Sunday School growing up. Kind of always thought it was more of a metaphor?” 
 
    Judyth chuckled. “May I give you a smattering of advice, young man?” 
 
    I met the Headmistress’s eyes and nearly dropped to my knees a second time. Having been with so many hot demon girls since becoming one of Lucifer’s candidates for Archlord, I thought I knew a thing or two about keeping my cool with the opposite sex. But whatever strange polarity shift I’d felt inside of me while I’d been with Maddie—turning my wicked desires into strangely pure, wholesome ones—ratcheted up to double strength as I peered into the fathomless depths of the Headmistress’s eyes. 
 
    It didn’t make any sense. The angels I’d met at the Celestial Academy so far were so dour and joyless. Yet every molecule of Judyth’s body screamed that there was a hidden naughtiness inside the Headmistress. Her poise and control were incredible. She almost reminded me of… 
 
    Lilith. The thought seared my brain. Lucifer’s ex-wife, the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy. That was it. The two of them could have been twins—or the opposite sides of the same coin. 
 
    I waited to see if any visions would come of me banging Judyth in an angelic sex swing, the way I’d had that strange premonition of myself and Lilith. Nothing happened. A tiny sigh of relief left me—if I was predestined to get freaky with the Mistresses of Heaven and Hell, that might have been a little bit too much for even me to handle. 
 
    “Please,” I said, hanging onto my control by my fingertips. “I’d certainly appreciate anything you wanted to give me, Judyth…” 
 
    Her grin told me she’d understood the double entendre perfectly. “Symbols are important, young man. Sometimes the symbol of a thing is even more important than the thing itself. You humans, with your linear perception of time, believe you create symbols—but it would be closer to the truth to say that symbols create you. The noble hero, the cunning rogue, the dashing villain—all of these are symbols. Metaphors for things inside of yourself you wish you could be or someday hope to be. Remembering that will give you greater control over the world and teach you the importance of belief.” 
 
    “Belief is very important in the Celestial Realm,” Myles added. 
 
    “I’m gathering that,” I said, the corner of my mouth tugging into a smirk. And I BELIEVE I might just have a chance with you, Judyth. You definitely seem interested… 
 
    A chime sounded, and Judyth gave Myles a curt gesture of dismissal. “I can handle things from here,” the Headmistress said. “Thank you for your service, Myles. Return to the Gates now, please, in case any other surprise visitors arrive today.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Myles said, giving me a final look. Be careful, the angel mouthed, turning away and heading back down the stairs. I knew I liked him for a reason. 
 
    Judyth led us up and up, past rows of booths occupied by angels deep in research and study. “The Book of Life is kept under lock and key,” the Headmistress explained, checking over her shoulder to make sure her two charges could keep up. “I apologize for the climb—we do things old school in the Celestial Academy. I know down below you’re accustomed to a certain level of shortcuts, but we don’t do things by halves up here. We eschew Earthly pleasures for the simple joy of exertion!” 
 
    “I guess it’s easy when you’ve got wings, though,” Maddie agreed. 
 
    “No elevators,” I said, glancing back down at the lobby. “Guess the song was right; you have to take a Stairway to Heaven—”  
 
    Judyth paused mid-step, turning back with an arch expression. “More secular music,” she said with a sigh. Glancing up and down the stairs and realizing the three of us were alone, she shrugged and lowered her voice. “Fortunately, there was no one else around to hear it. You two need to be more careful, though—you walk on thin enough ice already. The authorities will be looking for any excuse to expunge you from the Book of Life before you can even put down your signature.” 
 
    My thoughts had been down the same track so recently that I wondered if Judyth had a little bit of telepathic ability. “I thought you were the authority,” I said, shaking off my worries. “Aren’t you the woman in charge?” 
 
    Judyth’s eyes narrowed. “You’d think that,” she said, her voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. “But you’ve already gotten some inkling that it isn’t truly the case, haven’t you?” 
 
    I thought about that moment after I’d first arrived at the Pearly Gates. Seeing past the clouds, getting the impression of a massive unblinking eye in the sky above me—the feeling of terrible, inhuman power brushing over my skin as something stared down at me. Maybe the Almighty. Maybe something else. Either way, it was clear that Judyth was far from the most powerful being in this realm. 
 
    “Maybe we’d better finish up our orientation, then,” I said, nodding at Judyth. “Wouldn’t want there to be any more incidents…” 
 
    After the luxurious splendor of the Admissions Office, entering the room where the Book of Life was kept was as much of a shock as having cold water thrown in my face. It resembled nothing so much as the actual Admissions Office of a college campus, barely larger than a broom closet. I remembered my cramped meetings with a poorly paid advisor my freshman year, signing up for my classes, and got a sensation of deja vu so strong I had to suppress a shudder. 
 
    The room had a single desk with a comfortable armchair behind it, along with two far less salutary looking seats for Maddie and me. We seated ourselves, my girlfriend coolly crossing one tanned thigh over the other as she relaxed. Maddie was gorgeous, poised and in control, with a current of excitement coursing through her body like lightning. She was ready for this—and so was I. 
 
    Judyth cleared her throat. “As new students of the Celestial Academy, there will be several guidelines you will be required to follow on the path of light. As our dear Myles Featherfinger already explained to you, chiefly among these are the power of belief. Everything runs on belief in the Celestial Realm: the belief in the sanctity of the rules, in the inviolability of the restrictions placed upon the students of the Academy, and the belief that these things are not only for your own good but a necessary component in order for you to thrive. If you keep nothing in mind during your stay with us save for those principles, you will know 90% of what you need in order to be in compliance already.” 
 
    Maddie and I shared a look. “That’s a bit different than I’m used to,” I admitted. “My other school isn’t really big on rules.” 
 
    “It’s much more about what you can get away with,” Maddie added with a giggle. 
 
    The look on Judyth’s face told me everything I needed to know about what she thought of that. “We do things differently,” she said. “Allowances are made for new students, of course, and we are generous with the lightness of our corrections. Now, without further ado…” 
 
    The Headmistress reached down and opened a desk drawer. A golden light spilled from inside, illuminating her from the chin up like someone about to tell a spooky story around the campfire. She deposited a heavy tome with a green cover on the top of the desk, its pages faintly glowing with magic. 
 
    “The Book of Life,” I said, running a finger over the weathered cover. The names of every student within the Celestial Academy would be contained within, their names written down in golden ink just like I’d learned so long ago. “It’s beautiful.” 
 
    I wasn’t ready for what happened next. Judyth laughed. 
 
    “Oh, that’s not the Book of Life,” she said, tugging an identical volume from the desk. She set it down next to the other copy, depositing one in front of myself and the other Maddie. One of her long nails brushed the cover, burning words into the surface. “This is our student instruction manual.” 
 
    I gasped. The thing was as big as Atlas Shrugged, and probably twice as painful to read. “You’re kidding,” I spat. 
 
    “Just a few rules and regulations we expect our students to be intimately familiar with before they take classes at the Celestial Academy,” the Headmistress explained breezily. Was it my imagination, or did her halo shine a little brighter at her joke? “Seeing as you’re both new students, however, the faculty will be happy to give you a period of adjustment to familiarize yourself with our commandments. Say... a week?” 
 
    I understood the game immediately. From the way Maddie bared her teeth, I could tell she did, as well. There was no way the two of us could follow every stricture within these two identical, heavy tomes. Hell, the two books probably weren’t even the same—it would have been well within the boundaries of a prank to slip something into one that wasn’t in another, just to ensure the Celestial Academy had some justification to throw Maddie and me out. 
 
    Judyth smiled, and in that smile was a message: you’re already expelled, and you don’t even know it yet. I can get rid of you whenever I want—so you’d better prove to me you’re worth my time. 
 
    “Wow,” Maddie said, holding up the book. “This is a lot. I had no idea becoming an angel involved so much work—”  
 
    Well. No sense in trying to sugarcoat it. “Yeah, I thought that every time a bell rings, a girl like Maddie gets her wings,” I drawled. “Look, both of us know I’m not reading this book, Judyth. Whatever clever little technicality you and your people want to get Maddie and me in trouble for, I couldn’t really give a shit about.” 
 
    “Oops!” Maddie’s eyes lit up. “More swearing in the Celestial Realm!” 
 
    Judyth ran her fingers along the lacy fringe of her robe, smiling like a cat with an entire bottle of cream. “You misunderstand,” she purred, cocking her head to the side as if I were the one who’d caged her instead of the other way around. “These are the rules that every student is expected to follow, not just the ones who’ve been a little too chummy with the Prince of Lies before their arrival. They won’t need to be enforced, of course—unless there’s a problem with your lessons, that is.” 
 
    There it was. Blackmail. The only question was—what the hell was Judyth blackmailing me for? 
 
    “So, I need to stay on your good side,” I said, picking up the thread she’d left for me. “How exactly do I do that?” 
 
    Judyth chuckled. “Smart boy,” she said, wiggling a finger at me. “I can see why Lucifer thinks you might be the one. Here’s what I want from you, Luke. First, I need you and Maddie to inscribe your names in the Book of Life, so you can both become students at my institution. Then…” 
 
    “Then?” Maddie asked. 
 
    Judyth made a steeple of her fingers. “Then I want you to go check on your friends down below,” she finished with a faint smile. 
 
    On the surface, this was a perfectly reasonable request. It was just what I’d been planning to do once I got settled in, after all. But coming from the Headmistress’s lips made it sound like the most lascivious, depraved act possible. It didn’t take me long to figure out why. 
 
    “You want me to spy on the Infernal Realm,” I realized, sitting a little straighter in my high-backed chair. “You want a man on the other side.” 
 
    Judyth spread her hands as if to say, You made the suggestion, not me. “As you’ve no doubt noticed by now, angels are an extremely diligent and proud people. However, even our best specimens are somewhat... lacking when it comes to social graces. Suffice to say, it’s much easier for someone from down below to fit in among the winged set than it is for one of our agents to pretend to be a member of the Infernal Realm.” Judyth leaned forward, exposing the deep cleavage cut into the top of her robe. “I don’t get very many opportunities to spy, Luke, and I make the most of every single one that comes across my desk.” 
 
    Maddie let out a scandalized little noise, but her eyes shined with excitement as she put her hand over her mouth. “You want Luke to work against Lucifer!” she said, sounding delighted. “A double agent!” 
 
    “The Prince of Darkness isn’t the only one who thinks he can master both sides of the fence,” Judyth said proudly. “Help me out with this, Luke, and I’ll make sure any minor infractions”—she waved the book chock full of reasons for me to be expelled—“get overlooked by our disciplinary board. I can’t have my star pupil getting into trouble, after all.” 
 
    I thought about it. And came to a series of conclusions, very quickly. 
 
    One: I didn’t trust Judyth as far as I could throw her—before I became a candidate for Archlord. 
 
    Two: being a spy would let me travel between both realms without difficulty. 
 
    Three: I had zero issues playing both sides against the middle. My harem contained both demons and angels, after all—and besides, this seemed to be what Lucifer wanted. Why send me to a school filled with his mortal enemies if he didn’t want me to learn their ways? In fact, I was sure this was all part of his plan. 
 
    “Alright,” I said, giving Judyth a nod. Next to me, Maddie literally squeed with delight, her hand gripping my thigh in a way that was anything but platonic. “I think we can make that work.” 
 
    “Very good,” the angel purred. She reached down further into the desk, exposing more of that luscious cleavage, only to stop herself on the verge of placing a third tome on the top of the desk. “You’ll make your reports to me directly, Luke. In private.” Her eyes flashed to Maddie for a moment. “I don’t want anyone finding out about our little arrangement. Maddie, you won’t have any problem keeping your boyfriend’s secrets, right?” 
 
    The implication of private meeting couldn’t be any clearer. To her credit, Maddie looked even more game for all this than I was. She beamed from ear to ear, giving me a little go get ‘em, tiger punch on the shoulder. I had to say, one of my absolute favorite things about coming to this strange new world and chasing the mantle of Archlord was just how willing my girls were to share each other. It would have felt strange to go back to Earth and deal with a jealous woman—one whose reaction to seeing a hot girl flirting with me was how dare you instead of damn, threesome opportunity! 
 
    “I understand completely,” Maddie giggled, leaning over to display some cleavage of her own. “I’ll keep this matter between us.” 
 
    Is that it? I wondered. I felt vaguely like a piece of meat that had just been split between two butchers. I probably should have felt violated, but hell—I kinda liked it. 
 
    “In that case,” Judyth said, pulling a much weightier tome from the desk, “all that’s left is to sign on the dotted line.” 
 
    Unlike the glowing handbooks we’d been issued, the Book of Life was a curiously terrestrial tome. A faint sheen of dust covered its pages, like a library book left on the shelf without anyone to check it out. I ran my thumb along the edge of the cover, but the dusty appearance remained, as if placed there by magic. 
 
    Inside was a familiar sight. Tiny columns of script ran up both sides of each page, covered in the minuscule names of students. This part of enrollment, at least, was exactly the same as in the Infernal Academy. 
 
    “Do we need to sign in blood?” Maddie asked. She already looked ready to bite a fingertip to produce the necessary fluid. 
 
    “Of course not!” Judyth looked offended by the very idea. “I have a quill for you right here.” 
 
    Maddie looked vaguely disappointed as she reached for the writing implement. She wrote her name in tiny block letters at the bottom of the nearest column, letting out a little sigh of relief as she handed the quill to me. “I’m going to be an angel, baby,” she said, giving me the cutest smile I’d ever seen. 
 
    “You’re already my angel,” I told her, meaning it. Then I wrote the words Luke Bell underneath hers, finishing it with a flourish. 
 
    The page glowed for a brief moment, the ink drying instantly. The names of both Maddie and me were in the book. We were students. We’d done it. 
 
    Lucifer’s chosen was now officially attending the Celestial Academy. 
 
    “Fantastic,” Judyth said, tucking away both quill and book in the blink of an eye. She left our rulebooks sitting on the desk, though she looked as if she didn’t particularly care whether we took them with us or not. “Now Luke, I assure you Maddie will be as safe with me as she would be in her own bed. I would ask that you hop back to the Infernal Realm briefly to, hmm, how should I say? Check in on things down below. Take the temperature of events.” 
 
    And make it clear that I’ll be jumping from realm to realm, I mentally added. So it won’t look suspicious later when I start spying for you. Oh yeah. I could pick up what this angel was putting down. 
 
    “I’m fine with that,” I told the Headmistress. “Um, how exactly does that work?” 
 
    For a moment, Judyth just stared at me blankly. Then her expression brightened. “That’s right, you really haven’t the mechanics of this place explained to you yet, have you? Your subspace works within the Celestial Realm exactly the same as it does in the Infernal—in fact, it makes a convenient waypoint between your two Academies. Jumping into subspace from here and walking out into your dorm at the Infernal Academy is much easier than driving all the way from Heaven to Hell. Trust me.” 
 
    I thought it over. It could have been a trap, but if Judyth had wanted to trap me, she’d have had dozens of opportunities to do it by now. She seemed serious in her desire to have me as a double agent against Lucifer’s forces, although there was definitely something she wasn’t telling me about the whole arrangement. I’d have to look more deeply into it later. 
 
    “Alright, let me give it a shot,” I thought, concentrating. Then, with a worried glance at Maddie: “You’ll be fine here, right?” 
 
    My girlfriend gave my new Headmistress the kind of look that normally led to a naked party in the nearest bedroom. “Oh, absolutely. I’m looking forward to getting to know the staff here a little bit better.” 
 
    As long as my staff’s the only one you’re putting your hands on, I thought with a wink. Closing my eyes, I pictured my subspace. My own pocket universe, connected to both of my Academies but truly a part of neither. 
 
    “I don’t think it worked,” I muttered after a moment. “Judyth, are you sure I can access my personal space from the Celestial—”  
 
    I opened my eyes. 
 
    And found myself standing back in my living room, inside of my subspace. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Hello? Is anybody home?” 
 
    Immediately, I realized this was not the same place I’d left only a short while ago. When I’d taken Maddie into the bathroom and made an honest woman-slash-angel out of her, my personal subspace had consisted of a suite barely bigger than my college dorm room. A smallish bedroom dominated by a king-sized bed, a bathroom, and a short hall leading to the kind of living room one normally shared with two or three roommates. 
 
    This, on the other hand, was one hell of an upgrade. 
 
    The only thing I could think was that my promotion to the Celestial Academy had given me more energy to play with inside of subspace. What had been a drab, dorm-like space resembling a studio apartment now looked like the penthouse suite at the top of a Las Vegas casino. Plush black leather couches framed a wall-mounted TV and fireplace, with granite backsplash that reminded me of the stairs leading to the Celestial Academy’s main offices. Inlayed lighting bathed the room in a chiaroscuro of colors, giving me the ability to turn my living room into a cinema or a rave at will. Flipping the switch on the wall revealed it even had a ‘blacklight’ setting, in case I wanted to get really freaky. 
 
    I looked around, stunned, wondering how I’d accidentally found my way into some other demon’s subspace. Then I saw a familiar sight. Whatever energy had remodeled the place had put in all new kitchen fixtures—but there was still a crack against the bartop seating, in the exact shape the impact of Mareth’s horns would make. This was my subspace, and that was the very spot I’d fucked my gorgeous succubus until she became a permanent member of my harem, bound to me for all eternity (or near enough for my purposes). 
 
    So I was home. But where was everybody? 
 
    By my count, the subspace should have had at least three occupants: the aforementioned Mareth, my girlfriend Christina, and my henchman Oni, a bound demon. They’d been just outside the bathroom while I had sex with Maddie, cheering us on. The fact that they’d seemingly disappeared within the span of an hour or two filled me with dread. It wasn’t so long ago that a demon named Karl broke into my subspace and stole Maddie out from right under my nose, prompting me and the rest of the gang to go rescue her. Mareth had assured me she’d taken precautions to keep something like that from happening again, but who was to say a more powerful demon couldn’t override whatever wards she’d put on my subspace? 
 
    “Christina?” I asked hopefully. The couches and the rest of the furniture looked new. If Christina or Mareth had been lounging on it, they’d have left gouges with their claws and tails. “Mareth?” I paused, my lips forming a tight little line. “Oni?” 
 
    No dice. The subspace was empty—as quiet as a tomb. No running water from the shower, no tinkling bassline from Maddie’s music on my phone. Only… 
 
    Only I heard something. A moan, as if from a great distance away. 
 
    I stiffened. Fuck. Karl’s here. 
 
    I thought I’d killed him, but did demons really die so easily? Or maybe some other candidate for Archlord had taken advantage of my disappearance, swooping in to stab my harem through the heart before I could rocket up the leader boards. They wouldn’t have gotten in trouble for it, after all—in Hell, initiative like that was rewarded. 
 
    I drew magic into myself as I made my way through the living room. I was the master of this subspace, every bit as much as Karl had been the master of his. With the energy flowing through my veins, I could alter everything about it—from the décor to the walls to the elements of the world around me. So why freak out? 
 
    Whoever this was, they’d counted on me not being home to fight them. But I was back, in full control of my powers, and I was pissed. How dare they try to break in! 
 
    To my surprise, not one but two hallways stretched from the living room. I followed the one I knew well, listening for a repeat of the faint moan I’d heard before. The bathroom was empty, the heart Maddie had drawn in the steam on the mirror still faintly visible against the glass. The sheets on my bed were as rumpled as if I’d had an orgy, but no participants had remained behind for me to find. 
 
    Damn it. If this was a burglary, it was a subtle one for sure. 
 
    That left the new, unexplored hallway. It stretched in the opposite direction, carved from the same strange white marble that so many things in the Celestial Realm were built from. The ceiling stretched over my head like the vaulting angles of a cathedral, making me dizzy. 
 
    Another moan reached my ears. This one was loud enough for me to distinguish a single word: one that set my heart on fire. 
 
    “Luke…” 
 
    It came from behind the door at the end of the hall. Flames lapped at my fingers as I reached for the knob, the square of skin between my shoulder blades beginning to itch as my wings begged to unfurl. 
 
    “Luke! Ah, Luke, that’s so good! I’ve been such a bad little wifey…!” 
 
    I froze, my fingers on the polished gold knob. Huh? 
 
    Exercising caution, I opened the door slowly, widening it a crack. What I saw made my heart skip a beat, even as relief crashed through my bloodstream. 
 
    This was the new bedroom created when the Celestial wing appeared in my subspace. Only while the Infernal Realm’s digs tended toward a small, utilitarian room for quickies and impromptu threesomes, this room resembled the sex dungeon of some libertine billionaire. 
 
    Like my other bedroom, the space was dominated by a king-sized bed: only this was a massive four-poster with its own canopy, covered in wispy silk like the lair of some sexy spider queen. Heavy oak posts weighed the bed to the floor and tied to each were leather straps that crisscrossed underneath the mahogany frame. The other end of those leather straps was tied to my harem girl, Christina, who looked like she was having the time of her life. 
 
    Small packs of candles burned throughout the room, bathing the room in a romantic glow. In the candlelight, Mareth’s crimson skin flushed an even deeper shade as she drew a riding crop over Christina’s tanned skin. Both of them were in their full-on demon forms: long horns, twitching tails, tongues so long and sinuous they could wrap them around your balls twice while going down on you. Sweat matted Christina’s blonde hair against her face, her eyes rolling in their sockets with wide abandon. 
 
    Why was she moaning my name, of all things? It didn’t take long for me to figure out the answer. 
 
    “No, not like that,” Mareth snapped suddenly, reaching out for Christina’s legs. She’d just gotten one tangled in the straps, leaving her sexy pose slightly off-kilter. “He’s just going to end up laughing at you if you do something like that! Keep your thighs slightly apart, then arch your ass in the air... god yes! Fuck, you look so fucking yummy…” 
 
    Christina wiggled her ass back and forth, being a good little girl just like Mareth wanted. “Remember, no tasting,” she said, nibbling her bottom lip. “I just want to practice this shit before Luke gets back home. He’s going to be so surprised when he sees me waiting for him all tied up and ready to go…” 
 
    My jaw hit the floor. Mareth and Christina must have still been in subspace when the new hallway emerged, created by my acceptance to the Celestial Academy. They’d discovered this new bedroom, chock full of fun, sexy toys—and they’d decided to try them out. Break them in a bit, so they’d know what to do when I brought them in here for real. 
 
    A warm feeling spread across my chest. Damn, I was so proud of them. My harem was fucking awesome! 
 
    “Okay, now you’re definitely going to want to present these,” Mareth purred, reaching for Christina’s nipples. Each was pierced with a thin metallic bar, studded on either side with a tiny silver cap. Though it seemed unbelievable, Christina had been pierced before her demonic transformation—she’d once claimed decadence was the hallmark of fealty to the Prince of Darkness, and she’d denied herself no pleasure in pursuing her occult Satanism. 
 
    I couldn’t blame her, of course. Her tits looked fucking fantastic. 
 
    Mareth leaned over to the other side of the bed, away from my prying eyes. As she rummaged around, her short skirt rode up her thighs, revealing the fact that she didn’t have a stitch on underneath the schoolgirl uniform she always wore. Her tail swung back and forth as if she knew my gaze was on her, showing off the crimson-tinted skin of her ass and the swollen curve of her bare mound. Mareth was about as turned on as a woman could be—as a succubus, she fed off the sexual energy around her, getting drunk on it the way most co-eds did with vodka or tequila. Once she’d had enough, there wasn’t anything she wouldn’t do in or out of the bedroom. The marks in my kitchen were proof of that. 
 
    The succubus pulled out a slender riding crop topped with a black leather strap. I was familiar with the tool, having had a girlfriend who was into some light ‘Fifty Shades’ kind of stuff, but the sight of it in Mareth’s hands filled me with an arousal like nothing else I’d ever experienced. As my eyes adjusted to the candlelight, I realized this crop had something etched into its flat side—a pentagram design. Whipping someone’s ass with this would leave demonic runes on their skin, angry little welts that would be visible for days. 
 
    I pictured Christina walking around in demon form with those marks on the backs of her thighs and nearly filled my boxers with cum. A low growl escaped my throat as I watched the pair practice, the thought of being inside them setting off all my primal impulses at once. 
 
    They heard. They didn’t give any outward sign that they knew I was there, yet something shifted in their demeanor all the same. Christina’s eyes sparkled with mischief, her moans and whimpers going into full-on porn star mode as Mareth ran the riding crop over her taut little belly. 
 
    “Where do you think he’s going to spank me first?” Christina asked teasingly. “These straps make it pretty easy for Luke to flip me around and beat my ass raw—but he’s always loved my tits. If I’m showing them off like this when he walks in, I bet he won’t be able to resist—”  
 
    As if showing them off, Mareth leaned over and wrapped her tongue around one of Christina’s nipple studs. Christina arched her back, panting with pleasure as the sensitive nub stiffened beneath the succubus’s teasing power. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Mareth growled, leaning over to expose her bare ass to my hiding spot. “Why don’t we ask Master himself?” 
 
    Fuck. The M-word never failed to make me feel like a fucking King. Hearing Mareth call me Master meant the game was up—I didn’t have to hide and pretend I wasn’t there any longer. In truth, I ached to hop in. 
 
    The door swung open. Christina and Mareth did their level best to look surprised, but it was clear they’d been showing off for me all along. “Welcome home, Master!” Mareth said, spreading her arms for a hug. “We were so worried when you and Maddie disappeared! Then this big bedroom showed up and we didn’t know what to do—”  
 
    “Liar,” I said, taking the riding crop from her hands. “You knew exactly what to do. You always know exactly what Master wants—don’t you, little girl?” 
 
    I could count on one hand the number of men at the Infernal Academy who’d called Mareth little girl and gotten away with it. As one of Lucifer’s daughters—the product of a hellfire-hot affair between the Prince of Darkness and Mareth’s mom, a succubus—she was one of the hottest pieces of ass at the school, and a fierce fighter to boot. Half the demons in the student body were secretly thinking of her while they fucked their girlfriends—and the other half only didn’t because they were afraid she might see it telepathically and beat their asses. 
 
    Mareth didn’t bow for anyone. But for me, she dropped to her knees. 
 
    Literally. I mean she slid to her knees right in front of the bed, her fingers going for the belt on my robes like it was the most natural thing in the world. 
 
    “Of course, Master,” the succubus purred, her long tongue lolling from the side of her mouth. “I always know exactly what a man like you wants.” 
 
    In moments, she’d freed my cock from the prison of my boxers. It hung long and thick in front of her face, tilted gently to the side. A fat bead of precum dripped from the tip. 
 
    I could practically see hearts in Mareth’s eyes. She gazed at my cock like it was the most beautiful thing in the world, reverently wrapping her tongue around it as she prepared to take me deep. 
 
    “Hey, no fair!” Christina, who’d watched all this through heavy-lidded eyes, now wriggled and writhed in her restraints. “I’m all tied up! I can’t join you!” 
 
    I smirked. “Don’t worry, babe. You’ll get yours. I just... ohhh…” 
 
    The sensation of Mareth’s hot, wet mouth enveloping my cock made me lose my train of thought. It was hard to think of anything but the sight of her sexy little face bouncing up and down on my prick as she deepthroated me, her fingers around my base as she relaxed her throat and let me hit the back with my swollen crown. 
 
    Best fucking feeling in the world, I thought, grabbing her horns to coax her deeper. My gaze traveled to Christina and her soaking wet pussy, her gorgeous demon form splayed out on the bed beneath me. Well, ALMOST the best… 
 
    I let Mareth keep sucking me for another minute or two, until my cock throbbed against the back of her throat like it was about to erupt. I could feel her getting high on my precum, arching her back harder and harder until her ass was in the air higher than her head. Then I pulled out and slapped her across the face with it, savoring the love-drunk look of need in her eyes. 
 
    “Thank you, Master,” Mareth panted, her eyes rolling in her head. “Mmmh, I’m such a bad little demon slut! I need you to use my pussy just as hard as you use my throat!” 
 
    “Later,” I assured her, hooking a thumb in her mouth. She sucked it greedily like she wanted to give me a second helping of her oral powers, then let me use it as leverage to help her to her feet. Her white fangs flashed in her mouth, her naughty tongue teasing the digit as I pulled out. “Right now, I think someone else deserves a little attention.” 
 
    I turned my gaze on Christina. Instantly, the beautiful blonde went limp against her restraints, more than willing to take whatever I wanted to dish out. 
 
    “So, you two were practicing?” I asked, testing the riding crop against my palm. Damn, this thing stung like a bitch. Christina would probably be walking around with bruises for days after I used a thing like this on her. Good. “That’s all?” 
 
    “Of course,” my blonde girlfriend whimpered, lifting her pelvis into the air. “But I’ve done plenty of wicked things to you, baby! There’s lots I need to be punished for!” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” I ran the crop between her breasts, sliding it in and out as if I were fucking the orbs. I could tell Christina wanted to cup her tits around the crop, and it was killing her that she couldn’t work her arms free and do just that. “Like what?” 
 
    “Like never look your way back in college,” she grinned, looking up at me like I was her God. “Like getting you in trouble by fucking you in the middle of the Lust School, while we were meant to be on our introductory tour…” 
 
    Fuck yeah. I remembered that—it had been hotter than hell. 
 
    “You have been a bad girl,” I told her. “But not for that.” 
 
    Confusion cut through Christina’s lust. “No?” 
 
    I lifted the crop and smacked her left tit with it. Christina cried out in mingled pain and pleasure, a welt appearing on the side of her flawless breast. Between her legs, I saw the muscles of her pussy spasm, juice dripping down her thighs. 
 
    “You went into my new bedroom without me,” I growled, grabbing Mareth and bringing her to my side. “You took out all my new toys without letting me get a chance to unbox them. Then you tied yourself up and waited for me, like you’re worthy of being the first girl who gets punished in that bed. What a presumptuous little bitch you are, Christina…” 
 
    She let out a little laugh, spreading her legs further. “You’re so right,” she moaned, begging me to hit her again. “I don’t even deserve to get spanked by you, Luke. I’m so far beneath you I should be groveling at your feet, begging for your attention!” 
 
    I had to hand it to her—Christina knew exactly what I liked. Having a girl as hot as her debase herself before me was both a total turn-on and a major confidence boost. I loved being in control, being the dominant one in bed. Like Mareth, Christina wasn’t used to that with her men—she’d always been so far up the totem pole she ended up being the one in charge. 
 
    Now both women belonged to me. And they fucking loved it. 
 
    Thwap! The riding crop slapped at Christina’s nipple, leaving a dark bruise in the shape of a pentagram. Tears sprang to Christina’s eyes, even as her pussy boiled over. 
 
    “Fuck,” I gasped. “This is fun!” 
 
    I’d never known I had this inside me. But clearly, someone did—they’d left this place ready for me. Was this the Infernal Realm’s doing, using some of my new energy to create a sex dungeon? Or did rooms at the Celestial Academy actually come with this kind of hardware? 
 
    I found it hard to imagine angels engaging in bondage, so I had to assume the former. But for now, I was going to tuck the question away and have some fun. 
 
    “It is fun,” Mareth purred. The succubus embraced me from behind, gently stroking my cock as she hugged me tight. “I can feel how much you like it, Master. Don’t hold yourself back—none of us want you to do that! Christina wants you to give her everything, Master! Hurt her, mark her as yours, then fuck her dumb little demon bimbo brains out!” 
 
    It was like Mareth’s words cut something loose inside me. Leaning over Christina, the heat of our bodies mixing, I went wild with the riding crop. Pentagram-shaped welts rose on both of her breasts, between her thighs—even her pussy didn’t escape unscathed. I quickly learned that Christina enjoyed having her clit thwapped, and she liked it even more when Mareth leaned down to kiss it better after every savage slap. 
 
    “Ungh, fuck...Luke…” Christina sounded every bit as high as Mareth. The combination of pain and pleasure mixed inside of the demon girl, leaving her riding a wave of pleasure nothing on Earth could match. “Spank my ass, baby, please! Fuck, my ass needs those bruises, sweetheart! Fuck you’re so good at that!” 
 
    I wrapped my fingers in Mareth’s hair and tugged her face away from Christina’s pussy. “Show me how to flip her over,” I commanded the succubus, my tone rough and savage. 
 
    It turned out to be a simple matter of adjusting the chains connecting the leather underneath of the mattress. Doing so gave the restraints a little bit more give, allowing Christina to arch her back as she got on her hands and knees across the massive four-post bed. The wings that had been pressed against the blankets could now flap freely, twitching with barely repressed lust as I ran a hand between her soaked thighs. 
 
    “I’m going to give you a little decoration,” I decided, teasing her thick, round ass with the crop. “After we’re done, I want you to put on some of those skintight fishnet stockings I like so much. They’re going to end right here”—I indicated the tops of her thighs, where I’d been fantasizing only a moment ago—“and I’m going to put a couple marks right here for everyone to see. So everyone at the Academy will know exactly who you belong to!” 
 
    The suggestion drove Christina wild. “Yes, baby!” the demon girl panted. She shared a look with Mareth that made it clear she considered herself the luckiest woman in the world. “You know I’ll let you dress me up however you want! Fuck, I’ll walk around campus bare-ass naked if that’s what you command!” 
 
    “Fuck,” Mareth groaned. She leaned on one of the bed’s posts, the candlelight cutting shadows into her cleavage. “That’s so hawt! You’d make all the demons hard—and all the demon girls wet…” 
 
    “They’d all be so horny for me,” Christina agreed, wiggling her ass. “But only you get to touch me, Luke. Only you get to stick your dick inside this tight, wet, perfect little pussy!” 
 
    I couldn’t hold back any longer. The riding crop came down like a lightning strike, etching a pentagram into the back of Christina’s pale, smooth thigh. She took the pain gamely, groaning and whimpering even as tears sprang to her eyes. I slapped her thigh’s twin even harder, leaving a welt that rose like a puffy watermark across her otherwise-flawless skin. 
 
    As I prepared to do the same to her ass, I leaned forward and buried the head of my cock between her thighs. With her legs spread wide for me, Christina’s pussy was as open and hot as an oven with no door. I felt Mareth’s fangs bite gently into my shoulder, adding pain to my pleasure as the crown of my cock demanded entrance to Christina’s tight, primed channel. 
 
    “Let the demon out,” Mareth whimpered, her tongue grazing the inside of my ear. “Go beast mode, Luke. I want to see you fuck Christina’s brains right out of her head!” 
 
    As I pushed forward into Christina’s pussy, impaling her hilt-deep in a single perfect stroke, I transformed. Wings erupted from my back, the spot where Mareth had bit me healing instantly, while my nails lengthened into sharp, lethal claws. Though I couldn’t see my own face, I knew my eyes glowed a sinister, demonic shade of red. 
 
    Mareth sank to her knees next to the bed as if her Lord and Master had just arrived. Which, technically, he had. “Thank you, Luke,” the succubus purred, feeling every thrust inside of Christina’s pussy as if it were her own. “Oh fuck, you’re so big!” 
 
    I was. My cock swelled larger and thicker inside of Christina as I went full-on demonic, the already hard fucking my human form had been giving her turning savage and bestial. Christina arched her back and howled with bliss, the walls of her channel clenching around me as an orgasm tore through her curvy, demonic frame. 
 
    “That’s right, stretch her out!” Mareth’s teasing, wicked voice echoed in my ears, her tone altered by her demonic magic. “Pound that little bitch, Luke! I want to see her walking funny for a week. Show all those demons exactly how you put her in her place!” 
 
    My skin darkened as I fucked her harder, deeper, faster. An artist brought to this room would have painted the three of us as some sort of Satanic fresco: a demon corrupting two nubile young women into monsters with the force of his raw, sexual energy. Once I got this subspace big enough, I’d have to start doing some decorating of that nature. 
 
    Christina’s ass bounced with every thrust, the firm flesh rippling as I brought the riding crop down again and again. I spared no mercy, pounding her hard and stretching out her walls as I left bruises across her perfect skin. At some point, I decided I wanted her against me and hooked my fingers in her mouth, tugging so hard the restraints tying her to the bed groaned in protest. Christina had to arch her back hard to take all of me inside her; she did so not only with lust but with utter, submissive devotion. 
 
    “Oh fuck, she’s gonna cum again!” Mareth groaned shamelessly, her long tongue lolling over my shoulder. “Fuck, I can feel it, Luke! Oh fuck, the little slut’s going to cum... all over... your diiiick!” 
 
    Mareth’s words turned into a ragged cry as she reached her own climax. She humped me from behind, grinding her pussy against my back as she rode out the throes of her pleasure. Huge, shuddering sobs escaped the succubus’ throat as she buried her face between my wings, her cheeks so hot they burned. Orgasm was the only time Mareth let herself be truly intimate rather than merely submissive—the backward embrace she gave me suddenly became loving, caresses over my chest and thighs that filled me with pride even as I buried myself deeper in Christina from behind. 
 
    “Cum in me,” Christina begged, her blonde hair matted to her forehead as her demonic voice box distorted her voice. “Pump my pussy full, Luke! Oh fuck, my hot pussy needs your load so fuckin’ bad!” 
 
    I knew she needed it. But what I needed was what mattered now. And the moment I saw Christina strapped down on this big bed, my mind had filled with visions of her covered in my load. I’d been pent up ever since coming to the Celestial Academy—it felt like the sex I’d had with Maddie was years ago. I needed to cum, and it was going to be a fucking geyser. 
 
    “Here we go,” I panted, my balls tensing against me as I came right to the edge. “Oh fuck, Christina, you’re so fucking hot. You’re such a good little demon!” 
 
    She beamed up at me, her eyes filled with pride. Christina gave me the same warm, open smile she’d greeted me with at her front door all those weeks ago as I pushed through her back walls, stretching her out in ways no other man could or would dare. The pleasure built and built, until it was unbearable, until I’d passed the point of no return… 
 
    At the last moment, I pulled out. Gripping the base of my cock, I erupted all over Christina, spraying like a fucking fire hose. 
 
    Her shocked gasp at being denied my cock turned into whimpers of pleasure as she felt my hot seed splash on her ass. My balls pulsed again and again, thick ropes of semen spraying from the tip as I groaned with pure, blissful release. Seed arced harder, painting her back and wings with streaks of gorgeous white as I unloaded. 
 
    As I came down from my peak, Mareth buried her face between the beauty’s thighs. The succubus was like an animal as she lapped up my load, licking it from Christina’s cheeks and back with her long tongue. Soon, Christina was giggling with the sensation, then the two of them started to kiss, sharing my white cum between them. They drank it down like it was champagne; like they’d never tasted anything so good. 
 
    Damn, I thought, looking at the two of them go. If I could film this shit and smuggle it out of Hell, I’d be a fucking millionaire. No one would believe it was real… 
 
    But who cared whether anyone else thought it was real? It was my life, and that was all that mattered. 
 
    I pulled Mareth to me, holding her tight as I ran my cock a few final times along Christina’s slit. She did get some of my load inside of her, but just a bit as I thrust through a few final aftershocks. By the time I was done, I felt like a washrag—utterly spent and dried out, put through the wringer. 
 
    “It’s good to be home,” I told my two harem girls, hearing them giggle as they rubbed me down. “I have the craziest fucking story to tell you both…” 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The moment Christina was out of her restraints, she hugged me so tight I thought I might pass out. As a Wrathlust, Christina’s skills were centered in the martial realm, which meant she was one strong fucking demon. Fighting and fucking were the two pillars of her education at the Infernal Academy, and I was more than happy to aid in her learning on both counts. 
 
    “Okay, Luke,” Christina said, planting a kiss on my cheek as she broke the embrace. “Spill it.” 
 
    I looked from her to Mareth, a little confused. “I thought that’s what I just did,” I said, glancing down at my dick. “You ready for round two already, babe?” 
 
    The two women shared a laugh. “That’s not what I mean,” Christina said, rocking back on her elbows. Now that she’d gotten off and gotten me off, her movements were languid and slow. I could picture her in human form, wrapped in a bathrobe with a glass of after-sex wine on the couch back on Earth. It would have been a good life, the two of us—but this was even better. 
 
    “What do you mean, then?” I asked. 
 
    “You always think of sex,” Mareth teased, raking her nails down my chest like she was daring me to take her. “Where the fuck did you go, Luke? One minute we were listening to you give Maddie the best sex of her life, then suddenly the two of you went silent.” 
 
    “We thought you’d killed the poor girl,” Christina said with a laugh. “Mareth was worried the demon dick was too much for you.” 
 
    “No, I said she was too much for him,” Mareth teased. “There’s no telling what kind of demon your girl might turn into when you bind her—some of them are like praying mantises. They eat their mates when they’re done with them…” 
 
    I suppressed a shudder. “Well, obviously that didn’t happen,” I said, glancing around the room. Now that I could focus on things other than the two beautiful women in my bed, I noticed there was more sexual equipment in the room than just what Christina and Mareth were using—a lot more. Who had outfitted this place, anyway? “Jeez, there’s a lot of bondage stuff in here. You girls really went through the whole catalog, huh?” 
 
    Christina and Mareth shared a look. “We thought you did that,” my girlfriend said, her eyebrows furrowing together. “You mean all this Mr. Gray stuff wasn’t your idea?” 
 
    “We thought you wanted to whip us,” Mareth purred, burying her face against my chest. She was always cuddly after a fuck. 
 
    “I do,” I admitted, searching their faces for any sign they weren’t okay with that. Seeing none, I continued: “but I had nothing to do with designing this place. When I came back to subspace, I was surprised to find the place had become so much bigger. Why don’t we go back to the living room? I could use a drink. Maybe a sandwich…” 
 
    “Worked up an appetite?” Mareth giggled. “I’ll be happy to go in the kitchen and make you something, Master.” 
 
    A few minutes later, Christina sat curled up next to me on one of the leather couches while Mareth made the three of us drinks and snacks. A roaring fire blazed in the hearth, leaving me to wonder if this subspace had a chimney and where it might lead. 
 
    “Where’s Oni?” I asked, glancing around. I should have probably asked after him earlier—the sex had distracted me. 
 
    “We figured he wouldn’t be necessary for a while,” Christina said, “so we sent him back to the dorms. He said he had some family stuff to take care of, but I think he just wanted to make sure Karl’s people don’t retaliate against us for what we did to his subspace.” 
 
    Between the bedroom and the living room, Christina had put on the fishnet stockings I’d requested, along with a pair of silky black panties. She splayed across me, topless, turning onto her taut little belly so I could see the welts on the backs of her thighs and ass. Yep, I thought. Every guy at the Academy’s going to be calling me the luckiest son of a bitch in Hell. 
 
    Just then, Mareth arrived with some beers and sandwiches. As we ate, the conversation turned to business. 
 
    “So what the fuck happened?” the succubus asked, downing half her bottle of Infernal Ale (‘Proof Satan Loves Us and Wants us to be Happy!’) in a single gulp. “You and Maddie just flew the coop, Master. We were so worried about you!” 
 
    “What kind of demon did Maddie turn into?” Christina asked, wide-eyed. 
 
    I couldn’t believe they hadn’t figured it out yet. “She didn’t,” I said, startling them both. “She turned into an angel…” 
 
    While they made shocked looks, I gave my two harem girls a brief rundown on the events that had occurred since Maddie and I arrived at the Celestial Academy. Both Mareth and Christina seemed very interested in Judyth, but the particulars of the angelic realm didn’t hold much interest for either of them otherwise. 
 
    “Bo-oring,” Mareth said, giving the whole thing a theatrical yawn. “All those rules and regulations. I bet angel college is a total snooze!” 
 
    “But he’s got to go,” Christina said, her hand on my thigh. “Because Maddie’s an angel. Right?” 
 
    “That’s right,” I said, looking from one girl to the other. “She’s one of us now. She goes where we go. There’s no way I’m letting her leave our group, even if she’s supposed to be attending a different Academy than the rest of us.” 
 
    “It’ll just have to be a little long-distance,” Christina said with a shrug. “No biggie.” 
 
    “No biggie?” Mareth leaned over, polishing off the rest of her beer. “No biggie!? Christina, do you have any idea what a completely unprecedented situation this is!?” 
 
    Only the soft afterglow of a good, hard fucking allowed Christina to stare down the succubus and keep her cool. “No idea,” she said with another of those expansive shrugs. “And frankly, I don’t care. As long as I get to smash things up and have awesome sex, I’m game.” She punctuated the statement with a wink and a swig of her beer bottle that looked distinctly like the blonde was giving a blowjob. 
 
    “A Wrathlust to your fucking bones,” Mareth said, shaking her head in amazement. “Christina, Dual Enrollment is not something that just happens every day. Lucifer must have had to pull some major strings to get Luke and Maddie admitted into the Celestial Academy. And if Luke can actually master both the angelic and demonic sides of things…” she shuddered with lust. “He’ll be Archlord for sure!” 
 
    “Really?” Christina asked. I’d clearly just risen a notch or two in Christina’s estimation. Not that I wasn’t pretty damn high already. “Fuck, that’s awesome. I’m impressed! Not to mention a little intimidated. Are you really going to be able to juggle both sides’ classes, babe?” 
 
    I’d been thinking the same thing. Almost from the moment I’d had the situation spelled out to me from Lucifer, the question had refused to leave my mind: did I have what it took to do this? Just handling classes at the Infernal Academy was a lot for one guy to take. Spinning both sets of plates at the same time—all while keeping my harem happy, and maybe even expanding it—was one hell of a tall order. Christina was right to be concerned. 
 
    Yet I wasn’t too worried. Something told me it would all work out. Besides, the one thing that was absolutely certain was that I didn’t have to go through any of this alone. I had not one, not two, but three gorgeous women by my side, bound to me through ancient rituals. Christina, Mareth, and Maddie. There were even a couple girls lining up to join the crew—I thought of Xora, the rusalka who’d given us a tour of the Infernal Academy upon our arrival—but maybe I’d wait a while before expanding my crew too much. 
 
    First, I wanted to see how the other half lived. 
 
    Mareth, however, had clearly already made up her mind. “You’re going to be so bored,” the succubus said with a snicker, running a casual hand up my thigh. “Trust me, you’re going to be running back to our side of the fence as often as you possibly can. Those cloud sitters are the epitome of substance over style: sure, you might come out of there with a whole new understanding of magic and how the universe works, but will you have any fun while you’re there?” 
 
    “Maddie seems pretty fun,” I said, a little taken aback. 
 
    Mareth laughed. “Maddie is the biggest exception to the rule I’ve ever seen,” the succubus purred, making no secret of her caresses now. “An angel who actually likes to have sex? Who appreciates a good threesome? That girl’s the unicorn of unicorns, Master. You’d do well to hang onto her!” 
 
    “I will,” I assured Mareth, cupping her chin. I was about to kiss her when a thought occurred to me. “You said Lucifer had to pull strings behind the scenes to get me into the Celestial Academy?” 
 
    Mareth took a moment to think it over. “Undoubtedly,” she said, nodding. 
 
    My mind whirled. “Then do you think Lilith already knows about all this?” 
 
    Lucifer’s ex-wife Lilith was the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy. I owed her a favor, which tied my fate to hers in much the same way I’d already done with Judyth by agreeing to be her spy. I knew Lilith had her fingers in just about every pie down in Hell, and if Lucifer had to exert himself to get me into the Celestial Academy, she’d probably had something to do with it as well. Not that the two of them spoke—from what Mareth told me, Lucifer hadn’t been in the presence of his former wife for centuries. She was beautiful, and wicked, and dangerous. 
 
    Also I’d had a vision of myself fucking her in the ass while she hung upside down from a contraption that made the bondage gear in my new bedroom look tame. So I had that in the back of my mind, as well. 
 
    Mareth began to laugh. “Luke,” she said, slapping my thigh, “she probably knew about the Celestial Academy before you did.” Her eyes narrowed. “Which means news has almost certainly spread across campus by now. The only thing Auntie Lilith is better at than flirting is gossip. The bitch…” 
 
    Now it was my turn to laugh. As ex-wife to the Prince of Darkness, Lilith was technically Mareth’s aunt: and she never missed an opportunity to rub that fact in the beautiful succubus’s face. She did a poor job of hiding her jealousy toward the younger, more supple demon girl. 
 
    “I’m sure you’ll hear lots about it once you’re back on campus,” Christina said, leaning back against the couch. Her glorious toplessness was on display, completely chill now that the three of us had been thoroughly satisfied. “Speaking of which—you’re coming back to campus with us, right? We’ve got classes soon.” 
 
    I shook my head. “I just left Maddie for a bit so I could check in and make sure everything was alright over here. I’ve got to finish getting set up on the side of the angels. I’ll probably be back and forth a lot for a while.” A feeling of tightness stretched at my gut. “We’re all going to have to do our best to keep in touch.” 
 
    Mareth and Christina shared a wicked smile. As I watched, the two beautiful women leaned over in front of me—and started making out. God, I never got tired of watching that. 
 
    “That definitely won’t be an issue,” Christina said, tasting her bottom lip as she broke the kiss. “We’ll just all meet up in subspace as much as we can. Besides, we’ve got your digits now, Luke.” 
 
    “Digits?” I asked. 
 
    Grinning, Christina reached beneath the coffee table and pulled out something I hadn’t seen in a very long while: my cell phone. To my surprise, it was still running. In fact, as I glanced at the screen, I noticed the battery had frozen at one hundred percent—and there were a number of new icons I’d never seen before. 
 
    “Maddie gave it back before you and she... well, you know,” Mareth said, her fangs flashing. “I took the liberty of giving it a few upgrades. You should be able to get texts and messages in both the Infernal and Celestial Realms—assuming they have signal up in the clouds, that is.” 
 
    I looked from the phone to them. “And both of you have these, too?” I asked. 
 
    Both the demonesses pulled identical black phones from beneath their round asses. “Christina’s been teaching me all about how to use one,” Mareth admitted, a slight flush rising to her cheeks. “She says my sext game is getting there. I have a lot to learn.” 
 
    “She’ll get a lot of practice,” Christina said, beaming from ear to ear. “Absence makes the heart grow fonder, babe—and the pussy grow wetter. I’m gonna be sending you all kinds of naughty pics while you’re up in that boring angel school.” 
 
    I could only imagine. I pictured Christina and Mareth tangled up in each other’s limbs, spreading their legs along with a message about how badly they missed me: then realized that was likely to be the first picture I got from them. A cocky smirk tugged at the side of my mouth. 
 
    “Fuck yeah,” I said. “I’ll definitely keep in touch.” 
 
    “You better,” Christina said. “And if you run into another cute angel like Maddie up there, send us some pics so Mareth and I can judge if she’s hot enough to join the clique.” 
 
    “Will do,” I said with a laugh. “There’s something else you should know, by the way. And no one else gets told about this—no one, you understand? It stays between us.” 
 
    Both women leaned forward on the couch cushions. Suddenly, I had their full and complete attention. 
 
    “What?” they asked in unison. 
 
    A sigh passed my lips. How to explain? “The Headmistress up in the Celestial Academy,” I said ignoring the way both their eyes lit up at the mention of Judyth. “She made me an offer that’ll keep the angels and their rules off my back…” 
 
    Briefly, I explained. By the end of my spiel about becoming a double agent, Christina looked tickled pink by the idea—and Mareth looked utterly horrified. 
 
    “You’re not really going to do it, are you?” the succubus asked, giving me a worried look. “Work against the Infernal Academy? Against Lucifer?” 
 
    “Uh, how could he even do that?” Christina dismissed Mareth’s concerns with a wave of her hand. “Babe, Luke is going to be the next Lucifer. Collecting all the information he can about the other side isn’t just a good idea—it might be the difference between whether he comes out on top or not. Personally, I’m impressed as fuck that you put this together so quickly, Luke.” She grinned. “It’s also making me so wet I’m going to squeak when I get up from this couch.” 
 
    “I can see that,” I told her with a smile. “I didn’t like making the arrangement, Mareth, but you said it yourself. There’s a million rules in the Celestial Academy—and if I get caught breaking them, I could be thrown out. Judyth’s protection will let me and Maddie learn all we can about the angels, for now at least. But like I said, we don’t tell anybody.” I rubbed my chin. “Maybe not even Oni. I like the guy, but he’s not exactly all there even at the best of times. Wouldn’t want him telling the wrong person…” 
 
    Both girls nodded.  
 
    “In that case, you better get back,” Christina said. She looked a little put out to be denied another round in the living room, but she and Mareth could clearly understand it was more important to continue my mission. Besides, all three of us were already looking forward to the possibilities our new phone network opened up for dirty pictures and chats. 
 
    “Yeah,” Mareth agreed. “Don’t worry about a thing. We’ll make sure everyone down here thinks you’re an even bigger stud because of your Dual Enrollment. Go teach those angels how to loosen up a bit!” 
 
    “Give Maddie our love,” Christina said, her eyes shining. 
 
    After assuring them both I’d do just that, I resummoned my robes and concentrated. My eyes closed, the subspace collapsing around me even as Mareth made a suggestion that caused my cheeks to burn. My apartment winked out, the air around me cooling a good ten degrees as I returned to the lobby of the Celestial Academy and its Admissions Office. 
 
    “I’m back,” I said, opening my eyes. “Sorry if I kept you too long—”  
 
    The lobby was empty. Maddie and Judyth were nowhere to be found. In fact, there was no one around. And half the lights had been turned off. What the hell…? 
 
    A noise from behind me made me turn. I looked up, and up. 
 
    To find myself staring up at a ten-foot-tall angel with a face of stone, carrying a massive flaming sword. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “You,” the giant angel snarled. 
 
    I took an involuntary step backward, shocked to the core of my senses by the intruder. Well, technically I was the intruder here, but that hardly mattered. Things had changed so rapidly I barely had time to react to them. Where had everyone gone? Why was this massive angel standing in the lobby, waiting for me? 
 
    It’s a set up, I thought, ice filling my stomach. They snatched Maddie and now they’re trying to take me down! 
 
    As if confirming the thought, the angel drew his flaming sword. Tongues of fire lapped up and down the silver blade, bathing the lobby in deep shadows. With the added illumination, I could see that the angel wore nothing but a loincloth around his waist, studded with a golden belt that looked it belonged to the wrestling champion of the world. His abs were chiseled from stone, not a six-pack or an eight-pack but what looked like a freaking twelve-pack. 
 
    “Me,” I agreed, holding up my hands. “Where’s Maddie? What have you done with my girl?” 
 
    A strange look flickered over the angel’s face. Belatedly, I realized he was amused by the question. Was this holy asshole laughing at me? 
 
    Another cutting remark rose to my lips. Before I could give it voice, the angel struck. 
 
    The massive blade slashed through the air, seeking my midsection. I backed up just in time, and the blade sailed past me. I reached for my own magic as I tried to size the angel up. Holy shit he was fast! He’d aimed what seemed like a casual horizontal slash at me, yet he’d struck with hurricane force. 
 
    “Interesting,” the stone-faced angel said. His voice was something I could only describe as a monotone rumble, like a rockslide given the ability to speak. “Ready yourself!” 
 
    Ready myself? I had no weapon, save for my magic. I’d already begun reaching for it—after these words, I reached twice as hard. 
 
    “Bring it,” I growled, black wings ripping from my shoulder blades. I had my own fire; it jumped into my palm like a magical missile, ready to be tossed in this stupid smug jerk’s stupid face. I might not have had a sword, but I didn’t need it: my fingers elongated into claws as sharp and long as knives. 
 
    He brought it. The angel shimmered in the air, then teleported behind me. No, not teleported—I could feel the wind of his passing. He was just that fucking fast! 
 
    The sword came down in a vertical slash, like a chop from a karate master trying to break a dozen boards at once. With nothing to parry the blow, I threw myself to the side and lifted both hands in the angel’s face. Tongues of flame erupted from my fingers, sending the angelic asshole staggering backward in surprise and anger. 
 
    Ha! Got you! 
 
    I moved forward, pressing the advantage. This guy wasn’t so tough, after all. I reasoned the guardians of the Celestial School had to be more than a little complacent, after thousands of years of just sitting around strumming harps and hanging out on clouds. At least demons liked to spar. They embraced talents like Christina’s, while this guy probably stood in an alcove all day collecting dust! 
 
    I chucked another fireball at the angel’s feet. He jumped over it smoothly, aided by a quick flap of his majestic wings.  
 
    So you can fly, I thought, using my own to buffet the angel with a gust of wind. If I could get some of the sparks from my fingers to catch, I could envelope this dope in a firestorm so big even he couldn’t get away— 
 
    The angel tossed his sword at my feet. 
 
    For a moment, everything stilled. The flames between my fingers winked out as I stared downward, a little confused by the gesture. Was the angel yielding? Had I won? 
 
    “Pick it up,” the angel said. His voice was like gargling gravel. “Now.” 
 
    Was this a trap? If it was, it wasn’t very clever of the angel. I’d been winning even without the sword. Kicking it away would give me an even greater advantage. However, I couldn’t detect any strange magic clinging to the blade. And it would feel good to have a weapon. 
 
    I scooped up the sword. It felt amazing in my hands—as if it had been made for me. The weight was perfectly balanced, and the edge had been honed to razor sharpness.  
 
    “Are you giving up?” I asked. 
 
    Slowly, the angel shook its mighty head. “Not at all. I simply wish you to have a chance to defeat me.” 
 
    Was this guy for real? I snapped my fingers, and flames of my own lapped up the sides of the angelic blade. Strange runes had been etched into the guard in a language I didn’t understand—perhaps a language no human could understand, a thing beyond mortal comprehension. Power indeed lay within this blade. 
 
    “That’s cute,” I said, brandishing the blade in his direction. “Now tell me where the fuck Maddie is—”  
 
    He socked me in the gut. 
 
    This time, there wasn’t even a blink. Almost within the same instant, the angel went from standing before me to planting his fist in my stomach. His punch hit me like a Mack truck, knocking me off my feet to slam into a nearby wall. I sank to the ground, clutching my midsection. 
 
    The angel gave me no time to think. “Get up,” he hissed, still in that strange voice. 
 
    “Go to hell,” I growled, fluttering to my feet. 
 
    For the first time, a touch of mirth entered the sentinel’s expression. “That’s your department,” the angel said, shaking his head slowly. “Give me everything you’ve got, candidate. Show me what the fury of Lucifer is worth.” 
 
    Candidate? Was this some kind of test? I was too pissed off to care. 
 
    “You asshole,” I growled, dropping into a battle stance. “You’ve been rope-a-doping me!” 
 
    The angel frowned. “I do not know this term.” 
 
    “Never mind. It’s—”  
 
    This time, it was my turn to attack without warning. I put all my energy into a dive, streaking forward like a phantom as I swung the enchanted blade straight at the angel’s neck. One good hit would sever even that stone head from its owners shoulders, leaving him slain at my feet. 
 
    The blade never made it. The angel caught in in mid-air—grabbed it right between his fucking fingers. Like a damned twig a twelve-year-old boy had been trying to strike him with. 
 
    “Pathetic,” the angel said, diving to the side.  
 
    I chased, swinging again and again, yet my strikes met only air. The creature was three moves ahead of me—leaving me open to a counterattack that never came. 
 
    Belatedly, I realized just how screwed I’d been from the beginning. The angel really had been leading me on—and I got the impression this wasn’t even the height of his power. What the fuck was this guy? 
 
    He backed up again and again, until he was against the wall. My shoulders rose and fell rapidly with exertion, the sword trembling in my fingers, while he stood like a fucking statue in the corner. 
 
    “Got you,” I said with a triumphant grin. “Nowhere to hide!” 
 
    This time I put the blade into a two-handed stance and stabbed, aiming for the angel’s heart. I put every ounce of energy I had into the attack, my eyes glowing as red as coals in the furnace as a demonic growl tore itself from my throat. 
 
    The angel clapped his hands, catching the blade neatly. 
 
    Then, while I watched with growing horror, he twisted it like a pretzel. 
 
    The blade bent at the sharpened points, bucking inward beneath his stone palms. It left not a mark on the sentinel—it was like trying to damage Michelangelo's David with a toothpick. 
 
    I’d never had a chance. 
 
    The angel snapped the blade in two neatly, tossing the severed pieces to the floor. Then, before I could move, he wrapped those stony fingers around my throat and lifted me off the ground. My legs kicked out, seeking the leverage of the floor, but it was nowhere to be found. He shoved me against the wall, slamming me against it so hard the marble cracked. My vision dimmed. 
 
    “I don’t believe it,” the angel whispered. “This is what Lucifer sends us? After so long? No, you must be some kind of trap, boy. Tell me what hidden power you possess.” 
 
    I tried to speak, but the fingers around my throat stifled all noise. The world swam around me, the blackness encroaching along the edges of my vision. 
 
    “Show me what you’re holding back!” The angel’s eyes burned with a white light as he choked me out. “Reveal yourself, candidate for Archlord! You come with the blessing of the Morningstar—yet you fight like a suckling babe! Do you think you can deceive me, hiding your true power?” 
 
    “I…” I gasped. The world was very dark now, and suddenly I was glad I’d spent my last hours having fun with Christina and Mareth. “I…” 
 
    The angel’s face was suddenly an inch from my own. “Lucifer must be growing complacent in his old age,” the sentinel muttered, something in his face changing. “Or you are the cleverest actor I’ve ever met…” 
 
    He dropped me. 
 
    Color returned to the world as my ass hit the marble. I coughed and gasped, rubbing my throat as I tried to back away from the angelic monster. I’d never fought anything like this before—I’d never thought anything that powerful could exist. If he chose to finish me off right now, I was through. Done. I’d be heading back to Hell for real— 
 
    “Holofernes!” 
 
    The strange word caused the angel to turn. The double doors of the admissions office swung open, and Judyth entered, flanked by a half dozen angelic guards. From her harried look, she’d been trying to gain access to the building for the entire duration of her fight, and this strange sentinel had been keeping her at bay. 
 
    The thought chilled me. This guy sealed a building off right in front of the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy? What kind of power was needed to hold all those angels back? 
 
    “I was testing the abomination,” the stone-faced angel explained. He spoke about it as if he’d just gone to take out the trash. “I thought a potential candidate for Archlord of Hell would put up more of a fight.” 
 
    In a flash, Judyth was at my side. “Virtues,” the woman panted, “you almost killed him!” 
 
    “Almost,” the angel said with a shrug. 
 
    Judyth’s fingers felt blessedly cool against my throat. After a moment, I realized the strange tingling sensation spreading through me was her magic, soothing my wounds away. Her ageless forehead lined with wrinkles as she looked me up and down, examining me like you would a car the mechanic assures you is fixed but you aren’t quite certain about. 
 
    “You’ve gone too far this time, Holofernes,” Judyth said, shaking her head. “Luke has valid credentials to attend the Celestial Academy. Lucifer would have every right to file a complaint about this. Virtues, he’d even be just to do so…” 
 
    “It’s fine,” I said, staggering to my feet. The last thing I wanted was for the rest of the student body to rush in, only to find me sitting on my ass in front of their most badass fighter. Better to make it look like I’d held my own. “I don’t mind a sparring session. The Wrath School is full of them—my girlfriend majors in it, in fact. I just wish you’d given me some notice!” 
 
    The stone-faced angel—Holofernes—was unmoved. “I gave you my sword,” he rumbled. “That should have been more than enough.” 
 
    Judyth examined the broken pieces of silver blade strewn across the lobby, shaking her head. “We’ll have to get you another one of those,” she muttered, clucking her tongue. “Luke, are you sure you’re alright? Is there anything I can get you?” 
 
    Yeah, whatever they gave this guy to make him so tough, I thought but didn’t say. “Really, I’m alright,” I said, extending a hand to the stone-faced angel. “Good bout?” 
 
    Holofernes stared at my hand as if he’d never seen one before. “Know this,” he said, not offering to shake. “Should you seek to bring Lucifer’s brand of trouble into the Celestial Realm and create a second Fall, I shall see to it that you experience an eternity of suffering.” 
 
    “Eternity of suffering?” I asked, chuckling. “Isn’t that more my thing? Well, Lucifer’s thing, anyway.” 
 
    Holofernes took a step closer to me. Judyth shrank back, as if even she feared what the angel might do. “Your days are numbered,” the angel whispered. “Their number is known to the Almighty, even though in his infinite wisdom he has chosen not to share such information with me. I know not his reasons for allowing you to enter our hallowed halls, but I’m certain you won’t be here for long. I look forward to expelling you from the Celestial Realm myself, Luke.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m sure,” I said. “Look, I’m not here to cause the Day of Judgment or whatever. I’m just looking to get an education. Me and Maddie.” 
 
    Holofernes laughed—a strange expression on that face, for sure. “Ah yes. The fledgling. Should you despoil her virtue, scum, you’ll face my wrath…” 
 
    Judyth and I shared a look. “Should I tell him?” I asked the Headmistress. 
 
    “Please don’t,” Judyth whispered. 
 
    I shouldn’t have. But I couldn’t stop myself. “Maddie’s virtue has been well and truly spoiled already,” I told the angel, savoring the look of disgust on his features. “She’s my other girlfriend, and the stuff we did to earn her those wings is the kind of stuff they probably don’t teach you about up here—”  
 
    Holofernes grabbed my throat and lifted me off the ground. 
 
    “It is a mistake to allow you to attend this institution,” the angel said flatly. “As big a mistake as letting the serpent into the Garden. I will not allow such mistakes to happen a second time!” 
 
    Wait, what? Was this guy implying he was around during the whole Garden of Eden thing? Dimly, I remembered that after Adam and Eve were expelled, an angel with a flaming sword had been assigned to guard the Garden from humans ever finding it again. A defender like that would be sure to be one hell of a fighter… 
 
    Was that who I’d just sparred with? 
 
    “Holofernes! Put him down—I command you!” 
 
    Holofernes didn’t seem to put much stock in Judyth’s commands. But what did sway him was a soft female voice a few moments later, screaming in horror. 
 
    “Luke! Ohmigosh, are you okay!?” 
 
    It was Maddie. She flew into the room on her brand-new wings, her silken robes caressing her curves. Her dark glasses nearly slipped off her face as she landed next to me and Holofernes, grabbing at the stone-faced angel’s thick arm. “Let him go! He didn’t do anything wrong!” 
 
    The angel’s head turned as if on a swivel to face Maddie. An unnamable emotion gleamed in his eyes. 
 
    “It’s not what he’s done,” Holofernes rumbled. “It’s what he will do.” 
 
    Maddie shook her head, tears in her eyes. “You can’t punish someone for something they haven’t done yet! That’s crazy!” 
 
    “I think you’ll find,” Holofernes said calmly as he throttled me, “that I can.” 
 
    Maddie beat the angel’s arm with her fists, tears springing to her eyes. “Please! Please don’t!” 
 
    For a moment, I was sure I was finished. Then something passed Holofernes’s throat. You couldn’t call it a sigh—it was more like the sound of tectonic plates smashing together. 
 
    “Very well, my lady,” the stone-faced angel said with a deep frown. The fingers around my neck unclenched, and I was free. 
 
    “That’s two infractions in a single day,” Judyth said, quickly putting her healing fingers to my throat a second time. “What am I going to do with you, Holofernes!?” 
 
    The angel stared down at the Headmistress. “I am not under your jurisdiction,” he rumbled. 
 
    Judyth stared up at him blankly for a long moment. “I know,” she said, giving the man an acid look. Instantly, I knew these two had one hell of a long history, and that I was going to need to ask about it later. 
 
    “Come here, baby,” Maddie said, pulling me into an embrace. Together, we crossed the lobby, putting as much distance between us and the murderous angel as we could. Our defense turned out to be for naught. A few moments after we got out of his reach, Holofernes turned and flew out of the lobby without so much as a goodbye. Judyth and her guards watched him go. 
 
    It took me a bit to realize where I’d seen their expressions before. Back before I went into the IT business for myself, I’d spent a summer during college managing one of those terrible retail stores where people brought their computers to have them cleaned of viruses or get their hard drives replaced. The other employees were perfectly nice and fun to work with—except when the regional manager made one of his twice-weekly visits to the location. Everyone hated the guy, but he was so many steps above us on the ladder that we were careful never to let a bit of that hate show in his presence. He’d been the subject of many thumbed noses and stuck-out tongues behind his back, though. 
 
    That’s what Judyth and her guards reminded me of. People watching someone they desperately wished they could take down a peg, but who could ruin their lives and their careers with a single word. I had no doubt after fighting Holofernes that he could have taken Judyth and her guards down without breaking a sweat. Hell, he probably didn’t sweat. 
 
    “I should have returned earlier,” Judyth explained, making her way over to Maddie and me. “I was giving Madeleine a tour of the women’s dormitories. She explained to me that, since the two of you are together, she’d probably spend the semester in your subspace rather than experience the dorms. I’m given to understand your personal domicile is more than large enough for the task…” 
 
    She sounded surprised. I only vaguely remembered Xora telling me most people’s subspaces were nowhere near large enough to live in—demons like myself and Karl were special that way. 
 
    “She definitely will,” I said, throwing an arm over Maddie’s shoulder. “Especially with that thing running around your campus. What the hell was he?” 
 
    “He’s scary,” Maddie said, her eyes meeting mine. “But also... he’s sad, isn’t he?” 
 
    Judyth sighed, and I knew Maddie was right on the money. “That was Holofernes,” she said, gesturing around her helplessly. “You know how I told you I’m the second highest-ranking angel in the Celestial Academy?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Well,” she said, “he’s the first. He’s not officially a member of the faculty—he’s kind of a free agent. Does his own thing. Honestly, I didn’t expect him to take much notice of you…” 
 
    “You were wrong on that front,” I said, rubbing my neck. Though the injuries had been magically healed, the ghost of the feeling remained. “He seemed pretty obsessed with me, to tell you the truth. Gotta say, I’m not a fan.” 
 
    “I will... have a talk with him,” Judyth said. It sounded lame, and she knew it. Both of us understood—there was very little anyone here could do to influence Holofernes. He seemed to only answer to the Almighty. “Did you check in with your other Academy, by the way? I’m assuming everything is fine and understood?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, giving Maddie a squeeze. “Christina and Mareth send their love by the way.” 
 
    “I just bet they do,” Maddie said with a giggle. Somehow, she knew exactly what I’d been up to in my subspace a short while ago—and she liked it. “I miss them already. Did they give you the cell phone?” 
 
    Huh? Maddie had been in on that the whole time?  
 
    “Yep,” I said. 
 
    She grinned from ear-to-ear. “Excellent,” she said, practically rubbing her hands together. Oh no. What mischief were my girlfriends up to now? 
 
    Judyth coughed, eager to change the subject. “Well, I apologize for that... unpleasantness,” she said, gesturing for her guards to make well and truly sure Holofernes had gone. “I was going to hand you over to one of my student officers to give you a complete tour of the Celestial Academy, but under the circumstances, it might be more prudent for me to accompany you myself. If you wouldn’t mind, that is.” 
 
    What—and give you more chances to flirt with me? Absolutely. “We’d love that, actually,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, you’re super fun,” Maddie said, with just a hint more feminine interest than was necessary. Judyth must have caught the implied offer in her tone as well, because she quickly stepped aside. 
 
    “Excellent. Should Holofernes try to interfere with the tour again, I’ll do the best I’m able to restrain him. But I don’t imagine he’ll be bothering us. If you’ll follow me, I’ll begin the tour. The Cardinal Virtues await.” 
 
    Maddie and I shared a look. “Cardinal Virtues?” 
 
    Judyth let out a knowing snicker. “You have vices, we get virtues. Kind of like a game of Viceroy, no? Don’t worry, you’ll take to them easily. All you have to do to be good at them is do the exact opposite of everything you’ve done so far. So just ask yourself: would Luke Bell do this? And if the answer is yes, don’t do it.” 
 
    “Hmm.” Would Luke Bell slap Maddie’s ass right now? The answer was yes—so I did it. Maddie giggled, and Judyth looked like she wanted to slap me in response. “It’s not as catchy as WWJD?, but I gotta say—not bad. Lead the way. I can’t wait to get started.” 
 
    I really couldn’t. I was going to have as much fun at the Celestial Academy as I could, and no one was going to stop me. And, although Judyth hadn’t figured it out yet, I had a new goal at the top of my agenda. One I’d just decided should go right to the top a few minutes ago. 
 
    I was going to kill Holofernes. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Cardinal Schools were located at the center of the Celestial Academy, at an intersection near the top of the realm’s tallest, most splendid hill. Climbing it would have been a major pain in the butt and taken all day, so Judyth and Maddie unfurled their wings and took to the skies, gamboling and diving like fighter planes against the brilliant blue sky. A few moments later, charged with demonic energy, I joined them on my long, leathery wings. 
 
    It didn’t take long to realize how plainly I stood out. The sky was as full as the student commons in the Infernal Academy, with puffy clouds used as convenient seating for angelic picnics, hacky sack, and gossip. I counted at least three games of Viceroy going on near the Cardinal Building, ranging from a casual pickup session to what appeared to be two tournament-level teams practicing for the next season. Everywhere I looked, angels were staring at me. 
 
    They probably couldn’t help it. Their brilliant white wings seemed carved out of ice, bright and downy and clearer than a summer morning. In contrast, I looked like some kind of demon fresh from hell. Never had a transfer student been easier to spot—or more horrifying to the student body. 
 
    The Cardinal building buzzed with activity, angels as thick as flies around it. Judyth led us down to one of the platforms surrounding the enchanted edifice, dropping from flight to walking as smoothly as thought. Maddie and I had a bit more trouble with the transition. 
 
    “You’ll be spending most of your time right here,” Judyth said, leading us up the steps. “The four wings of the Cardinal Virtues—North, South, East, and West—make up the four schools of thought within the Celestial Academy. Mastery of each is required to graduate to a full-fledged angel. You’ll select a Major school and a Minor one, just as you do within the less-savory institutions known to us.” 
 
    I nodded. “I’m a Pridegreed down below,” I said, remembering my designation. A major in Pride—the school of command, of the Demonic lords—and a minor in Greed. I wasn’t a terribly greedy person, except maybe when it came to sexual partners, but I did have a better than average talent for binding demons to me. “So those are my two vices. How do those map onto your virtues?” 
 
    Judyth stared at me blankly. “They don’t,” the Headmistress said, shaking her head. “Things are different up here, Luke. We answer to a higher authority.” 
 
    I’ll bet you do, I thought, sliding an arm around Maddie’s waist as Judyth led us into the vestibule. I wonder what he has to say about all of this? 
 
    I couldn’t have attended the Celestial Academy without the tolerance, if not the acceptance, of the Almighty. I’d never been a terribly god-fearing man, to be fair, but upon my first arrival at the Pearly Gates, I’d felt... something staring at me through the clouds. Something that made everything I’d ever seen or experienced feel like a single grain of sand across an endless beach, not even worth remembering to forget. 
 
    Had that been Lucifer’s foe? The Almighty? The ‘man upstairs’? 
 
    I still wasn’t sure. But by the time I made it to the top of the Celestial Academy, I’d have to find out. 
 
    The inside of the Cardinal Building resembled a museum. A long, rectangular hallway stretched before us, angled slightly downward. Marble floors gave way to red-and-gold carpet, so thick I was glad I wore boots. Portraits hung on the walls, praising former mortals for their ‘great services’ to the cause of the Celestial Academy. I recognized a few, but most I only knew by name—Thomas Aquinas sat smugly working with a quill within one canvas, while Martin Luther held a long scroll and a hammer with which to nail it to a door. Some of the names I’d have expected to be present weren’t, and more than a few people seemed utterly humble in their origins—not the great and mighty actors of history I’d expected. One woman’s portrait had a tiny note beneath the plaque explaining that she’d saved several hundred children from a massacre outside of Ypres; another was simply a large bald man with a walrus-like mustache, inviting the viewer to guess at what acts he’d performed to be pictured here. 
 
    But it was the absent square that caught my attention. Right at the beginning of the line up, the outline of where a painting had once been hung still remained affixed to the wall. Whoever had torn it down had done so with a great and terrible rage, leaving deep marks behind. 
 
    “You’d think someone would have cleaned that up,” I said, pointing at the space with a lopsided smile. “You all too high and mighty to play janitor up here?” 
 
    Judyth coughed politely. “That space is where Lucifer’s portrait once hung,” the Headmistress explained. The Almighty himself tore it down after his Fall.” 
 
    My jaw hit the floor as I stared. I tried to picture God himself ripping the painting down; found I couldn’t. My brain simply refused to process the mental image. How deeply had Lucifer turning bad wounded the Almighty? 
 
    Well, I thought. It’s only one of the most written-about subjects in Western Literature. Milton didn’t have to embellish much, I guess… 
 
    “That’s so sad,” Maddie said, shaking her head. “I understand why you’d leave it up like that. It’s a kind of memorial all its own, isn’t it?” 
 
    Judyth looked utterly gobsmacked. Clearly, she hadn’t expected Maddie of all people to cut to the heart of the matter. “We shouldn’t spend too much time here,” she said, hustling us down the hall. “It’s unseemly. Our first stop in the Cardinal Schools will be Fortitude—you have to pass through it to reach the hallways to the rest of the schools, in fact. In that sense, it’s a bit of a test in itself.” 
 
    “I see,” I said, catching sight of a large set of double-doors near the end of the hall. “Hey, wait a second…” 
 
    I paused, then executed a turn on my heels. “Are all the schools of roughly equal size?” 
 
    Judyth thought the question over. “They’re housed in identical buildings, if that’s what you mean. Although time and space inside of them are somewhat flexible, depending on the needs of the lesson plan and the students.” 
 
    My brain formed a mental picture of the floorplan. I started to chuckle. “So you’re telling me,” I said, the corner of my mouth curling in a smirk, “that the place where angels are trained looks exactly like a cross?” 
 
    Maddie put a hand over her mouth and began to giggle. Judyth looked far less amused by my discovery—I got the sense she’d had to go through this with many a new recruit, and it never got any less grating. 
 
    “You’d be surprised if you ever got a topographic look at your own Academy, too,” the Headmistress groused. Her long blonde locks brushed my shoulder as she walked past me, smelling faintly of lavender and cinnamon. “Come on, I think you’ll like this one best of all. It has plenty of violence. Righteous violence, that is.” 
 
    I was about to go off on some corny spiel about how violence is never the answer, the way I’d always learned in school. But, honestly? Fuck it. Nobody in the room would have been fooled by it in the least—and besides, that was no longer my style. I hadn’t punched Karl’s lights out and saved Maddie by being a non-violent guy; I’d just charged in and done my thing. With my harem of babes at my side. 
 
    Judyth, however, was right on the money. As we walked through the double doors, we found ourselves stepping into an arena straight out of a gladiatorial movie. High Roman columns held up several tiers of circular battlegrounds, stacked on top of each other like a layer cake. A set of stairs provided access to each floor, with the top level open to a roiling purple sky unlike anything ever seen on Earth. 
 
    “The Arenas of Courage,” Judyth explained. “As you can see, we keep the sigils of each school nearby to remind our students of their purpose and valor.” 
 
    She nodded behind her. The word FORTITUDO had been engraved above the door we’d just stepped through, along with a depiction of a suit of armor and a roaring lion. Both stirred something within my breast, a vague tingly feeling that faded the moment I reached out for it. What was that? 
 
    “Very cool,” Maddie said, her eyes lighting up. I could tell this was exactly where she wanted to be. “So this is where angels learn courage, then?” 
 
    “Within the Fortitude School, angels in training engage in combat within the Arenas of Courage. Here, you’ll learn to face down the otherworldly threats and dastardly demons that will get in your way while you travel the mortal realms, attempting to thwart your attempts at doing good deeds. It’s not merely good enough for an angel to have a pure heart—they must be battle-hardened, like a good piece of tempered steel. You remember those guards you ran into outside the Pearly Gates?” 
 
    How could I forget? “I’m guessing they were Fortitude School angels?” I asked. 
 
    Judyth nodded. “Most Seraphim are,” she said. “Warrior angels. I understand you like a little bit of roughhousing as well, Luke—you might find combat in the angelic arena quite refreshing.” 
 
    I looked up and up, sizing up the various floors. The combat on the lower stories seemed fairly mundane, with angels swinging golden swords and stabbing with golden spears against phantom succubi, imps, and lesser demons of Hell. The combat upstairs got... weird, though. I watched a thing like a starfish with too many limbs whirl sideways from a great distance, spitting up a spray of dust as it sent three angels flying. A creature like that was so strange and dangerous it seemed to belong to a whole other realm entirely. 
 
    “Get up, you lazy fools!” That was an angel in crimson robes, an extra feather in his halo marking him as advanced from the other recruits. “Remember to roll when you’re knocked down, and preserve your momentum! If this were a real fight, all three of you would be dead!” 
 
    “Gee, they seem even rough,” Maddie said, elbowing me in the ribs. Then, to Judyth: “who are they?” 
 
    “Envoys from Prudence,” Judyth said, her eyes shining fiercely. “Much like the Pride School down below, Prudence forms our officer corps among the heavenly host. Tactics, strategy, long-term planning—all those things and more are required of the brave souls who devote themselves to the Path of Prudence. It’s not an easy road.” 
 
    It’s MY road, I thought. If Prudence was this Academy’s equivalent of Pride—the elite of the elite—then that’s where I wanted to be. 
 
    One of the crimson-robed angels broke from the pack upon seeing us, dropping several levels to where we stood in a flutter of wings. His ageless look had a few more wrinkles than the Seraphs around him, marking him as perhaps middle-aged by angelic reckoning. He had no hair, and his halo hung a touch lower than most of the high-ranking Seraphs I’d seen so far. He sized me up with a grin, showing none of the vehemence toward ‘evil’ I’d seen from so many of the other members of the Celestial Academy. 
 
    “You must be the Hellspawn,” he said jokingly, reaching out his hand for a shake. “My name’s Gordon.” 
 
    “Luke,” I said, taking it. It felt strange to be respected for a change. “This is Maddie.” 
 
    “New blood,” the bald angel said, his gaze flashing to Maddie for just a fraction of a second. Gordon showed none of the prurient interest other men displayed when looking at my girlfriend—honestly, I wasn’t even sure angels had prurient interests. He barely spared her a glance, clearly seeing in me the greater potential. “Wonderful. Heard you had a run in with Holofernes.” 
 
    “My, word does travel fast, doesn’t it?” Judyth’s tone was arch. “I’ll have to remind our students about the proscriptions against gossip in the Celestial Handbook…” 
 
    Gordon held up a hand. “No offense meant, Headmistress. I was just going to say—clearly Luke and Maddie are tough cookies. How about tossing them in the Lion’s Den for their first taste of Fortitude?” 
 
    I had no idea what the Lion’s Den was, but Judyth’s face lit up at the suggestion. “Why, that would be great fun! If you think the two of them are ready, that is?” 
 
    Gordon shrugged expansively. “Why not? If the Hellspawn could hold his own against Holofernes, he’s clearly too good for the beginner course. I think he can go swimming past the drop-off this time around.” Gordon’s smile widened. “How about it, Luke? Are you looking for a place to happen?” 
 
    “You keep calling me Hellspawn,” I said, my hands on my hips. 
 
    A chuckle issued from Gordon’s throat. “Yeah. Isn’t that where you’re from?” 
 
    Maddie moved to intervene, but I held her back. “You don’t say it like you hate me, though,” I said. “Like it’s just a statement of fact coming from you—you’re not judging me at all.” 
 
    Gordon’s brows furrowed together. He glanced at Judyth for a moment, as if judging whether this was some kind of test. “Why would I hate you?” 
 
    I cocked an eyebrow. “Because I’m from Hell?” 
 
    Gordon looked confused for a few seconds, then laughed. “Kid, I don’t care where you come from,” the angel said, glancing back toward the Arena. “I only care if you can fight. You want to prove you can?” 
 
    Did I? I’d had a little combat experience. And I couldn’t wait to get some more.  
 
    Demonic magic flowed through my veins as I tugged at the flames within me, just making sure they were there. They hadn’t flickered out inside of this School, which meant nothing was holding me back. 
 
    Good. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, sounding as game as I felt. “Do your worst. I’m already dating a Wrathlust—there’s not much else you could throw at me.” 
 
    Several angels listening in gave me disgusted looks at the mention of my demonic girlfriend. Gordon however, seemed more intrigued than ever. “A combat specialist, eh? I’d like to square off against the two of you sometime. See what kind of techniques they practice down in the other place. I’ve always been curious…” 
 
    “Gordon,” Judyth said in a warning tone. “The lesson.” 
 
    “Ah, of course!”  
 
    I got the impression this wasn’t the first time poor Gordon had been disciplined for being a little too interested in the other side. Though his interest didn’t seem naughty or sexual in the least. From what I’d seen of him, I figured this guy just lived for fighting, and didn’t much care about the morality of who was on what side. I’d known some dudes really into sports who were like that—jocks who’d play with or against anybody, regardless of politics or anything else that separated them. People who would’ve hated each other after five minutes of a dinner party sometimes formed the best teams when it came down to the nitty-gritty. 
 
    “The Lion’s Den,” Gordon explained, gesturing at one of the levels near the midsection of the Arena, “is one of the more stimulating experiences a newbie can get themselves thrown into. I’d tell you more, but the surprise is part of it. It’s a bit of a tribute to the origins of our school, and the legends that made it possible.” 
 
    Legends? 
 
    “They used to throw Christians to the lions back in Roman times,” Maddie said, adjusting her glasses. It still shook me that such a beautiful angel could cling to such a nerdy feature—but honestly, it made her even hotter. 
 
    Gordon put a finger on his nose. “Right on the money,” he said, adjusting his halo. “Nowadays, we throw angels to the lions. Don’t worry, though—it’s just a name. You won’t be hurt.” 
 
    Judyth followed just behind us as we made our way up the stairs to the proper level. It was as if the Headmistress didn’t want us to get any second thoughts about maybe bolting, or backing down.  
 
    Shit, this place is all about courage, I told myself. What kind of angel in training would I be if I let myself look like a big scaredy cat in front of these people? 
 
    Whatever they wanted to bring, I could handle. I’d fought my way through a crowd of demons to protect Maddie, bound a massive Oni to my will, and tore up the subspace of one of my closest rivals. I wasn’t afraid of whatever entry-level test the angels had for me. 
 
    As we made our way to the proper spot, I couldn’t help but notice we were drawing a crowd. Angels who’d been drilling formations a few moments before landed, ignoring the yells of their superiors as they crowded around the upper levels. 
 
    “Look, the newbies are going into the Lion’s Den!” someone yelled. 
 
    “They’re going to get blasted,” another angel said with a snicker. “No one comes out of the Lion’s Den in one piece on their first try!” 
 
    So this wasn’t some entry-level course. Maddie and I were about to be fighting for our lives—or at least our dignity. Well, I thought, let’s give them a show. 
 
    Maddie and I were led down a narrow ramp into the arena: a wide circle of sand. Bars on the opposite wall were stained with blood, where whatever predator the angels dropped in dragged the last few unlucky students back to its lair. A lion? Whatever this cell was meant to contain was much bigger than the so-called King of the Jungle. 
 
    The gate slammed shut behind us. Now everyone in the Fortitude school either stared down or up at us, their attention fixed on the newcomers who’d been thrown into the Den. I took a few steps into the Arena, Maddie at my side as I sized up my maneuverability in this place. The ceiling stretched far above our heads, high enough to fly, so getting into the air was a definite tactic for taking this thing down. The sand would make it difficult to run, which was a second point in the strategy’s favor. 
 
    Judyth and Gordon had moved to the deck just above ours, and someone had brought both of them chairs. Gordon waved his off, preferring to stand, but Judyth lounged as she watched us, waiting for a drink to accessorize the moment. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelled, cupping my hands around my mouth. “Aren’t we going to get some weapons or something? Even gladiators got a sword!” 
 
    “You bring only what you have into the Lion’s Den,” Gordon said, his voice supernaturally loud in that towering space. “Remember, courage is the key. This isn’t a test of strength, or cleverness, or might. It’s courage—”  
 
    The bars on the opposite side of the arena schlicked upward. 
 
    Maddie pressed herself against me, trembling with anticipation. “I don’t know how to fight,” the angel confessed, giving me a helpless look. “I’m not like Christina or Mareth, Luke—I’m not a demon! I don’t have claws, or spikes, or anything like that…” 
 
    “I’ll protect you,” I told her, pushing her behind me. “Don’t worry. These assholes don’t know who they’re messing with!” 
 
    “Language,” Judyth purred from somewhere above me. The Headmistress of the Celestial Academy looked like she was just eating this up with a spoon—and like she was more interested in me than ever. Hopefully, she’d still be keen on our arrangement after this. 
 
    “You’re not even allowed to swear in the Arena?” I asked, to general laughter. “Man, you guys are stiff—”  
 
    Any other insults I might have dished out were swallowed as the beast emerged. It strode from its hidey-hole, summoned by the sound of the bars on its cage retracting. What stepped out into the light could technically be called a lion, I guess—it had a head to match Mufasa or the big guy on the old MGM logo, sure. But the head was about all that resembled what I was expecting. 
 
    The monster’s thick mane terminated in scales just past its shoulders. A long, segmented body rippled across the sand as the beast entered the center of the arena, its tail flicking across the sand. Instead of the feline instrument I’d expected, the beast had the tail of a scorpion. A drop of some foul green poison dripped from its stinger, hitting the sand with a sizzle and a plume of smoke. 
 
    “What is that thing!?” I gasped. “That’s not a lion!” 
 
    “Manticore,” someone yelled from the upper decks. “Head of a lion, body of a scorpion!” 
 
    Great. Some kind of genetic freak. They probably trotted it out to make new students shit their pants. Well, they had no idea what I was capable of dishing out… 
 
    The manticore let out a leonine roar, loud enough to cause most of the angels to throw their hands over their ears. The very air before it rippled with the sensation, nearly knocking Maddie and me off our feet. 
 
    The damn thing was magic, too? 
 
    “Alright, let’s do this!” I yelled. With a roar of my own, I transformed, opening myself to my demonic magic. My thick, leathery wings grew even larger on my back as I felt Lucifer’s power take hold, stunning the angels who’d come to watch the show. Horrified gasps and shocked murmurs filled the arena as the spectators gossiped among themselves, whispering about this or that aspect of my transformed anatomy. I could hear giggles from some of the female set, and I wondered if maybe the angels weren’t so sexless after all. 
 
    Then I didn’t have time to think about anything for a bit besides not dying. 
 
    The manticore charged forward, its thick tail pounding holes in the dirt behind it as it sought to trample me. I shoved Maddie in one direction and jumped toward the danger, my wings unfurling behind my back. Right as the manticore reached me, I surged skyward, its claws raking the air beneath my feet as I flew toward the ceiling. A quick glance showed Maddie all the way at the other side of the arena, safe for the moment from the manticore’s attacks. 
 
    “You think a beast like this can destroy a heir of Lucifer?” I roared, spitting defiance at the assembled angels. Several shrank back before the ferocity of my rage, with more joining them as fireballs exploded across my open palms. “Behold the power of the future Archlord of Hell!” 
 
    With the manticore squarely in my sight, I unleashed a torrent of flame. A stream of liquid lava engulfed the monster, tearing its senses away as it roared with pain. It charged forward, through the fire, its teeth bared as it leapt into a second attack. 
 
    Wait, that wasn’t right. It shouldn’t have been able to move—it ought to have been burning to ash before my magic. What? 
 
    I took to the air just in time. The manticore swung its thick tail like a mace, the stinger pointed outwards at my heart. Smoke poured off the beast’s flanks as it sought my blood, yet not a single spark seemed to catch. It was like the thing was totally impervious to my magic. 
 
    Oh shit. I looked down at my hands. Infernal magic doesn’t work on this creature, does it? 
 
    Now I understood why everyone was so eager to see me thrown into the Lion’s Den. Not only would I have to face down this fearsome, poisonous beast without a weapon, but my magic was completely useless against it. The flames didn’t even slow the lion down! 
 
    Just to check, I unleashed a barrage of fire against the creature’s side as it passed. Nothing. The magic fizzled out at the point of damage, dissipating harmlessly into the air. 
 
    “Damn it!” I roared, becoming more and more demonic with each passing moment. “Fine! If I can’t burn you to ashes, I’ll rip you apart limb from limb!” 
 
    My claws would have to do the job. Infernal or not, they were sharp as razors. The beast couldn’t stand against those, could it? If it could, I was in a lot of trouble. 
 
    And so was Maddie. 
 
    The angel flew zigzags along the opposite side of the arena, her face a study in indecision. Maddie couldn’t figure out whether she wanted to flee as I’d commanded or jump into the ring and help me out. As my magic proved ineffective, she made her decision. Ducking into a dive, my gorgeous angelic girlfriend left a trail of feathers across the sand as she made a flying leap toward the creature. 
 
    It turned, seeing Maddie as a threat for the first time. It bared its fangs in a snarl that turned into a roar, shaking the Arena to its foundations. 
 
    “Maddie, no!” I yelled. My demonic transformation froze as my concentration slipped, one claw-tipped hand held out before me. “Stay back—”  
 
    The manticore swiped downward with a casual, almost lazy slash. Maddie’s eyes went wide as saucers as she tumbled, clutching at her side. Her beautiful robes had been torn by the creature’s claws, and crimson blood welled from the wound. She landed on her back in the sand, writhing and moaning. 
 
    The manticore stood over her, its fearsome face fixed in triumph. 
 
    The world froze around me. All my worries, my fears of looking like an idiot in front of so many students of the Celestial Academy—they disappeared in an instant, as if they’d never been there. 
 
    There was a monster. A monster about to eat Maddie. 
 
    Nothing else mattered. Not the fight, not my safety. Nothing. 
 
    “Let her go!” 
 
    As the manticore lifted both paws, I jumped directly in front of Maddie. I had no weapon to deflect the creature’s blows with, so I balled my hands into fists and hoped for the best. Behind me, Maddie gasped as my shadow covered her face. 
 
    The creature brought its paws down. I nearly sank right into the ground, like an ostrich burying its head in the sand. Holy shit this thing was strong! 
 
    Yet I’d stopped the blow. My fingers wrapped around its hairy paws, blood trickling down my wrists where its claws pierced me. Gasps echoed from all quarters of the arena, the crowd unable to believe my strength. 
 
    Hell, I couldn’t believe my own strength. Because the moment I’d sprung into action, putting myself between Maddie and the danger, my demonic powers had evaporated. 
 
    I was ordinary, human Luke, bleeding to death to protect his girl. 
 
    Wasn’t I? 
 
    A faint golden light filled the arena. I thought I was seeing things, or that the manticore had begun charging a spell. Then I realized I was the one making the light. That strange tingly sensation I’d felt earlier came back tenfold, like pins and needles rushing through my bloodstream. Along with it came feelings—good feelings. The kind of feelings I had while I was with Maddie: that all those old-school things like family and loyalty really mattered, that a white picket fence and a beautiful wife taking care of a dozen babies were the greatest accomplishments a man could hope to achieve. 
 
    A sense of peace filled me, even as the manticore snarled in my face. It sensed the change—more than that, it was afraid of the change. Something was beginning to happen to me. 
 
    Something I liked. 
 
    “Down, boy,” I said, pushing back against the lion-faced beast. To my surprise, it let go of me, backing up a step. The light filled the arena now, so bright it felt like a miniature sun. From somewhere far off, I heard Judyth cheering, along with the faint sounds of Gordon absolutely losing his mind like he’d just seen his favorite sports team pull of the play of the year. 
 
    Wings unfurled from my back. The manticore bowed its head, acknowledging my victory. Gordon had been right: I never needed to lay a finger on the beast. All I’d had to do was show courage. 
 
    These weren’t the wings of a demon. Bright white, feathered wings extended from my shoulders, longer and thicker than any bird of prey’s. Behind me, I heard Maddie whispering prayers of thanks. 
 
    These were angel’s wings. 
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    “I have to say, Hellspawn,” Gordon told me, giving me a pat on the back. “Your courage couldn’t have come at a worse time, but it doesn’t matter. You passed—with flying colors.” 
 
    A few minutes had passed after our victory over the Manticore. After the spectacle of my angelic powers manifesting for the first time, the crowds had mostly gone back to the drills and games they’d been playing before Maddie and I entered the Lion’s Den. The moment I’d gotten out, Gordon had been all over me—like he’d just discovered the Rookie of the Year. He’d given me a double high five, congratulating me on my victory. Judyth watched from a distance, inscrutably studying me over her drink from the chair the angel guards had brought for her. 
 
    “Luke, that was amazing,” Maddie purred. I didn’t think it was possible for my angelic girlfriend to be more turned on by me than she already was, but the manifestation of my powers had totally upped my hotness in her eyes. “That light! Those wings! You were an angel, babe! You tapped into your Celestial powers!” 
 
    I guess I had. Not for the first time, I wondered how differently my experience might have gone after meeting Christina if I’d chosen the Angel of Light, rather than the Angel of Darkness. Lucifer had made it sound as if nothing major would have happened, but I found that more difficult to believe after making the Manticore kneel. That power had a totally different energy—one I could find myself preferring to my demonic magic if I wasn’t careful. 
 
    “Yes, it was quite impressive,” Judyth said. The Headmistress didn’t sound impressed, however—she’d taken the eruption of Celestial might in the Arena as a matter of course. “Rarely have I ever seen a student take to the Fortitude School so quickly or naturally before. But then again, I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised. You’ve already had so much combat experience against demons—what could angels ever do to you?” 
 
    She meant it as a put-down: a way of keeping me from getting too big of a head. Judyth might have wanted to take me to her bedroom, but she also wanted to remind me who wore the pants in our relationship. She hadn’t yet figured out that all the women who wanted to control me just ended up on their knees, begging to serve me. 
 
    She will, I thought, grinning as her insult rolled over my back. Just you wait, Miss Angel. I’m going to corrupt you SO hard. 
 
    Leaving Gordon and his angels behind (the man actually seemed a little surprised he wouldn’t be following us the rest of the way), Judyth rose from her chair and led us to the exit from the Fortitude School. I promised Gordon I’d catch up with him later, and try out some of the other games and sports available in the Arena as soon as I got the chance. But Judyth was intent on finishing our tour—and Maddie looked raring to go when it came to exploring the other Schools. 
 
    Once through the door, we found ourselves standing in a vestibule with three hallways. This was the crossroads of the other three Schools, and it was one hell of a busy intersection. Angels carrying books, satchels, and more arcane instruments made their way hurriedly down this or that corridor, doing their best not to be late for their lessons. As I turned, a little door to the side of the one we’d taken to leave Fortitude opened, admitting a harried-looking pair of halo wearers. 
 
    “Service entrance,” Judyth explained. “For those who don’t want the scenic route.” 
 
    Not very much was scenic about this hall, to tell the truth. It looked disturbingly like a section of my old college, although the furnishings and building materials were of a markedly higher quality. Each of the hallways terminated in a door, with a different word painted like the brushwork of a master above the entrance: 
 
    Temperantia. Iustitia. Prudentia. 
 
    The other three Schools of the Celestial Academy: Temperance, Justice, and Prudence. 
 
    I was itching to enter Prudence—I had a good feeling about it—but Judyth made a beeline for Temperance. As we drew closer, picking our way through the crowd of angels, a bell rang somewhere overhead. The hallways cleared out at once, leaving us nearly alone before the wooden doors leading to the Temperance School. 
 
    “Goodness, everything here runs like clockwork!” Maddie looked impressed by the efficiency of the place. As a former waitress, she praised economy of motion wherever she could find it. “This is so unlike the Infernal Academy!” 
 
    “In many ways,” Judyth said wryly, gesturing at the door. “You may have forgotten that while you were in Fortitude, given the martial character of the place. If you had any beliefs this place might resemble its Infernal counterpart, then Temperance will certainly cure you of that notion.” 
 
    My thoughts had been trending in that direction. It didn’t help that angels in the Fortitude School did much the same thing that the demons of the Wrath School practiced—fighting demons. Christina would have been right at home in Fortitude, assuming her demonic powers would work against the creatures they faced. Strangely, I felt the same way about Gordon. He struck me as a jock-type who only cared about athletics: he could have been a not particularly evil demon as easily as he’d become a not particularly pious angel. 
 
    A wave of jasmine-scented air washed over Maddie and me as Judyth opened the door to the Temperance School. A step ahead of me, Maddie shielded her eyes from the sunlight as we stepped out into a bright, brilliant day. The three of us stood at the base of a mountain path, winding up a steep hill with bamboo trees growing on either side. 
 
    “This is... not what I expected,” I said, my eyes adjusting to the light. “I hate to admit this, but I’m not a hundred percent sure what Temperance is all about, exactly. Isn’t that what you call it when someone doesn’t drink?” 
 
    “That’s a teetotaler,” Maddie said with a giggle. It was hard to say that word without feeling a little silly. 
 
    Judyth turned on a heel, petals from a nearby branch raining down around her head. They bathed the hill in gorgeous shades of pink and orange, like something out of a samurai movie. “At its core, Temperance is about self-control. Self-control in all its forms: endurance, the ability to delay gratification, and the will to push through hardships for the betterment of humanity.” 
 
    “Oh!” Maddie’s eyes went wide. “I think I understand.” 
 
    Me too—only I didn’t like it as much as she did. “So this is the ‘no fun’ school, then?” I asked with a grunt. Very well. I could make it through one of those, at least, if Prudence was the prize at the end of the rainbow. 
 
    “Angels must go through harsh trials,” Judyth explained, ignoring the irritation in my voice. “Before you’re allowed to venture into the mortal realm and begin affecting souls, an angel must prove themselves impossible to corrupt by the human world. Or by demons.” 
 
    Judyth said this last part with a significant glance at yours truly. I didn’t need to be a mind reader to see what she was thinking. A guy who regularly cavorts with demons, adding them to his stable of babes, could never resist temptation in the way the Celestial Academy required. As far as Judyth was concerned, this school was a lost cause for me. 
 
    It made me want to prove her wrong. Let’s do this, I thought, steeling myself. I can endure. Shit, I endured how many years of driving a beat to shit van and fixing people’s computers for a living? 
 
    Without waiting for a response, Judyth led us up the mountain path. We followed, Maddie adding a judicious amount of wings to lighten the upward climb as we wound our way through the bamboo grove. As we neared the top, I saw the outline of a massive monastery at the top of the mountain. Five stories of wooden awnings encircled a building that looked more like a fortress than a place of study and contemplation, along with a clutch of pagodas and outbuildings for more arcane aspects of Temperance. 
 
    “I don’t envy the angels who major in this school,” I said, huffing and puffing to keep up with Judyth, Maddie and their ability to mix traditional walking with short spurts of flight. “Imagine having to climb all the way up here every day!” 
 
    “Endurance,” Judyth laughed, glancing over her shoulder as we reached the first step of a long flight of stone stairs. “It’s good practice, Luke! Exercise is good for the soul. Besides, I wouldn’t fly today—the winds are too strong. You might go over the edge.” 
 
    She pointed with a long finger, which I followed. An intense feeling of vertigo washed over me as I realized the mountain on which we stood simply ended near where we’d come in. An endless sea of clouds stretched around us in all directions, with no indication of how far one might fall if they were to plunge in. I shuddered, nearly losing my balance on the steps before finding it again. 
 
    “Careful, babe,” Maddie said, grabbing my arm before I could topple. I didn’t need it, but I appreciated the gesture. “Out of curiosity, Judyth, what would happen if someone fell off of this mountain?” 
 
    “Then they’d have a great deal of enduring to do, indeed,” the Headmistress said with a wicked smile. “Ah, we should head inside. I think the monks are beginning their trials now!” 
 
    “Monks?” I asked. But there was no doubt—the faint chanting we heard from the monastery didn’t sound like a student body being forced into drills, but the penitent prayers of the faithful. The closer we got to the monastery’s gates, the louder it became, until the low bass note underpinning the chant felt like it radiated through my chest. 
 
    A liveried servant waited by the door of the main building. He stepped aside smoothly as we reached the entrance, pulling it open with a heavy rope. Inside were rows carved into the stone floor of the vestibule, cut into stations. A figure in monk’s robes stood in each one, submitting to various tortures or ‘enduring’ a trial for the sake of the school. 
 
    “Here we are,” Judyth said, making a steeple of her fingers as she looked greedily over the class. “Before being fully accepted into the Temperance School, each student undergoes an examination to determine the things they need the most assistance in enduring: be it food, sex, or the urge to do retributive violence on those that have hurt you. Once those have been determined, each angel in training undergoes a personalized program designed to help them overcome their weaknesses.” 
 
    I saw quite a bit of weakness in that room—but also much strength. At first, I’d thought Judyth’s crack about food was some kind of joke, but as my eyes adjusted to the torchlight, I noticed the station nearest me was occupied by an angel sitting at a table, dressed in a monk’s robes. Sweets sat piled high on the wooden tabletop, along with a selection of cured meats so thin and marbled with fat they’d probably have cost half my old salary back on Earth to purchase from a specialty grocery store. 
 
    It was hard to tell which foodstuff tempted the poor angel more. The fellow nibbled at the tips of his fingers as if he could substitute his own flesh for that on the table. Sweat beaded down his brow as he stared at the food, so close he could smell it. Only his will kept him from stuffing his face and failing the trial. 
 
    Maddie watched the angel, then gave me a sideways glance. “I think I know what your temptations are, Luke,” she purred, tugging her robe down to expose more of her pale, angelic cleavage. 
 
    “Yeah, no doubt,” I said, chuckling. “Do you do that kind of temptation up here, Judyth? Or are your angels too prudish to ward each other off of sex?” 
 
    The Headmistress of the Celestial Academy arched a well-practiced eyebrow. “Of course we do. Angels understand sexuality in all its forms, Luke—it’s the only way to gain total mastery over one’s own body and soul. I’d dare say we understand it better than you do, in point of fact.” 
 
    Prove it was what I wanted to say. Something about the offended, slightly-bitchy tone Judyth used with me when pressed on the issue of sex made me want to throw her over my knee, spank her ass raw, and use her right in front of her own students. 
 
    Talk about resisting temptation, I thought, tucking the mental image of the Headmistress bent over a desk into the back of my mind.  
 
    “I don’t doubt it,” I told Judyth. “I’m sure you have to deal with every perversity imaginable.” 
 
    The Headmistress’s eyes narrowed, but she didn’t correct me. Instead, she crooked a finger. “Come with me,” she said, the corner of her mouth curling. “I want to show you something.” 
 
    She led Maddie and me past rows of angels dressed as monks, heading toward the back of the chamber. The temperature rose with every step, even though we were moving further into the shadows and away from the brilliant summer’s day outside. It didn’t take long for me to figure out why—toward the back of the monastery was a pit filled with blazing hot coals. 
 
    Angels stood on those coals, their faces scrunched up in concentration. I could smell singed feathers. 
 
    “I’ve seen things like this before,” Maddie said, her face filling with sympathy for the students. “Only they walked across the coals, going from one side to the other.” 
 
    “That’s not how we do things here,” Judyth said with a wicked grin. “One of the most important disciplines for an angel to learn is how to resist and manage pain. Hot coals are merely one of the torments we inflict regularly on students to teach them the value of endurance. Rocks in shoes, water dripped on the top of the head—our students are subjected to constant irritations and pains, tempering them like a well-honed blade.” She walked up to one angel and slapped her on the shoulder. “By the time these recruits are sent out into the real world, there’ll be no way to tempt them from the path of light.” 
 
    Judyth looked at the students with pride. The sight of them filled me with an altogether different emotion. 
 
    “This is perverse,” I said, shaking my head. “You can’t seriously expect Maddie and me to join these people?” 
 
    “Why not?” Judyth shrugged. “You’re not afraid of a little pain, are you, Luke? I’d expect the heir of Lucifer not to shrink at the possibility of getting a few ouchies.” 
 
    A growl wormed its way up my throat. So, she wanted to play it like that, huh? Fine. I could handle pain—it was pleasure you had to watch out for, after all. I’d teach Judyth that in good time. 
 
    “Let me just take my shoes off,” I said, affecting a grin. My boots were easy enough to unlace—as I worked them from my feet, I saw Maddie doing the same. I tried to warn her off from joining me with my eyes, but she wasn’t watching my face. Her gaze traveled from angel to angel, a strange mix of fear and anticipation in her expression. 
 
    To me, this was all something of a game. Learn what I could of the Celestial Academy, add a few notches to my bedpost, and learn how to conquer on both sides of the fence. But for Maddie, this was her life. Being an angel was her purpose—and the better of an angel she was, the more value she’d be to our team. My harem. She knew that just as well as anyone: which was why she wanted to succeed so badly. 
 
    So, I didn’t do her the disservice of trying to talk her out of walking on coals. I just nodded as she exposed her pale, slender legs, hitching up her skirt so that the fringe wouldn’t burn from the heat. 
 
    “We just walk on?” I asked, cocking an eyebrow at Judyth. Me calling her bluff hadn’t broken through her haughty facade. “We don’t need to reserve a space or anything like that?” 
 
    It actually brought a laugh from the Headmistress. “Go right ahead—both of you.” She gestured at an open spot. “I want to see how long you last.” 
 
    I lifted a foot over the coals. Waves of heat rolled off the burning stones, filling the air with a scent like a hot grill. My mouth started to water, even as I realized the depths of how fucked up that was. Any smells of cooking meat here were from angels, for fuck’s sake. 
 
    A little voice screamed in my head—this was crazy! I was going to roast myself alive, all to prove a point to some winged bitch who wanted to use me for my body and expel me as soon as she got bored! I needed to run! I needed to turn around and walk away, then open a portal back to the Infernal Academy and— 
 
    I stepped onto the coals. 
 
    It didn’t hurt as much as I expected. In fact, I realized after a moment, it didn’t hurt at all. I stifled a laugh, the gesture looking enough like a rictus of pain that Judyth beamed. It didn’t hurt! The coals had no effect on me! 
 
    Must be my Infernal connections, I thought, placing my other foot on the coals. It felt like I’d just wrapped my feet in an electric blanket on a cold night. The warmth actually felt soothing, relaxing my body the way a soak in a hot tub might for an ordinary person. All that demonic blood… 
 
    I did my best to look like I was fighting pain as I turned around. Judyth’s smug look had dissolved from her face, turning into alarm. She stared open mouthed at me, as if seeing me for the first time. 
 
    “Yeah, that stings a bit,” I said, allowing a bit of feigned pain into my voice. “You know, I can see why you’d want to hurt your students a bit before you send them into the real world. I was thinking of that box from Dune—you ever read that book? Well, they make people stick their hand in a black box that makes them feel like the skin’s being flayed from their bones as a kind of test. Kind of like what you’re doing here, now that I think about it.” 
 
    Judyth clearly wasn’t listening. Any thoughts she might or might not have had about golden age science fiction fell out of the back of her head as she watched her newest student master the coals like he’d been born to them. An unexpected surge of emotion marred her beautiful face: anger. She’d expected to best me here, to watch me suffer. 
 
    She hadn’t planned for me to be better than her. 
 
    A few feet away, Maddie watched me walk the coals, her eyes like saucers. All of a sudden, I realized I’d made this look way too easy. Confidence filled my girlfriend’s face, and it took everything I had not to hold my arms up and ward her away. Unlike me, Maddie had no demonic blood in her veins—she’d become an angel instead of a demon. She wouldn’t be shielded from the coals at all. 
 
    “Maddie,” I sputtered, faking a pained smile. “Maybe you shouldn’t—” 
 
    Too late. Maddie put her foot squarely down on the coals, her first step way farther out than mine had been. For a moment, she just stared down at her slender instep as it began to smoke. Then her eyes rolled back in her head, her lips stretching in a silent scream of enormous pain. 
 
    “Pull her back!” I demanded, glaring at Judyth. “Right now!” 
 
    The Headmistress shrugged. “She’s a student, Luke. You’ve got to let her learn.” 
 
    “Aaaaaaaaaah,” Maddie whined. Her scream sounded like one of those whistles that only dogs can hear, ultrasonic. 
 
    Slowly, I watched my girlfriend come back to herself. Her gorge rose as smoke poured from her foot, the scent of her own burning flesh nearly making her vomit. Then she took another step—and another. 
 
    “Oh holy fuck this hurts,” Maddie whimpered, tears in her eyes. “Oh my god oh my god oh my goddddd…” 
 
    “You get used to it,” Judyth said wryly, “but it never truly stops. You’re both doing very well, by the way. Most new students barely get a toe onto the coals before they run away screaming, swearing they’ll never do it again. For both of you to prove yourselves capable of walking all the way out on your first try... remarkable.” 
 
    So she said. Yet the Headmistress’s words didn’t match her tone. She didn’t sound pleased that we were so good at this—quite the opposite, in fact. Judyth was pissed. She’d expected demons to be lousy at self-control. 
 
    In that, she didn’t yet understand Maddie and me at all. 
 
    “You okay?” I asked as Maddie reached me. My hands went to her shoulders, which shook like branches in a hurricane. “You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to…” 
 
    “I d-d-d-do!” Maddie said. Paradoxically, the heat made her teeth chatter like someone had turned down the thermostat. “I got this... I got... oh fuck!” 
 
    Maddie jumped into my arms, able to bear no more. Her legs kicked out madly, finally freed of the coals. The extra weight pushed my feet down into the coals even more than they’d been, so I screamed as if this was finally what broke me. Clutching Maddie against me, I walked as quickly as I could to the edge of the coals and set her down, before climbing out myself. 
 
    “Wow, that’s a rush,” I groaned, sliding down to my ass next to the burning pit. A few feet away, Maddie stared at her ruined toes, tears streaming down her face. “You weren’t kidding about needing to resist pain, Judyth. There’s probably something to the idea of making sure your agents can’t be broken by a little torture from the demonic side.” 
 
    Judyth’s face darkened. “That’s not why we do it. You don’t understand at all. It’s about cleansing what’s within, not changing things for the sake of the world!” 
 
    With an effort (albeit a feigned one), I managed to rise to my feet. “Maybe you should educate me yourself, then,” I said, radiating heat in ways that had nothing to do with the coals. Maybe it was the soothing feeling of the rocks beneath me, the pride of helping Maddie pass her test, or maybe just the raw sex appeal of the beautiful blonde angel in front of me, but suddenly I was champing at the bit for a woman. It felt like ages since the last time I’d gotten laid, even though it had only been a short while ago back in my subspace. 
 
    Judyth looked me up and down for a few moments, her gaze so frank I nearly blushed. “Very well,” she said, a faint smile playing on her features. “I have a different kind of endurance in mind for you, Luke. Maddie, please remain seated. Your injuries will heal swiftly—there’s an enchantment laid on this entire monastery. Once the trial is over, the pain caused by your endurance will be righted.” 
 
    Indeed, even as I watched, the burns were melting away from Maddie’s feet. Though she clearly looked to still be in a lot of pain. My girlfriend managed to smile through it, beaming up at the pair of us.  
 
    “I’ve had worse,” she said defiantly. “You should try working a double shift at a diner in heels!” 
 
    With a grin, Judyth bid me to follow her. I felt hesitant about leaving Maddie on her own, but she waved me away with a smirk. “I’m fine,” she assured me, tucking her legs beneath her. “It already feels a lot better. I’ll be walking in another few minutes—I’m right behind you. Besides, I want to see what she does next!” 
 
    What she did next was waiting for me down another long hallway filled with torches. The chanting grew thicker here, and I dimly wondered if that might not be another one of the trials the angel monks had to perform in order to get their Temperance wings. How much chanting did one have to do before it could be fully called torture, anyway? 
 
     “There you are,” Judyth snapped. The moment I entered the room, she slid the bamboo door closed behind me. I looked around to see a bare room with a single bed in the center, illuminated by a lantern hanging from the ceiling. 
 
    Wait, that wasn’t a normal bed. Instead of a mattress, it had sharp nails protruding from the box spring. 
 
    “Since you seem to be... resistant to heat,” Judyth purred, giving away the game that she’d seen through my attempts at faking pain, “I thought we might test your resistance to piercing attacks. Angels are fond of spears and tridents, after all—and there’s always those dreadful pitchforks imps and demons carry…” 
 
    “You want me to lay in that,” I grunted, staring at the contraption. “I figured you were leading me to a bed, Judyth. I just didn’t know it was set up like this!” 
 
    The Headmistress of the Celestial Academy snickered like a schoolgirl. “Take your clothes off and lay down,” she commanded. “All of them. Clothing doesn’t heal the way injuries do in the Temperance School—if you ruin those robes, they’ll stay ruined for the rest of the tour. I don’t want you to have to explain why you’re walking around in rags in Justice and Prudence…” 
 
    She wanted to see me naked, huh? I liked the sound of that. Though the bed of spikes definitely put a damper on the whole thing. Still, I could get with it. I reckoned that if a bed full of burning hot coals couldn’t touch me, some dinky needles probably wouldn’t do much more than a tattoo gun. 
 
    I stripped off my shirt, leaving the bare muscles of my chest exposed. A faint sheen of sweat covered my body from coal walking, and I caught Judyth licking her lips as I undid the sash holding the bottoms of my robe on. Soon, I was down to my boxer shorts, a very un-angelic bulge stretching the fabric. Yeah, I had a hard-on. I wasn’t about to hide it. 
 
    Judyth pointed at my underwear. “Those too,” the Headmistress growled, nibbling at her bottom lip. 
 
    I decided to play with her a bit. “So my boxers get torn up a bit,” I said, gesturing at the bed of spikes. “No one’s going to see those under my robes, right?” 
 
    “All of your clothes,” Judyth said, her voice deepening. “Now. Obey your Headmistress, Luke.” 
 
    I could obey—though once things really got started, I’d be the one taking control. My boxers hit the ground, and the gasp that escaped Judyth’s lips at the sight of my cock made me swell with more than pride. Folding my clothes in a neat pile, I walked over to the bed of nails, sizing it up. 
 
    “I’ve slept in some shitty dorm beds before,” I said, cocking an eyebrow at Judyth, “but even they were more comfortable than this.” 
 
    “Language,” the Headmistress purred. She stood only inches from me, heat rolling off her gorgeous body. I could feel how badly she wanted me—wanted this. Was I about to fuck on her torture bed? 
 
    “Oh come on,” I teased. “We’re alone. Surely you can’t hold a few naughty words against me—” 
 
    Judyth’s hand pressed against my chest. For a second, I thought she was about to go on tiptoe and kiss me—than a surge of strength sent me down to the bed of nails. She slammed me onto it like a pro wrestling move, the sting of a thousand needles piercing my skin and filling me with agony. This time I couldn’t fake anything—I screamed. 
 
    “Ahhh!” I groaned, trying my best to rise. The hand on my chest kept me pinned as effectively as an anvil. “What did you do that for!?” 
 
    “Teaching you to endure pain,” the Headmistress said with a shrug. “You’ll need to be very, very good at it if you want to fuck me!” 
 
    Even after all her warnings about language, hearing the f-word pass the Headmistress’s prim and proper lips sent a shock through me. I kind of understood—refraining from foul language made the times you did use it so much hotter. A surge of lust shot through my cock at the mention of fucking, and I gasped. 
 
    “That’s right,” Judyth teased, working her hand in a tight circle on my chest. The pressure pushed me down further on the spikes, pushing them deeper into my skin. Suddenly I understood the agony Maddie had gone through. I felt like letting my eyes roll back in my head and my mind go blank would be the best way of dealing with this much pain. 
 
    Judyth wasn’t about to let me escape, though. 
 
    “Bad boy,” she growled, leaning so close over me our lips nearly touched. “You want to fuck me so badly, don’t you? Even with a whole squad of demon girls at your beck and call—even with sweet Madeleine by your side—you just can’t help but want more, can’t you?” 
 
    I spoke through gritted teeth. “You want me too,” I said, staring up at her. “Don’t deny it. You might be the leading angel here, but you’ve definitely got a bad side!” 
 
    Her hand left me as quickly as it had come. Without the additional pressure pushing me down onto the spikes, the puncture wounds in my back began to heal. The pain felt almost... arousing. 
 
    Normally, I was the one doing the spanking, slapping, and choking in the bedroom. It wasn’t like I was some kind of chauvinist pig—it was just the way it always happened. Even before I’d become a demon and the heir of Lucifer, every girl I’d gone to bed with wanted a dominant partner in bed. Even strong women I’d met and added into my harem, like Christina and Mareth, wanted deep down to just be pinned to a mattress and mercilessly fucked while I called them my good girl. They showed off their bruises to each other like they were proud of them! 
 
    So the change of pace I was getting from Judyth did things to me I hadn’t known were possible. A whole new kind of arousal coursed through my bloodstream as I sat up from the bed of nails, my gaze devouring Judyth’s naked body. I didn’t even stop to wonder where she’d had the time to discard her clothes—I just grabbed her, pulling her onto the spikes along with me. 
 
    She came greedily, straddling my thighs. Honey dripped from her inner walls, so warm and thick I knew she was more fertile than any woman I’d ever fucked. Suddenly, I needed the pleasure to mix with the pain—I needed us to hurt each other while we fucked and came and I filled her tight little pussy to the brim and then some. 
 
    Both her hands came down on my shoulders this time. The pain was immense; matched only by the pleasure. “You want to fuck me!?” Judyth roared, lowering herself to my cock. 
 
    “Yes!” I howled, grabbing twin handfuls of her firm ass. “Fuck yes, baby! Give it to me! Give that angel pussy to Daddy!” 
 
    Judyth gave me a sexy smirk. “Come take it,” she whispered, arching her pelvis. 
 
    I thrust upward, putting every ounce of energy into ramming myself hilt-deep into Judyth’s perfect, silky tightness. I could already feel her heavenly walls wrapping around me, taking me into the stratosphere as I gave the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy a hard, primal fucking— 
 
    My hips thrust into open air. 
 
    The pressure on my chest vanished. When I opened my eyes, no woman straddled me. I was laying on a bed of nails, thrusting upward with my erect prick like some sort of madman. What the hell? 
 
    Laughter came from the other side of the door. When it slid open, Judyth entered. The Headmistress was fully dressed this time—and indeed, I suddenly realized, she’d never taken off her clothes in the first place. 
 
    She’d never been in the room with me. It was all a trick, like the piles of food in front of the starving monks. 
 
    “Well, I can see it doesn’t take much to get you to strip your clothes off,” the Headmistress said with an arched eyebrow. “Obviously resisting temptation is not your strong suit, Luke. I doubt I’ll be suggesting you major in the Temperance School.” 
 
    I dropped to the floor and reached for my clothes. My boxers went on first, stretching awkwardly over the erection I’d been moments away from plunging deep into the phantom Judyth. “That was a mean trick,” I grunted. 
 
    “It’s just as well,” the Headmistress said with a yawn. “As a demonic student, you’d probably receive no end of teasing down in the Infernal Academy were you to specialize in the resisting of Earthly pleasures.” 
 
    Just then, Maddie peeked her head inside the door. She’d fully healed from her coal walk, and her face lit up with questions at the sight of me wearing nothing but boxer shorts with a bunch of pin pricks in my back. 
 
    “What did I miss?” Maddie asked, a teasing lilt in her voice. 
 
    “Luke was given a test to see if he can resist the temptation of lust,” Judyth said, crossing her arms beneath her ample breasts. “He failed. Miserably.” 
 
    Maddie laughed. “I could have told you that,” she said, her gaze traveling to the bulge in my boxers. Now it was Maddie nibbling her bottom lip and looking heated. “You need me to take care of that, baby?” 
 
    Both of us stared at her. Maddie had gotten so turned on, she forgot where she was. 
 
    Maddie let out a shocked little giggle as she realized. “Headmistress, could you give Luke and I a few minutes? I might need to help him back into his clothes.” 
 
    Judyth’s face darkened. “No. I understand—even if I don’t accept—your fraternization with a student from the Infernal Academy. But I draw the line at allowing you to copulate in the middle of a school dedicated to self-control!” 
 
    I snickered at the thought. This school was the counterpart of Lust—and I’d gotten laid during my tour there, thanks to Christina and her utter shamelessness. She’d fucked me right in the hallway while Xora droned on, hiking up her skirt and offering me her bare pussy… 
 
    Okay, if I didn’t stop, I was actually going to need a few minutes alone with Maddie. “It’s alright, Maddie,” I said, sliding on the rest of my robes. “We’ll make up for it later.” 
 
    “You’d better,” Maddie said hotly. With an irritated glance at Judyth for spoiling her fun, my angelic girlfriend brushed a speck of imaginary dust off her shoulder and straightened up. “So what’s next, Judyth? You need to tempt me with some loving, too?” 
 
    “No need,” Judyth said, flashing an enigmatic grin. “Perhaps the next School will be more to your liking. After all, who doesn’t love a little justice?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As we left the Temperance School, I willed the erection the phantom Judyth had given me to go away. It wasn’t easy. Seeing the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy in the buff had made it so that I was constantly picturing it through her tight robes, every little brush of her body against mine in a hallway setting my nerves on fire. I needed to cool the fuck off, or the rest of this tour was going to be a torture all its own. 
 
    “Luke,” Maddie whispered, dropping a step behind the Headmistress as she prattled on about the history of the various torments developed for the monastery. “Are you alright, babe?” 
 
    How the hell could I explain? “Yeah, it’s no big deal,” I told Maddie. “She just... she kinda got in my head, you know? Mind fucked me good, even if she didn’t get around to the real thing.” 
 
    Maddie smiled knowingly. “She’s really hot,” my angelic girlfriend confessed. I fell in love with her all over again. “I don’t blame you. Look, just keep it cool until we can get out of here and I’m yours. However you want. Just... try to think about baseball or something?” 
 
    “I will,” I assured her. “But the fact you just promised me anything I want once we’re out of here is going to make that damned hard.” 
 
    “That’s not the only thing that’s hard,” Maddie said with a giggle. “Shit, I think Judyth’s on to us!” 
 
    The Headmistress was, indeed, ‘on’ to us. She stood at the door back to the connecting hallway, one eyebrow arched so high it nearly disappeared into her hairline. “Coming?” Judyth asked. 
 
    I bit back the pun I wanted to make. No, Luke, you can think about things other than sex, I told myself. Use your brain instead of your dick just this once, man, please. 
 
    But as we pushed through the crowd, I found it more and more difficult to rid my mind of those thoughts and feelings. The fact of Maddie’s tight, sexy body so close to mine didn’t made it any easier—if anything, my girlfriend seemed to know exactly what kind of effect she was having on me. She gloried in it. 
 
    “Headmistress?” Maddie suddenly asked, cutting Judyth off mid-sentence as she explained the meaning behind the engraved symbols over each of the Celestial School’s doors. “Do you have, ah, restroom facilities anywhere in the Celestial Academy?” 
 
    Judyth cocked an eyebrow. “You need to go to the bathroom?” 
 
    Maddie blushed. “I’m still covered in sand from the Manticore fight,” she confided, stepping closer to the Headmistress as a trio of angels wearing headphones and backpacks made their way down the hall. “And my feet are filthy from walking across those hot coals. And yes, I do need to go to the bathroom. Even angels aren’t immune from the call of nature, I guess.” 
 
    Judyth stared down the hallway as if she could see through the walls. I had no doubt the Headmistress carried a map of this place in her head at all times, even though an accurate blueprint of the Celestial Academy would have looked like an album cover designed by MC Escher. 
 
    “The nearest facilities are right at the end of the tour,” the Headmistress said, making a sour face. “You don’t think you could simply restrain yourself through Justice and Prudence, could you?” 
 
    Maddie gave me a pleading look. She squeezed my hand, depending on her strong man to take her side in this argument. I stepped into the opening she’d created, coming to her defense. 
 
    “That’s way too long,” I said, looking down at Maddie. “Not to mention neither of us have any idea what we’re going to go through in those two Schools. It would be a good idea for Maddie to be ready for it, and not thinking about more Earthly matters, right?” 
 
    Judyth’s eyes narrowed. What had gotten into her? She looked pissed that Maddie wanted to go to the bathroom. “What do you suggest?” 
 
    Oh. Oh. The answer was plain as day, and suddenly I understood. “I could open up a portal to my subspace,” I said, realizing the implication as soon as I said the words. “I’ve got a bathroom in there. Two bathrooms, actually—once I signed the Book of Life, you folks added a Celestial wing to the Infernal one in my private room.” 
 
    From the look on her face, Judyth didn’t like this idea in the least. “You need to freshen up,” she said, glancing flatly at Maddie. 
 
    I had to hand it to her—my girlfriend had never looked more innocent or naive before. She adjusted her halo, batting her long lashes behind her glasses’ thick, dark frames. “I really just need a few minutes, Headmistress. We’ll be right back, I promise!” 
 
    “Trust me, we’re not trying to defect or anything like that,” I added with a chuckle. “We won’t leave you high and dry—we like it here, don’t we, Maddie?” 
 
    At Maddie’s grin and nod, Judyth could only sigh. “Very well,” the Headmistress said sharply, leaning against a nearby wall and tucking her wings beneath her. “But you’d better make it quick. Get in, get out, get back onto the tour. Understood?” 
 
    If we hadn’t already figured it out yet, Judyth’s tone made it perfectly clear. She didn’t want Maddie and I going off by ourselves, because we were likely to have sex. But to put it frankly, the Headmistress had brought it on herself. She’d tempted me with that gorgeous, naked copy of herself, throwing herself at me while I lay on a bed of torturous nails. After a thing like that, a guy needed a little bit of R&R. 
 
    “Absolutely,” Maddie lied, taking my hand. “Luke, if you would?” 
 
    It was harder than normal to concentrate. Most of the blood had left my brain, going to more fun parts of my body. Maddie’s fingers in mine steadied me, her squeeze giving me the focus I needed to close my eyes and banish the world of the Celestial Academy from our senses. A few moments later, I opened my eyes to find us both standing in the living room of my subspace, a blazing fire roaring in the hearth. 
 
    To my surprise, neither Christina nor Mareth were in attendance. Where was everybody? 
 
    I only had a moment to think about it. The instant Maddie realized we’d flown the coop, she took me by the hand and half-led, half-dragged me to the leather couch before the fireplace. She shoved me down onto the center cushion, then smoothly dropped to her knees before me with a giggle. The flames behind her back mingled with the silhouette of her angelic wings, until she looked like a creature from both sides of the fence simultaneously. An angel with a naughty side, to be sure. 
 
    “I love what you’ve done with the place,” Maddie purred as she tugged down my zipper. She gave the new room around us a cursory glance, smiling at all the new fixtures before her world shrunk down to the cock in front of her. She let out a gasp as it swung free of my pants, thick and throbbing with precum dripping down the shaft. Judyth’s teasing had left me hard and raring to go, so Maddie didn’t need to turn me on in the slightest to give me a boner. 
 
    “I thought you had to go to the bathroom?” I asked as Maddie wrapped her fingers around my cock. 
 
    “Oh,” she said with a laugh. “That. Yeeeah, I kinda lied.” 
 
    I was going to chastise her, but then she ran her soft pink tongue from the base of my shaft to the underside of my swollen crown. I groaned with utter bliss, wrapping my fingers in her long hair as I tried my best to get her to swallow me whole.  
 
    She pulled back with a gasp, her pupils dilating. I watched Maddie savor the taste of my precum, her face flushing with the need to take me even deeper. 
 
    “I saw you get all hot and bothered from what Judyth did to you in Temperance,” my girlfriend explained quickly, “and knew you needed to be ‘calmed down’ before we enter the stuffy old Justice School.” She kissed the underside of my cock head, swirling her tongue around that sensitive spot on the underside in a way that nearly made me come apart right then and there. 
 
    “Fuck,” I panted, wanting more than anything to be balls-deep inside her soft, wet mouth. “Yeah. She really did mind-fuck me.” 
 
    “That’s why you need me to un mind-fuck you,” Maddie giggled. “By fucking you.” She bit her lip, the epitome of a girl who wanted nothing more than to make her man happy. “I don’t think the angels are going to give me a chance, though, so I decided to do the next best thing. You’re not really going to complain about getting a BJ, are you?” 
 
    Judyth’s going to kill us, is what I should have said. Instead, the words came out as a primal, caveman grunt as Maddie wrapped her lips around the head of my cock. Searing wet warmth enveloped the most sensitive part of my anatomy as she took me down to the base, her lips forming a tight seal as she worked her mouth down to my balls. As I bottomed out inside of her, she gave my testicles a gentle squeeze, as if encouraging me to drain their contents down her throat. 
 
    My fingers tangled deeper in her hair, coaxing her along. “Jesus, Maddie,” I panted, just watching her go. The sight of her bobbing up and down on my prick in front of the roaring fire was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she got off on the taste of my cock, tiny eruptions of pre-cum detonating on her tongue every few slurps. 
 
    Speaking of her tongue, the shit she did with it simply could not be matched. I’ve mentioned a couple times how on the same wavelength my angelic girlfriend and I truly were, and nowhere was this more apparent than the bedroom. (Or in this case, the living room). Maddie treated my cock the way it ought to be treated, with reverence and fun and a toe-curling lust that made it hard to keep from holding back as my swollen head hit the back of her throat over and over again. 
 
    Maddie could feel my balls swelling, the tidal wave of lust rising within me. She pulled off me with a wet little pop, stroking my shaft with both hands. Her fingers were slick with a mixture of her and my juices, and I was pretty sure she’d been rubbing herself silly to get her fingers coated before she started jerking me off. 
 
    “Don’t hold back,” she purred, locking eyes with me. “Judyth’s already going to know we’ve been gone too long. I want to eat your cum, Luke! Please, please pump my mouth full, baby! Give me every drop of hot, sticky load!” 
 
    God damn this girl was shameless! Maddie begged so sweetly that it was almost hard to believe she was this good at fucking and sucking. I would’ve loved to have bent her over and taken her roughly before the fire, but she was right—we’d taken too much time already. I needed to get off, and I needed it now. 
 
    Maddie realized it at the same moment. I told you we were on the same wavelength. 
 
    A naughty gleam entered the angel’s eyes as ran her tongue up and down my shaft. “Maybe you don’t want to cum in my mouth,” she said, grinning like the best girl in the world as she stroked me onto her face. “You want to paint my pretty face with your load, Luke? Is that it? You want to make me a dirty little angel?” 
 
    Holy shit, I thought, hitting the point of no return. My cock jerked in Maddie’s fingers, and both of us knew I was done. 
 
    Maddie laughed triumphantly as orgasm washed over me, ripping apart my senses. A thick rope of liquid lava shot from the eye of my swollen, pulsing head, spraying right across the angel girl’s glasses. The creamy white looked so sexy against the dark lenses that I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    “Good boy,” Maddie whimpered, groaning like she was the one getting off as I unloaded on her face. She smiled as hot spurts of seed covered her face, her neck, coating her glasses in a thick glaze of cream. The muscle underneath of my balls pulsed like a heartbeat, forcing every drop of my cum out like a squirt gun all over my girlfriend’s open, eager face. She kept stroking me, her fingers wrapped around my foreskin, miking my cock dry as the flow began to ebb. 
 
    By the time I came down from my peak, Maddie looked like one of the danishes she served at the diner where she’d worked. She took off her glasses and licked one of the lenses, savoring the taste of my cum all over her spectacles. I could see her tongue through the glass, lapping at my seed like it was liquid gold, and the sight almost made me cum a second time. 
 
    In fact, at first I thought the tingle in my pants was just that. But as I watched Maddie eat my load, I gradually realized it wasn’t my body creating that vibration—it was the cell phone I’d been given the last time I came to my subspace. 
 
    My movements slow and languid with afterglow, I pulled the phone from my pocket and glanced at the screen. 
 
    “Hey Luke!” read the text. Someone had added me to a group text, whose members were me, Christina, and Mareth. It looked like Maddie hadn’t been added yet because she didn’t have one of these special cell phones. “How’s subspace?” 
 
    Those texts had been sent by Mareth, who—according to the phone’s “current status” feature was attending a weekend class in the Infernal Academy. Sneaking her phone during a lecture, I thought, grinning. That’s my demon girl. 
 
    Three dots appeared at the bottom of the chat. “Mareth set up a ward that pings us whenever you step into subspace,” Christina texted, adding a little emoji of a grinning devil to the message. “So whenever you want a booty call, all you need is to let us know and we’ll come running…” 
 
    I laughed. These girls, man. What was I going to do with them? 
 
    “Is that Christina?” Maddie asked. She’d stopped lapping up my seed and waited with the glasses against her tongue, like a fetish model posing for a photo shoot. Suddenly, I realized she’d given me a golden opportunity. 
 
    “Yep,” I said, switching the phone’s camera app. “Say ‘cumslut’, babe!” 
 
    “Cumslut,” Maddie mouthed, giggling with the glasses against her tongue and lips. I snapped the picture, added a quick filter to it (an angelic one that surrounded Maddie with clouds and trumpets), and sent the photo to the group chat once I was done. 
 
    “Bet you wish you were here,” I texted the group, appending the words to the picture of Maddie. 
 
    Instantly, the three dots showed up in the group chat. Along with a notification that made me laugh: “several people are typing…” 
 
    “Great,” Mareth wrote. “I hope you know I’m touching myself in lecture hall now!” 
 
    Christina’s text was even more explicit. “Fuck I wish I was there to lick up all that cum!” she wrote, adding an emoji of an eggplant, fire, and another grinning devil to the message. “OMG save some for me I’ll be right there!” 
 
    “Me too!” Mareth wrote. A picture came through with the text—a blurry shot of the floor of the lecture hall, angled upward. Mareth had hiked up her skirt beneath her desk and moved her panties to the side, and had two fingers buried in her succubus snatch. Her black silk panties looked soaked. 
 
    “No time,” I said, adding a sad-face emoji. “Angels are expecting us. When I get back?” 
 
    “4sum!” Mareth typed. “Hell yah!” 
 
    The text immediately got a ‘heart’ react from Christina. Chuckling, I put the phone away. 
 
    “They really like you, babe,” I said, tucking my cock back into my pants. Maddie had disappeared while I’d been texting, running to the bathroom to clean her face. If we’d had time, of course, Maddie would have used her fingers and tongue and been all slutty about it, but we didn’t have enough wiggle room for a whole photo shoot. “How do you feel about a foursome after the tour?” 
 
    “Sounds awesome,” Maddie said, emerging from the bathroom. She looked fresh as a daisy, so much so that you almost couldn’t believe she’d just been on her knees begging me to cum all over her face. “We need to get me one of those cell phones so I can send naughty texts with everyone else. Will you buy me one after the tour, babe?” 
 
    “Totally,” I told her, wrapping an arm around her waist. “Whatever one you want. Are you sure there’s nothing I can do for you, by the way?” I hadn’t had a chance to make Maddie feel good, and was feeling a little strange about that. 
 
    “Nope! I just wanted to take care of you.” Maddie planted a kiss on my cheek. “Trust me, I enjoyed that almost as much as you did. I got everything I needed from being on my knees. You feel better now, babe?” 
 
    I thought about it for a moment. “You know what, I really do,” I admitted. The surge of feelings Judyth had tried to put inside my head with her little mind fuck had been dispelled by the sight of Maddie on her knees. Maybe that was why the Headmistress was so pissed off that we’d snuck away—because she’d lost some of her leverage over me. “Thanks, Maddie. You’re the best.” 
 
    “Oh, Luke,” she teased, kissing my neck. “You don’t ever have to thank me for making you feel good, baby. It’s exactly what you deserve. You know I’ll suck your cock whenever you want me to…” 
 
    With that thought to fill me with pride, I started to close my eyes and banish the subspace. Only to notice something pearly and white clinging to the side of Maddie’s glasses. 
 
    “Hey babe,” I whispered, pointing. “You’ve got a little…” 
 
    “Oh!” Maddie scooped it up. “Thanks.” She sucked it off her finger, only the whites of her eyes showing as she groaned. “You taste so fucking good, baby. Must be all that demon blood in your veins. I swear, forbidden fruit tastes the sweetest…” 
 
    I was looking forward to tasting Maddie’s ‘forbidden fruit’ as soon as I could get a bed underneath my entire harem. Clutching my angelic girlfriend tight, I dispelled the subspace and sent us back to the Celestial Academy, where Judyth waited to continue our tour. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Welcome back,” Judyth grumbled as Maddie and I rematerialized in the center of the angelic intersection. In each direction lay one of the Celestial Schools, and from the number of angelic students making their way to and from classes, we’d reemerged right as one period of learning gave way to another. 
 
    That was a very good thing. The presence of other angels was the only thing that kept Judyth from losing her shit all over both of us. 
 
    “Thank you so much for the break,” Maddie said with a curtsy. Even my good-natured angel girlfriend couldn’t help but look awkward however before the look on the Headmistress’s face. Judyth looked like she’d swallowed an entire carton of eggs whole and they were breaking one by one inside of her, filling her with more anger and rage with each passing moment. 
 
    “You were supposed to leave for a minute,” the Headmistress snarled. “Do you have any idea how long you’ve kept me standing here waiting for you? What on Earth did you get up to in that subspace, young lady!?” 
 
    Maddie batted her eyelashes like she didn’t understand the question, giving the Headmistress a confused look. “I just had to wash up,” she said, making a look like she was pained to have upset the woman in charge. “I don’t want to make a bad first impression here, Headmistress. I know I’m on thin ice already. What would the other angels think if I showed up in the Justice School with dirty feet and unkempt hair beneath my halo?” 
 
    “Maddie’s kind of a stickler for that,” I explained, feigning annoyance. “I told her to hurry up, but you know how she is. Ladies, am I right?” 
 
    Judyth didn’t believe either of us in the slightest, but she knew better than to press the point. “Whatever,” she said, shaking her head. “No more breaks for the remainder of the tour. I do have other things to do today, you understand?” 
 
    We understood. The door to our next stop looked as if it had been carved from a solid slab of marble, with a statue of a blindfolded woman holding a sword and a scale next to the entrance. The words “TRUTH” and “RECONCILIATION” had been carved on each side of her scale’s weights, and in the false fresco above the door, the word IUSTICIA was carved like an open wound. 
 
    “Justice,” Maddie translated, adjusting her glasses. 
 
    Judyth nodded. “A laudable goal for an angel,” she said with a sigh. “And one that’s not easily attained. If you’ll follow me…” 
 
    After the Arena and the monastery, I wasn’t sure what to expect from the Justice School. So I found myself nearly laughing with relief when we passed through the doorway and stood in the lobby of what looked like an ordinary courthouse. It looked so much like the law wing of the Greed School back in the Infernal Academy that I felt a strange sense of deja vu. 
 
    “If he be but on a frolic of his own,” I muttered, remembering the demons in silly wigs arguing over this or that point of the law. “Compared to laying in a bed of nails, this would definitely qualify as a frolic.” 
 
    The angels in Fortitude had been dressed for battle; the Temperance angels like monks. The students in Justice wore the black robes of judges, though the funny wigs were nowhere to be found. I figured they would’ve clashed with their halos. One of them passed us as we stood there, moving toward one of the open courtrooms that dotted the hall. As soon as they were inside, the door swung shut as if on invisible strings, beginning the lesson. 
 
    “There are four types of Justice we concern ourselves with in the Celestial Academy,” Judyth explained, dropping into a didactic tone as we made our way down the hall. Her voice was even and soothing—she’d have made a hell of a teacher. “First is distributive justice, involving the just allocation of resources like blessings and divine favors. You have to be able to determine who needs heavenly assistance the most, and how much of it to parcel out to them over a lifetime. Some of the formulas involved are quite complicated.” 
 
    I shot her a sharp glance. “I wasn’t aware that there was a shortage of blessings,” I said, my face screwed up in confusion. “Isn’t the Almighty infinite?” 
 
    Judyth looked well and truly offended. “Luke, what you don’t know about the Almighty could fill every book in our libraries,” she said, evidently considering the insult a mic drop moment. 
 
    “What are the other types of justice?” Maddie asked, filling the void. She looked interested in learning—so interested that I could tell she’d been considering making this School her major ever since she walked through the door. 
 
    Judyth looked pleased by her initiative. “There’s procedural justice, which is most of what you see on TV,” the Headmistress explained. “Resolving disputes between parties, lawsuits, that sort of thing. Then there’s retributive justice: which is dispensing the proper punishment for sins and other trespasses. You’ll want to use neither too heavy a touch or too light when disciplining the wicked…” 
 
    “That sounds like my kind of justice,” I said, turning to glance through the glass front of one of the courtroom’s doors. The material was fogged up like stained glass, so that all I could see were a bunch of blurry angels sitting before a judge. “Smiting the bad guys, right?” 
 
    “Something like that,” Judyth said, her lips forming a tight little line. “Lastly is restorative justice, the exact opposite of retribution. Cherubim dispense it most frequently, to the point that they specialize in it. Stopping abuses, righting wrongs, fixing broken hearts, and soothing old wounds. The good old-fashioned stuff people think about when they say phrases like the better angels of our nature, for example.” 
 
    From the look on Maddie’s face, I could tell this was what she wanted to be doing. I couldn’t blame her—she’d probably be a natural at it. “That sounds so wonderful,” she said, smiling. “Traveling around the world, doing good deeds, spreading joy and peace to the broken hearted... what could be better than that?” 
 
    “Sounds like you want to be Santa Claus,” I said, teasing her lightly. 
 
    Maddie made a face. “Uh huh. I’d do a better job of it than you, mister. If you had the job, half the kids on Earth would get flamethrowers in their stockings. And the other half would wake up Christmas morning to discover their Mom had run off to ‘Santa’s Village’ to get their stockings stuffed…” 
 
    “Language!!!” Judyth yelled, her eyes nearly popping out of her head. 
 
    Maddie frowned. “I didn’t use any bad words that time,” she said, as innocent as could be. 
 
    “Yes, but you... oh, never mind.” Judyth batted the statement away with a wave of her hand and stopped before the door to one particular courtroom. “The Justice School requires quite a bit of study, even compared to the other schools. This makes preparing an introductory exercise for new students more difficult than usual. To test courage, it’s as simple as tossing you into a pit and having you fight your way out. To test knowledge, wisdom?” 
 
    “We’ve got plenty of both,” I said, pulling my girlfriend against me. “Maddie’s smart as a whip.” 
 
    “Of that I have no doubt,” Judyth grumbled, realizing I’d just smuggled the word whip and an image of what could be done with it into her head. To shake the thought off, she opened the door and led us into an empty courtroom, the rows standing silently before the judge’s box. “Wait here. I’m going to get the two of you something.” 
 
    She was only gone for a few moments. Judyth disappeared into a back room, coming back with two sets of glasses. Pale red lenses sat in thick black frames, resembling an even nerdier version of the specs Maddie wore on her face. “These are for your test,” she explained, handing them over. “Since we can’t give you an introductory level of knowledge, we can provide you these.” 
 
    I turned the glasses over in my hand, peering through the lenses. They made everything seen through them look faintly pink, like we were peering through the Kool-Aid man’s pitcher. “What are these things?” 
 
    “Certain souls,” Judyth explained, not tackling my question directly, “have been given dispensation to be used as test subjects in our trials in exchange for better treatment on the ‘other side’. The devices you’ve been given will allow you to peer into the hearts of these people—seeing the truth of their natures. Using this information, you will determine their level of guilt, innocence, and sin.” 
 
    Well, okay. At least this trial wouldn’t hurt. Hell, after the Manticore, the coals and the bed of nails, a little eye exam sounded like a walk in the park. 
 
    “Sure,” I said. “Let’s do this.” 
 
    Judyth gestured at the front of the room. “Approach the bench, then,” she said, pointing. 
 
    Maddie and I did, unsure at first as to what we were supposed to be doing. No one sat in the witness chair—and the highest booth, the one belonging to the judge supposed to preside over court cases, was unoccupied. 
 
    Behind us, Judyth coughed. “Put on the glasses,” she said. 
 
    We did so. Maddie had to sort of slide hers over top of the ones she already wore, affixing them in place with her fingers. As our eyes adjusted, lights flashed in my vision. When they cleared, a middle-aged man sat in the witness chair. He wore the clothes of a construction worker, and his face was stained with dirt. 
 
    “What the hell happened?” the man asked, looking around the courtroom. “What the fuck is this?” 
 
    “Language,” Judyth said, but all the heat had gone out of her voice. “Maddie, you’ll go first. Use your glasses to see to the heart of things. See the truth—and dispense justice, the way the angels do.” 
 
    Maddie squinted behind the thick lenses. For a moment, I was sure she wasn’t going to be able to do anything, then her eyebrows shot up like someone finally able to see the shape inside of one of those Magic Eye puzzles. 
 
    “Your name is Clive,” she said, as if she were reading words floating over the man’s head. “Forty-three, construction worker. Fell from a girder while remodeling the second floor of a college’s gymnasium... broke his neck and died on impact!?” 
 
    The man on the witness stand looked even more shocked than Maddie. “Lady, who are you? The last thing I remember is... is…” 
 
    “Please try to ignore the witness,” Judyth said quickly. “What the condemned says isn’t as important as what you see within. Pierce the heart of the matter, Madeleine—you’re doing wonderfully so far. You’re a natural at this.” 
 
    Coming from the Headmistress, it was high praise. Maddie beamed as she leaned in further, squinting like she was trying to read a faraway sign. 
 
    “Adultery,” she finally whispered. 
 
    The man reacted as if he’d been struck by lightning. “Fuck you saying!?” He tried to rise, only to find his spectral form was unable to leave the witness stand. “I’ve never run around on Lisa, you bitch! I would never do that—” 
 
    “Three waitresses,” Maddie said, her voice growing sad at the mention of her former profession. “One of the secretaries at the construction office, several times during your lunch break. And... oh my gosh. The boss’s daughter!?” 
 
    “You can’t prove any of that!” the man thundered. He couldn’t seem to understand that it didn’t matter anymore. He was far beyond the point where any revelations could hurt him personally. In a very real sense, his future had already been decided. 
 
    “Very good!” Judyth said. She even clapped her hands. “The sin is adultery, yes. You’ve done extremely well to isolate and reveal it so quickly. Now, the punishment?” 
 
    Maddie shrugged. “There’s only one punishment. He goes to the other place, right?” 
 
    “Hey, hey, I’m a good person!” the construction worker protested. “I was a good Dad! I gave money to charity! I helped old ladies crossing the street!” 
 
    “Hey,” I said, waving a hand. “He doesn’t seem that bad. Maybe his wife was cheating on him, too? Shouldn’t we get some context for all this?” 
 
    “I told you,” Judyth snapped. “Try not to listen to the witness. The context is unimportant—the law is all that matters.” 
 
    “Wow,” Maddie said, taking a step back. She took the glasses off, and for her, the witness vanished. “Do I... do I really send him to…?” 
 
    “That’s already been done,” Judyth assured Maddie with a sympathetic look. “Done by professionals before you even got here. These are just... well, they’re kind of copies, I suppose. Like questions in a book.” 
 
    “Cool,” Maddie said, putting the glasses back on. The explanation had soothed her worry. “So, I got the question right?” 
 
    “Indeed you did,” Judyth said. “Luke, it’s your turn.” 
 
    With a little hesitance, I stepped up to the bench. This time a brilliant light flashed, and a young woman barely older than Maddie winked into existence in the witness chair. 
 
    Jesus, I thought. So young. What happened to you? 
 
    The young woman seemed less taken aback than the construction worker. She wore a workout top and a pair of yoga pants, as if she’d been in the middle of a jog or at the gym whenever she’d come to misfortune. Her long brunette hair had been tied up in a ponytail, without a single lock out of place.  
 
    “Hi there,” she said, her eyebrows furrowing together. “Who are you?” 
 
    “Concentrate,” Judyth said, cutting me off before I could say anything. “Use the glasses, Luke. See the truth.” 
 
    It took several moments before I understood what she meant. It really was like solving a Magic Eye puzzle—you had to relax your eyes and contract them in a certain way, until the rose-colored words emerged like a message written in invisible ink around the person’s head. 
 
    “Sarah,” I said, blinking rapidly. “Twenty-One. She was... oh fuck…” 
 
    “Read it,” Judyth said gravely. 
 
    I swallowed hard and continued. “Died in a fire. Burned to death. Shit, that’s so awful.” 
 
    I couldn’t imagine. I was glad this woman, like the construction worker before her, had no memories of her death. To have to re-live such a thing on the witness stand was the kind of pain no one should have to go through, regardless of what they’d done in life. 
 
    Then, to my shock, the woman straightened up. “It was.” 
 
    My jaw dropped open. 
 
    “I was on my morning jog,” the woman explained, her eyes going unfocused as she narrated the final day of her life. “My boyfriend got me this smartwatch for Christmas, and I’d been using it to track my exercise routine. See?” 
 
    She held up a bare wrist. Either the device had been destroyed in the fire, or things like that didn’t transfer along with the spirit on the journey to the other side. 
 
    “It’s nice,” I lied, fighting back tears. “Really nice.” 
 
    “Do not listen to the spirit’s words,” Judyth said from behind me, her voice as cold and sharp as a garrote made of ice. “You are only interested in the sin, Luke. Pierce to the heart of the spirit, and find out what they are to be judged for.” 
 
    That’s what I was supposed to do. Yet I found that I couldn’t. Judyth’s instructions were worse than useless—they were maddening. 
 
    “Did you cause the fire?” I asked instead. I heard Judyth groan. 
 
    The woman on the witness stand shook her head, her ponytail bouncing with the motion. “I was at the corner, about to start heading back, when I saw flames coming from the schoolhouse.” 
 
    “Schoolhouse!?” I was stunned. 
 
    “Luke,” Judyth said warningly. 
 
    But I wasn’t listening to Judyth any longer. My attention was on the woman on the witness stand, Sarah. And her incredible story. 
 
    “I could hear children screaming inside,” she said, speaking about the events almost as if they’d happened to someone else. “The rest of the classrooms were evacuated as soon as the fire alarm went off, but something happened in that room—one of the doors must have been blocked or something like that. I got it open, and I got the kids out, but then... it’s all fuzzy. Something fell on me, or right in front of me, and I was trapped. I could hear the fire trucks over the sound of the flames, so I got down on the floor and tried to keep calm. I remember telling myself they’d be there any second, that they were going to save me.” She stared straight ahead, the beginnings of tears in her eyes. “I guess they didn’t make it in time.” 
 
    “Fuck me,” I said, shaking my head. There were tears rolling down my own cheeks, too, despite what Judyth tried to tell me about not listening to what the spirits in the courtroom had to say. “You ran into a burning building to save kids!?” 
 
    The woman in the witness stand shrugged. “Of course. What else was I supposed to do?” 
 
    Behind me, Judyth cleared her throat. “All of this is beside the point, Luke. You need to pierce the heart of this woman’s existence, discover her sin, and pass judgment on it. Everything else is immaterial.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Are you fucking kidding me?” I snarled, my fingers at the special glasses. The image through the lens wobbled, blurry with tears, and as I lifted the eyewear up an inch, the bottom half of the spirit’s body disappeared. “I’m not passing judgement on this woman. She’s a fucking hero.” 
 
    A hand came down on my shoulder. I turned to see Judyth standing next to me, her angelic face contorted in a grimace. “Luke! This isn’t how we do justice.” 
 
    I couldn’t take it any longer. I ripped the rose-colored glasses off, tossing them across the room. “Then fuck your justice!” I roared. 
 
    The Headmistress took a quick step backward, shocked by the depths of my demonic fury. Maddie moved in, doing her best to calm me down with the nearness of her body. I could feel an itch between my shoulder blades, aching to escape, and I knew without having to check that the wings trying to emerge from my back were anything but angelic in nature. 
 
    “I thought you got justice up here,” I said, staring down Judyth like she was the one personally responsible for all of this. “Silly, stupid me! I figured maybe, once you left the human world and all its bullshit behind, people would actually get what they deserve! But there’s no justice up here, is there? It’s all the law—it’s always just following the goddamn law!” 
 
    Judyth stared at me, her face paling to the color of milk. “Language,” she croaked weakly. All the heat had gone out of her voice. 
 
    “You were right the first time,” I growled, pushing away from Maddie. “This isn’t my school at all. This definitely isn’t my major, any more than self-control is part of my nature. For fuck’s sake, even the demons have a better idea of how to treat each other than you do up here!” 
 
    As I stalked off, Judyth got a second wind. She gripped the back of one of the room’s pews, holding it so tightly her fingers looked white. “Luke, stop right now! I demand that you calm down this instant, and cease besmirching the name of the Celestial Academy!” 
 
    Ignoring her, I turned to leave the courtroom. Only to stop when I realized the door already lay open. 
 
    A redheaded woman stood in the doorway, a faint smile playing over her features. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I came as soon as I heard the yelling,” the redhead explained. “I thought maybe you’d lost control of Demon Boy and he started torturing a sinner or something like that. But he doesn’t look bloody at all…” 
 
    The woman actually looked disappointed to find me in human form. No, not a woman, I thought, giving her a quick once over. A girl. Is she even old enough to go here? 
 
    Most of the students I’d met so far at the Celestial Academy looked like they could have been the same age as Maddie, but this was the first one I’d met to be straight-up younger than her. The ageless look the other angelic students wore had yet to settle on her face, probably because she hadn’t done enough aging for it to be necessary. She was college aged, to be sure, but only just. 
 
    She was also more slender than the average student. Her lithe, coltish body moved with staggering grace as she advanced into the room, a pair of short wings fluttering behind her back. Her halo hung from her crimson curls at a jaunty angle, framing a face that was truly cherubic in its dimensions. A full, pouty mouth, thick lashes, and rich chocolate-brown eyes completed her absolutely stunning appearance. Her simple black robes fit her like high fashion, wrapped around her slight curves in much the same manner as Maddie’s. 
 
    “He started listening to the accused,” Judyth said despairingly. From her tone, I could tell she knew this angel pretty well, and wasn’t terribly surprised to see her stalking into the courtroom. “Got on a tear about how we don’t really do justice in the Justice School, and how we’re all essentially frauds.” 
 
    “Did he now?” The redhead’s interest looked piqued. “How interesting. You wouldn’t be the first student of the Justice School to come away with that initial impression, although very few have ever made so much of a fuss about it. I could hear you all the way from the Advanced Courts, you know.” 
 
    I didn’t know. “Everything’s fine here,” I said, trying and failing to brush past the newcomer. Damn, how could such a small woman block my path so effectively? “No need for anyone to butt their wings in.” 
 
    “Luke, I believe introductions are in order.” Judyth was clearly thankful for the intrusion, as the social occasion put the Headmistress back onto firmer ground. “This is Raquelle, one of our advanced students majoring in Justice. She’s our local prodigy—began taking lessons at the Celestial Academy right after reaching her majority, in fact.” 
 
    “I see,” I said. Raquelle gave me a smug look, as if she were used to being talked up in this manner and didn’t particularly mind it. “No wonder everything’s so screwed up in here.” 
 
    Raquelle’s look of superiority vanished. “Look at you,” she said, wrapping her arms around herself. She spoke in an acid tone, her words calculated to hurt. “Do you truly believe you’re a better judge of right and wrong than centuries of tradition?” 
 
    I thought about the question for all of two seconds. “Absolutely,” I said, jerking a thumb back at the witness stand. “If you people are condemning women who save kids from burning buildings to the fires of Hell, then I know damn well I can do a better job judging character than you!” 
 
    The details took Raquelle back a bit, but she smoothly recovered. “Of course you do,” she said, her lips forming a tight little line. “Like father, like son.” 
 
    “Raquelle!” The Headmistress put her fingers to her lips, scandalized. “Bad behavior from one student does not excuse it in another!” 
 
    The redhead merely shrugged, giving me a look that under any other context would’ve been called a shit-eating grin. Such terms were forbidden of course by the Celestial Academy, even though I’d sworn several times during my anger. 
 
    “I’m not Lucifer’s son,” I said, closing the distance between myself and Raquelle. If I couldn’t intimidate her, maybe I could get under her skin in a different way. “I’m just the guy who’s going to be taking over Hell for him when he retires. If I’m going to be cracking the whip on all those frightened sinners, I want to be sure your people did a good job when you sent them down to me.” 
 
    Raquelle, to her credit, didn’t flinch. “Lucifer isn’t retiring,” she said, rolling her eyes. “He’s dying. And I’ve seen nothing from you that makes me think you have a shot at taking his place, Demon Boy. You need more than a cocky attitude and a few whores in your bed to fill those shoes.” 
 
    “Language!” Judyth shrieked.  
 
    She’s never seen her student go off like this before, I realized, noting the surprise on the Headmistress’s face. Suddenly, I realized I actually was making this Raquelle lose her cool a little bit. I wondered if I could push her even further. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Raquelle cooed, not sounding it in the least. “But it’s not a swear, Headmistress—it’s the truth. Those women are whores. Any woman who goes to bed with a degenerate demon like this deserves every naughty word in the book.” 
 
    Well. That was awkward. 
 
    “Perhaps you’d like to meet Maddie, too,” I said, jerking my thumb in the angel’s direction. “She’s a new student at the Celestial Academy as well. She’s my girlfriend, actually.” 
 
    Raquelle’s eyes widened, a flush rising to her pale, freckled cheeks. “I see.” 
 
    “I see you just called me a whore,” Maddie said, taking a spot next to me. Together we looked fierce, like the warrior angels called to battle against hordes of demonic intruders. “You going to take that back, or are you just going to keep standing there with that smug little look on your face?” 
 
    Raquelle looked upset to discover Maddie and I were together—but not sorry about the original remark in the slightest. “I just find the level of vehemence displayed here against one of the four pillars of the Celestial Academy to be quite... disturbing,” the redhead purred, clasping her hands over her thighs like an innocent naïf. “If these so-called transfer students are willing to trash the very idea of justice right in front of the Headmistress of the school, there’s no telling what they’ll do when there’s not an authority nearby to check them. I wouldn’t welcome the fires of Hell into the Celestial Academy.” 
 
    Something about this girl really irritated me. Sure, she was hot, but she had this stuck-up nature about her that just made me want to bend her over my knee and spank her. If we were down in the Infernal Academy, it would be as easy as doing just that—or at least challenging her to a duel or something to bring her down a peg or two. Unfortunately, we were in the land of the angels now, and I had to just stand there and take it. 
 
    Or did I? 
 
    “We can all be thankful you have nothing to do with making the decisions around here,” I said, brushing her off with a smirk. “I have dispensation from on high to attend the Celestial Academy, and so does Maddie. You have a problem with that, you can take it up with the man upstairs.” 
 
    To say the atmosphere in the courtroom was charged would have been a major understatement. From the way she stared at me, her face warring between disgust and interest, I could tell no one had ever dared challenge Raquelle in this manner before within her own school. She was probably a wunderkind, the precocious kind of student who drove everyone mad when she noted at the end of class that the teacher forgot to assign homework. A stuck-up little brat, in other words. 
 
    It was like she read my mind. Her eyes widened for a moment as I thought the word brat, then an acid little smile spread across her face. “You want to back up those words, Demon Boy?” 
 
    “Any time,” I said, practically rubbing my hands together. I had no idea what I was signing up for, but backing down now would have been a major mistake. 
 
    Raquelle turned on a heel, leaning over to catch the eye of Judyth. “Headmistress, would it be alright if we gave our new student a taste of the advanced course?” 
 
    Judyth looked like she’d have rather done just about anything else, but it was obvious Raquelle was a student used to getting her own way. I got the impression that if the Headmistress had turned her down, she’d have bothered her about it for weeks. 
 
    “You’re not going to listen if I say no, are you?” Judyth said with a sigh. “And I suppose your pride won’t allow you to back down either, will it, Luke?” 
 
    I shook my head, my eyes locked on Raquelle. “Not a chance. Did you hear what she called Maddie?” 
 
    Still, Raquelle didn’t back down. “To be fair, I didn’t call her a whore specifically,” the redhead said without an ounce of shame. “I included all your women in the statement.” 
 
    “That doesn’t make it better,” Maddie said. She sounded like she was on the verge of tears, and I could understand why. Being bullied is never a fun time—especially when it’s by someone who’s one of the leaders of the School you hope to major in. This was a major blow to Maddie’s confidence. One I had to right, fast. 
 
    “Very well,” Judyth said. “Raquelle, you may lead us to an advanced classroom. I’m going to go ahead and assume you already have a lesson in mind?” 
 
    Raquelle curtsied, her manner changing in an instant. Within the span of a blink, the back-talking, bratty redhead turned into the most submissive teacher’s pet imaginable. “Of course, Headmistress,” she said with a giggle, her fingers brushing the bottom of her chin. “I always have several at the forefront of my mind, just in case someone wants to challenge me…” 
 
    Damn her. I didn’t like this girl one bit—though she did arouse the hell out of me. There was something achingly hot about her bratty manner: it made me want to pin her to a bed and pound her until she called me Daddy. Seeing that haughty expression of hers collapse under the power of a toe-curling orgasm would be the sweetest revenge I could get on this girl. I made a mental note to seduce her as soon as possible. 
 
    As we left the room, I reached for the rose-colored glasses I’d left on the floor, but Judyth stopped me. “You won’t be needing those,” the Headmistress informed me with a sigh, tucking the spectacles into a pocket of her robes. “They’re only for introductory students. Advanced courses consider them cheating.” 
 
    “But I am an introductory student,” I protested, right before I decided to forget it. If it would’ve looked dorky to wear the frames in whatever challenge Raquelle wanted to throw at me, then I’d just have to win without them. 
 
    As Raquelle exited the courtroom, Maddie glaring daggers at her narrow back, Judyth grabbed me and pulled me close. “Do you have any idea what you’re doing?” the blonde angel demanded, gritting her teeth. 
 
    “Uh... flirting?” I asked with a grin. 
 
    Judyth looked like she wanted to slap the expression off my face. “That girl is a shark,” the Headmistress whispered, glancing at the door to make sure Raquelle didn’t double back. “She has the sharpest legal mind I’ve seen in decades of teaching. Raquelle is going to try and make an example out of you—she’s planning to humiliate you before the whole Justice School. News of it will spread throughout the student body, and even I won’t be able to protect you from the mockery!” 
 
    I just laughed. “Are you kidding me? That’s what all your students have been trying to do to me since I got here, Judyth. I’d have thought they’d have figured it out by now. You can throw us to the lions, or make us walk on hot coals if you want. We’re not ordinary students. We’re better. We’re going to be running this Academy by the end of the year, Judyth.” I leaned in close, allowing my lips to brush her ear. “And don’t think I’ve forgotten our special arrangement.” 
 
    The blonde angel flushed from the tips of her wings all the way down to her thighs. “That is not what I was offering you,” she gasped, trying to rationalize me away. “If you think I’d sully the name of Celestial Academy by fu... by canoodling with a student!” 
 
    “Oh, you’re gonna,” I said, giving her a good-natured smirk. “Right after I teach your star student a lesson in messing with Lucifer’s finest.” 
 
    With that, I put my arm around Maddie and led her out of the courtroom. Judyth could catch up whenever she had the time. 
 
    As we strode out into the hall, several of the rooms around us began to open. Clearly news of Raquelle’s challenge had spread throughout the School, as eager students took their first looks at me and Maddie and placed their bets on who would come out victorious. From the way they stared, I got the impression I was anything but the favorite. 
 
    “I’m sorry she called you a whore,” I whispered to Maddie as we passed through the crowd. “I’ll pay her back for that later, don’t you worry.” 
 
    A wicked gleam shone in Maddie’s eyes. “Pay her back for it by having that little tramp eat my pussy while you fuck her,” my girlfriend growled, proving once and for all that she was on my wavelength and I’d never find a more perfect partner. “Call me a whore when she’s clearly so turned on by us both she’s soaking those robes of hers!” 
 
    I hadn’t thought Raquelle quite that enchanted by the prospect of a Luke and Maddie sandwich, but I wasn’t about to argue. When Maddie was this upset, I figured there would be only one way to calm her down—and it was the one thing I wasn’t allowed to do in the Celestial Academy. Damn. 
 
    Raquelle’s advanced courtroom turned out to be a room at the end of the hall, behind a section of the building that sloped markedly downward. The temperature dropped with every step, until it was so cold that if I put my tongue against the wall, it would get stuck. Two angels in judicial robes opened the door for Maddie and me, and we were inside. 
 
    This courtroom was bigger and more luxurious than the others. It was also nearly full—the rows of seats were occupied by other students, all of whom craned their necks to see us enter. Just like in the introductory course, no judge sat in the box at the front of the court—that seat, apparently, lay reserved for the Almighty. 
 
    There were, however, witnesses. Two of them, in fact. 
 
    Raquelle stood conversing with one in low tones, keeping her voice quiet enough to not be overheard. Her head jerked sharply upward as I approached, a knowing smile spreading across her gorgeous face. 
 
    “I’m afraid I only challenged you,” she said, giving Maddie a desultory glance. “She can go sit in the gallery, if you like. I’m sure she’ll be cheering you on.” 
 
    Maddie looked like she wanted to throw fists from all the insults this girl kept dishing out, but I kept things cool. “Go on, Maddie,” I said, gesturing at a row near the back of the court. “Take a seat and chill. You know I’ve got this.” 
 
    “I know.” Maddie gave me a quick peck on the cheek, then gave Raquelle the most vicious look I’d ever witnessed a woman give another woman. “Give her hell, baby.” 
 
    Raquelle snickered at the pun. “Here’s how it works,” the redhead explained once Maddie was safely on the way to her seat. “You and I are both going to play a round of Solomon’s Judgement. If one of us guesses correctly and the other doesn’t, that person is declared the winner. Should both of us pass the first round successfully, we play a second round to determine the better judge. If we both somehow make it through that round”—her little laugh at the idea assured me she considered that an impossibility—“then the match is considered a tie. Understood?” 
 
    “I understand,” I told her. “Except I have no idea what Solomon’s Judgement is.” 
 
    Raquelle grinned wickedly. “It’s one of the oldest games in the book,” she said, like she could already taste her victory. “The Good Book, that is. I’ll go first, so you can get a feel for the rules.” 
 
    Even this felt like a trap. But before I could protest, Raquelle stepped forward and a hush fell over the crowd. Without a moment’s hesitation, she climbed into the judge’s chair, straightening her tight black robes as she did so. 
 
    “Today I will mete out the Justice of Solomon,” she intoned, giving the proceedings the solemnity of a ritual. “All rise!” 
 
    As one, the spectators got up from their seats. After a moment of staring straight ahead, nearly startled out of her wits, Maddie joined them. Only I remained lounging next to the bar in front of what would be the plaintiff’s desk in a terrestrial courtroom, unwilling to put up with the fakeness of it all. 
 
    “You may be seated,” Raquelle said smugly. “Bring forth the claimants!” 
 
    The two witnesses straightened up—then floated over in front of the judge. Belatedly, I realized what I’d taken for student volunteers were more spirits, only these could be seen with the naked eye. No special glasses required. 
 
    Both of them looked like young women, maybe a few years older than Maddie and me. Unlike the construction worker or the heroic jogger I’d met earlier, these women’s robes were anything but modern. They wore identical brown tunics, like extras from a movie taking place in Ancient Greece. One’s hair had been shorn close to her scalp, while the other had long raven locks tied up in a crude bun. 
 
    Both of them were crying. 
 
    “Oh please, mighty judge!” The short-haired woman sobbed, gripping the bench. She transitioned so smoothly from staring ahead silently to wide-eyed panic that the effect was like something out of a horror movie. “Please, the baby is mine! That other woman is a treacherous wench—she lies to you!” 
 
    Baby? Oh shit—I’d missed that part. At the same time that the spirits floated into their assigned places, an infant materialized right in front of the chair where Raquelle sat. For the moment, it seemed content to coo and sigh, staring blankly at its surroundings, but I’d babysat my cousin’s kid enough to know looks were deceiving. 
 
    The second woman, the one with the bun, let out a haughty scoff. “Look at the child’s eyes,” she declared, pointing at the phantom child laying before Raquelle. “The color of my eyes and the baby’s are the same! What green-eyed bitch can make a blue-eyed child!?” 
 
    As the two women squabbled, their situation lit a fuse in the back of my skull. Topics from Bible school I’d forgotten from decades ago came trickling back into my consciousness—something about two women arguing over a baby… 
 
    “Solomon’s Judgement,” I muttered, the answer so obvious I nearly slapped my face. “So that’s what we’re doing here.” 
 
    From what I remembered of the story, King Solomon had threatened to cut the baby in half. The move revealed the child’s true mother: the woman who’d rather see the baby raised by another woman than watch it die. 
 
    As I watched Raquelle stare intensely at each woman in turn, I realized there’d be no easy fix for this game. Solomon’s Judgement wasn’t about coming up with a clever solution—it was about finding the truth. 
 
    “Both of you stop,” Raquelle said suddenly. She pointed at the haughty woman with the bun hairdo, the one who’d spoken about the child’s eye color. “You are telling the truth. The child is yours.” 
 
    The woman she’d indicated began to cheer and cry, scooping the child into her arms. The short-haired woman’s shoulders sank as she dissipated, fading away within the span of an instant. Mother and child stood embracing a moment longer before they too faded away, leaving only a single beam of light shining from the ceiling of the court where they’d been standing. 
 
    A deep, booming voice uttered a single word: “Correct.” 
 
    “Score!” Raquelle did a little dance, like a football player in the end zone. “I never lose a game of Solomon’s Judgement, Luke. You have no idea what you’ve walked into.” 
 
    As I approached the bench, I realized what I’d failed to notice before—the looks on the faces of the crowd. They weren’t rooting for me, of course, but neither were they rooting against me. They just looked... resigned, somehow, as if they were just waiting for the humiliation to be over. Like this had all been decided well in advance. 
 
    What did they know that I didn’t? 
 
    “So that’s it?” I asked, putting my hands on my hips. Since I couldn’t be knowledgeable about what was going on, I decided to be brave, instead. “You just decide who’s lying and give the baby to them? That’s all?” 
 
    “That’s all?” Raquelle jumped out of the judge’s seat, her short wings fluttering as she landed before me. “That’s Solomon’s Judgement, Demon Boy. Let’s see if you can tell who’s guilty and innocent without those special glasses of yours.” 
 
    I could do that. As I prepared to ascend to the seat Raquelle had just occupied, however, Judyth stopped me. Several people looked surprised at the intrusion of the Headmistress into the proceedings, but the resigned expressions on most spectators remained. 
 
    “There’s less shame in forfeiting, you know,” Judyth whispered, dropping her voice low enough not to be heard by anyone else above the murmur of the crowd. “Among the Justice School, recognizing you’re beaten and giving up gracefully carries less shame than trying and being decimated by a superior opponent.” 
 
    I forced a smile to my face. “I don’t intend to lose.” 
 
    “You will.” Judyth didn’t look like she was trying to get my goat; in fact, she looked to be more on my side than ever. She just didn’t have any hope for me here. “Raquelle has never lost a game of Solomon’s Judgement. Only one student has ever even tied her. The second round is exponentially more difficult than the first, and Raquelle is, as I said, a shark.” 
 
    I felt my eyebrows furrow together. “That’s bullshit. There’s only two possible answers, right? One girl is the baby’s mom or the other is. That means even if I just blindly guess, I’ve got a fifty-fifty shot of having the right answer. Someone has to win every now and then, just from sheer luck.” 
 
    Judyth shrugged. “All I can tell you is she’s never lost, Luke. Do yourself a favor: back down now. Neither you nor Maddie are cut out for this school, we know that now. Let’s go tour Prudence…” 
 
    If it had been just me, I might have taken her up on her offer. I didn’t really want anything to do with the Justice School—and if I had, I would’ve lost my desire after being commanded to send a hero like that poor jogger to Hell. But it wasn’t just my honor that was on the line—Maddie’s was, too. Plus, she liked Justice. I wasn’t about to ruin her chances of scoring the Major she wanted. 
 
    If you embarrass her, though, a little voice whispered in the back of my head, you just might… 
 
    I dismissed it with a shake of the head. No, there was more going on here than met the eye. How could Raquelle possibly win this game every time she played? It was like guessing which side of a coin would come up heads or tails, and getting it right every time. No one could be that good. 
 
    Could they? 
 
    I climbed into the bench, scanning the faces of the crowd. They didn’t expect much from me; I could tell. Almost as soon as I’d settled into the chair, the shades of two women in that same Greco-Roman dress winked into existence in front of the bench. 
 
    A moment later, a baby sat in front of me. 
 
    I wouldn’t have thought a thing like that would affect me, but the sight of the infant wriggling on the edge of the bench shook me to my core. Before I could stop myself, I wrapped my hands around it and pulled it closer, protecting it from falling. The crowd began to snicker knowingly at the gesture. 
 
    “It’s not a real baby, Demon Boy,” Raquelle whispered, her voice filled with triumph. “You’re embarrassing yourself.” 
 
    Embarrassed? Hell! I’d give her something to be embarrassed about. 
 
    “Today, I will... uh... mete out the Justice of Solomon,” I said, letting the baby go. “You may all be seated.” 
 
    No one had risen in the first place. Damn it. Raquelle grinned like she was lapping up every minute of this. 
 
    As quickly as it had happened for my rival, the first shade approached the bench and began weeping. This woman was much older than either of the two girls who’d been begging Raquelle for their baby—so much so that I initially assumed she was a grandmother asking for her grandbaby, rather than the child’s actual mother. 
 
    “Please,” the woman whimpered, clutching at the bench like someone clinging to the edge of a cliff. “That woman stole my baby! Please, little Mieko, come back home to Mommy…” 
 
    The second woman’s face twisted harshly. “Lying slut! Look at this woman—she’s well past the age of being able to bear children! The old hag was unable to conceive a child of her own, and so she stole mine! Right out of my basket in the marketplace, like a common thief!” 
 
    “Did not!” 
 
    “You trollop!” 
 
    I stared from one woman to the next, looking for some sign that either of the shades were lying. Both of them seemed totally credible. Try as I might to discern some secret signal in the way their eyes moved, or the tone of their voices, I saw nothing but two women very concerned about who would get to raise their baby. 
 
    I squinted hard, trying to do the Magic Eye trick without the glasses. It didn’t work. 
 
    “Oh Luke?” That was Raquelle, who couldn’t resist inserting herself into my trial. “You need to make up your mind, Demon Boy. Have you figured out which one is the real mother yet? I saw it ages ago.” 
 
    “Just making up my mind,” I muttered, trying again to see something. I even reached for my demonic magic, hoping it might light up a clue or something of that nature. No dice. 
 
    Alright, Luke, I told myself. Fifty-fifty shot. Take a pick. Heads, or tails? 
 
    I couldn’t tell you what drove me to choose the older woman. Maybe it was some affinity for her, or maybe the word trollop just sounded a little too off-the-mark to be used by someone who looked like they should have had posters of Hercules on their bedroom walls. Either way, I pointed my finger at her, and she made a face like the sun had just come out from behind a cloud. 
 
    “This woman is the child’s true mother,” I said, my heart thundering against my ribs. “I have spoken.” 
 
    The older woman grabbed up the child and pulled it to her breast, sobbing with relief. The second shade winked out almost immediately, disappearing in a puff of offended smoke. For several moments, mother held child, then the whole tableau disappeared, leaving that golden beam of light behind. 
 
    Again, that deep voice sounded out over the courtroom: 
 
    “Correct.” 
 
    I let out a low, heavy sigh. Fuck. I’d guessed correctly. It had only been a guess! 
 
    A smattering of polite applause greeted the news that I’d passed the first round. I’d have expected to maybe get a little bit more respect, but the reaction on my face must have made it clear to everyone in the courtroom I’d only been guessing. 
 
    Raquelle stamped a foot against the floor, kicking out unconsciously before getting a hold of herself. “Well done, Demon Boy. But even a stopped clock is right twice a day. You won’t pass the second round. No one does.” 
 
    I climbed down from the bench, my legs trembling slightly. Raquelle seemed so damned certain of herself that it set off alarm bells inside my brain. 
 
    “How’d you know which woman was the child’s mother?” I asked. Maybe in her smugness, she’d let slip some clue that would let me judge the second round more fairly. “What tipped you off?” 
 
    With an acid smile, Raquelle leaned in like she was going to kiss me. The nearness of her body made me painfully aware of how short and slender she was compared to my muscular body—and how I could exploit that in the bedroom. God, she’d be like a toy in my arms! 
 
    “If you really want to know,” Raquelle purred, licking her lips, “all you have to do is ask me nicely. And admit to all these folks that you don’t know jack shit about Justice, Demon Boy.” 
 
    I might have accepted her first request. But the second? No way. 
 
    “We’ll see how you do in the second round,” I told her, stepping away to give her room to approach the bench. “Good luck.” 
 
    The atmosphere in the room shifted. People leaned forward in their seats, even as the looks of resignation in their faces deepened. Whatever was supposed to happen in the second round to make it so much harder, apparently people couldn’t wait to see it. 
 
    I thought I was ready for anything. But what happened next surprised the hell out of me. 
 
    As Raquelle settled into her seat, the light shimmered across the courtroom—and five ghostly women appeared. 
 
    My eyes widened like saucers as all five of them approached the bench, jostling and fighting to be the first to speak to Raquelle. Another baby blinked to life on the edge of the bench, nearly forgotten in the rush of female bodies jockeying for space. 
 
    “Five women!?” I gasped. “How could five women fight over the same baby?” 
 
    “It’s less about the principle of the thing,” Judyth said gravely behind me, “and more about making sure there’s a clear winner.” 
 
    As I watched, Raquelle pulled each woman to the bench and spoke with them in low tones. There was none of the weeping and rending of garments involved with the first round—each spirit seemed almost comically determined to keep the audience from hearing a single word of the deliberations. This went on for ten minutes or so, Raquelle asking each of the women a few questions and getting nods or a shake of the head in return. 
 
    Finally, the redhead settled back in the judge’s seat with a happy sigh. “I have decided,” she said, pointing at a woman near the back of the pack with two blonde pigtails. “This woman is the child’s true mother. They may be reunited.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Each of the other four spirits dissipated like a fading rainstorm as the blonde grasped the child, sobbing and thanking Raquelle. The redhead yawned as the spirit babbled her thanks, as if this whole exercise bored her. Raquelle made all this look easy. She’d never lost. 
 
    Now I understood why. The second round added more chances to fail, and Raquelle never guessed wrong. 
 
    The redhead stepped down from the bench, the smug smile back on her face and stronger than ever. “Beat that,” she said, taking a seat behind the plaintiff’s desk as she prepared to watch me lose. 
 
    The eyes of everyone in the court were on me. One round remained—the best I could possibly do was tie the prodigy of the Justice School. I had a one in five chance of doing that, and four women trying to deceive me with lies. 
 
    I need a little magic, I thought, swallowing as I made my way to the judge’s seat. Okay, angel powers, we can do this… 
 
    As soon as I sat down, five spirits blazed to life, just like with Raquelle. Unlike Raquelle, however, the five women in their Roman tunics refused to wait their turn—they rushed the bench, grabbing at the baby that had just materialized in front of me like they wanted to rip it to pieces. I had to hold the baby and pull it to my chest to keep it from their clutches, which caused it to start screaming and whining. The noise made it hard to think. 
 
    I caught a glimpse of Raquelle’s smug smile from the other side of the courtroom. She knew she’d won—I’d never be able to tame these five women enough to get their stories, much less choose the one who was supposed to be the baby’s actual mother. I was about to be humiliated in front of the entire court. 
 
    Wincing, I caught and held Maddie’s gaze. Her face was filled with sympathy, even as I made an ass of myself in the first School she’d shown genuine interest in. Suddenly, I realized I couldn’t do this while I was holding a baby, and I needed her help. 
 
    “Maddie!” I said, too loudly. The squabbling women in front of me all fell silent. “Uh, Madeline. Could you approach the bench, please?” 
 
    All heads turned to Maddie as she made her way up, but my girlfriend barely even noticed. She came to the bench and extended her arms, reaching for the child. “You need me to hold that, babe?” she asked, her eyes shining with maternal instinct. 
 
    Oh shit. Am I implying I want Maddie to have my babies? I could worry about that later.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said, handing her the infant. “You look cute.” 
 
    “Shhh,” she said, putting a finger to her lips. Then she turned her attention to the child, rocking it in her arms. “That’s okay, little guy. I’ve got you now…” 
 
    The spectacle was almost enough to distract the crowd from the contest at hand. Almost. 
 
    Raquelle broke away first, turning her gaze back on me. She leaned against her desk, pressing the advantage she knew she’d won over me. “Go on,” she said, grinning from ear to ear. “Investigate! Figure out which woman is the baby’s mother! Unless you want to do things the old school way!” 
 
    As if by magic, a sword materialized in the air in front of Raquelle. 
 
    “But if your version of ‘Justice’ leads you to murder a child, Luke, then it’s no justice at all,” the redhead stated. “I think you’ve lost the right to criticize the followers of the Justice School, haven’t you? Maybe you should apologize now in front of your peers and get it over with…” 
 
    A film covered my vision. The world flashed red as I reached unconsciously for my demonic powers, the wings buried in my back screaming to be free. But the only thing worse than looking like an idiot in front of all these people would be transforming into a demon. That would prove that I wasn’t one of them—that I had no right to be here at the Celestial Academy. If I did that, I might as well expel myself, too. 
 
    Instead, I stared at Maddie. She looked so good holding that baby—like goodness and light itself. Suddenly, the idea of making a family with her didn’t seem so bad at all. Hell, it sounded good. Right. Like the way things were supposed to be… 
 
    I didn’t notice the wave of white in my vision until it had already taken hold. That tingly feeling spread through my body, and angelic wings rippled from my shoulders. Gasps of shock echoed through the crowd as my new powers took hold. 
 
    Yet Raquelle didn’t budge. Her smug expression refused to fade; even in the sight of my Celestial might, she seemed certain I would lose. 
 
    Why? 
 
    I needed to find the answer. And so I did the only thing I could: I reached into the heart of the spirit next to me, searching for its true nature. 
 
    And the next. And the next. 
 
    I discovered the problem almost immediately. Walls of some strange power corroded the hearts of these spirits, occluding them from view. It was like trying to peer through a brick wall—yet my new angelic power sliced through the bonds like a hot knife through butter. I saw the truth of each spirit’s heart, their real motives for being in the courtroom that afternoon. 
 
    I saw the lie. 
 
    And I saw my answer. 
 
    “Raquelle,” I said, forcing the tide of angelic power back down. 
 
    The redhead straightened, startled for a brief moment. Then the shutters came back down, and her bratty manner reasserted itself. “What’s wrong, Demon Boy? Giving up already? Come on, one of them’s got to be the answer—” 
 
    “I’m impressed,” I said simply. “How’d you manage to rig Solomon’s Judgement without the Headmistress knowing?” 
 
    You could have heard a pin drop in the courtroom. Shock dawned on Judyth’s face as she realized the import of my words. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Raquelle said, cocking an eyebrow. “You can’t win the game, so you accuse the ref of cheating? God, you really are pathetic—” 
 
    “I’ve decided,” I said, standing up from the chair abruptly. Now the entire courtroom shared Judyth’s shock. “Whatever you are up there who’s judging all this, here’s my answer. None of these women are the baby’s mother. All of them are plants put here by Raquelle, so that she never loses a round of Solomon’s Judgement. I have spoken.” 
 
    This time, there was no joyous moment of reunion between mother and child. The five spirits simply winked out like a candle’s flame before a strong wind, leaving Maddie holding nothing but air as the baby disappeared in the same moment. A single beam of light descended from the ceiling of the courtroom, illuminating the space just in front of the bench. 
 
    Every single angel’s heart skipped a beat as the deep voice cleared its throat and spoke: 
 
    “Correct.” 
 
    The courtroom erupted in a furor. Angry voices rang out as angels stood up, yelling about how they’d been tricked. Judyth had to quickly turn away from the confrontation she wanted to have with Raquelle to calm the crowd down, waving her hands like a semaphore operator trying to guide a wayward plane down to the runway. 
 
    I let the chaos go on for a few moments longer, not budging from the judge’s box. Then I reached out and sent a wave of light thrumming through the court. 
 
    “Silence!” I roared, like the lion of Heaven himself. 
 
    The courtroom fell silent. Raquelle couldn’t even look at me—she stared at a point between her feet, her eyes wide with utter disbelief. 
 
    “Luke,” Judyth said into the sudden silence. “I cannot believe this!” 
 
    I held up a hand. “Raquelle,” I said, unable to keep a bit of smugness from my tone after everything I’d been through. “Approach the bench, please.” 
 
    To her credit, she did so. Though her hands were balled into fists and she couldn’t stop shaking, Raquelle marshalled her courage and stood before me. Maybe the Fortitude School is more her speed, I thought, chuckling at my own humor. 
 
    I looked her up and down for a few seconds, savoring my unlikely victory. We might have only tied in Solomon’s Judgement, but there was no doubt in the minds of anyone within the courtroom who the winner was. 
 
    “You’re wasted up here,” I finally said, leaning down with a smile. “With finesse like that, you’d fit right in at the Infernal Academy, Raquelle.” 
 
    A single tear rolled down the redhead’s cheek. “Do not mock me,” she said, finally raising her head to meet my eye. “You abomination!” 
 
    “Look who’s talking,” I shot back, completely unfazed. I’d been called worse—by better. “I really do want an answer, by the way—how’d you rig the game without anyone figuring it out? You bribe the spirits, maybe? Lord only knows what you had to give them to keep their mouths shut…” 
 
    “Not the women,” Raquelle said. Now that she’d been found out, her voice was curiously bereft of emotion. “Do you have any idea how many spirits I’d have to juggle to do that? And there’d always be the risk of one of them opening their stupid mouths and blabbing to the wrong angel.” 
 
    I understood immediately. “The baby, then,” I said, the grift finally clicking. 
 
    The ghost of a smile flickered across Raquelle’s face. “One of the spirits thinks she’s the baby’s mother, but I switch the spirit right before they materialize. Before the mother can think to protest, she’s already back on the other side. Even if she wanted to tattle to someone, it’s not like you can get a message back to the Celestial Academy from there.” 
 
    “So you’ve been doing this for a while,” I said, watching her nod. “There’s something I’m curious about, Raquelle. Don’t bother lying to me—I think we both know there’s no point now.” 
 
    Raquelle sniffed hugely. “You’ve humiliated me in front of the entire Celestial Academy. I’m the laughing stock of all angelkind. I’m going to get expelled for this.” 
 
    “I’ll be the judge of that,” I said. Judyth, who’d been in the middle of approaching Raquelle to drag her out of the courtroom, stopped mid-stride and gave me the most shocked look I’d ever seen. “After all, we’re still in court, right? I’m still the judge?” 
 
    “Technically,” Raquelle muttered. 
 
    “Technically correct is the only kind of correct you people recognize,” I said, getting into my role a bit now. I felt loose and free, having evaded Raquelle’s trap. “What I want to know is this. You rigged the game so that other angels would lose. Did you also rig it so that you would always win?” 
 
    It was a subtle distinction. If Raquelle also bombed the second round, she’d have tied any other member of the student body. But considering how easily the girl passed both rounds, I figured it was more likely she was the real deal. 
 
    Raquelle shook her head. “No, never. And that’s the Almighty’s truth, I swear it.” 
 
    I nodded. “Those were some wicked wards protecting the hearts of those spirits. You cook those up yourself?” 
 
    Now that she’d admitted the worst of it in open court, Raquelle seemed almost eager to give me all the details. “Yes. I knew that nobody else in this School would be able to pierce them. And if they did, well—the game was rigged from the start, right? I’d always be number one, no matter what.” 
 
    “No matter what,” I agreed. “You’re young, aren’t you, Raquelle?” 
 
    Her expression hardened. “What’s that got to do with it?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Only that people probably looked at you sideways when you first started attending the Celestial Academy. Maybe some of the angels didn’t think someone so inexperienced could ever earn her halo and her wings. They might have even called you an abomination or something vile like that behind your back.” 
 
    The irony wasn’t lost on Raquelle. Her cheeks burned with shame. “Something like that.” 
 
    “So I understand where you’re coming from,” I told her. “But you shouldn’t have fucked with me. You pushed your luck when you started shit with an heir of Lucifer—and you knew it. You wanted to humiliate me, and look at you now.” 
 
    Raquelle began to cry. Honestly, I lost a bit of respect for her in that moment. I know, it’s supposed to make me a jerk to be upset by the sight of a woman crying. I’d seen plenty, and I’d never gotten angry at it before. It was the hypocrisy of the whole thing—if I’d broken down in tears after losing, Raquelle would have shown no mercy toward me. 
 
    Why do it to her? Why not let Judyth expel the little brat? 
 
    Two reasons. One; she really did have truth-sensing power like no other angel in this school. 
 
    And two: she was really, really hot. 
 
    “I’ve made my decision,” I said, stepping down from the bench. “I’m definitely not cut out for the Justice School. And as for you, Raquelle—” 
 
    “I’ll handle the discipline here,” Judyth snapped, cutting me off. Her attempt to reassert control of the situation was so shameless it was almost funny. “You’ve done more than enough, Luke. Exposing cheating in the student body is a laudable act—to think, one of our most promising students was rigging logic and justice games in her favor to take the top spot among the student body…” 
 
    “Forgive me,” I said, not wanting this to hurt Judyth. “But I’m still in charge here. And as I’m the one she wronged—I get to be the one to pass judgement.” 
 
    The Headmistress looked like she wanted to argue the point. But just then, with the kind of timing that could only have come straight from the Almighty, a beam of that golden light gleamed down from the ceiling. 
 
    “Correct,” the deep voice said. I swore this time it sounded like it was trying not to laugh. 
 
    “Exactly,” I said, peering down at Raquelle. The defeated redhead had lost the ability to look at me: she stood there like a penitent awaiting the headsman’s axe. “So, for cheating, crimes against your student body, and general behavior completely unbecoming the conduct of an angel, I hereby sentence you to…” 
 
    The crowd froze. Was I pronouncing a sentence of expulsion? Of death? Either seemed likely. 
 
    Raquelle tensed up, her body shaking like a leaf. Next to her, Judyth looked like she wanted to throw up. 
 
    Only Maddie remained calm. She caught my eye and grinned—I think she’d already figured out what I was going to do. Like I said, she and I were on the same wavelength like nobody’s business. 
 
    “...Dual Enrollment,” I finished with a flourish. 
 
    Raquelle glanced up with one eye open, like she’d expected a dagger through the chest. Then horror filled her features. “What!?” 
 
    “Like I said,” I told her, grinning from ear to ear. “You’re wasted up here, girl. With instincts like those, you ought to be attending the Infernal Academy. You’d be running the place within a week.” 
 
    Before Raquelle could react, Judyth pushed the girl aside. “Luke, you cannot do that,” the Headmistress said firmly. “No one is allowed to attend both Academies—you only received special dispensation because of your relationship to the Prince of Darkness…” 
 
    “So run it by him,” I said with a shrug. “Personally, I think he’ll get a kick out of it. Lucifer always did enjoy a good joke.” 
 
    The courtroom erupted in conversation. To Judyth’s surprise, the assembled angels didn’t look as shocked as she’d expected. 
 
    “You don’t... you really think I’d be a good fit for the Infernal Academy?” Raquelle asked. 
 
    I leaned in close, dropping my voice to a whisper. “Oh yeah,” I said, nodding eagerly. “That trick rigging the exam—that’s the kind of initiative the faculty downstairs just loves. And just between you and me? The demons down there are way easier marks than the angels up here.” 
 
    Raquelle’s face filled with an indescribable emotion. “Reeeeally,” the redhead purred, heretofore undreamed of possibilities filling her angelic school. “That is so interesting—” 
 
    “This is not happening,” Judyth said, snatching the girl away. “Uh uh. Forget it!” 
 
    “Luke has made his decision,” Maddie said, stepping around the crowd. Angels were already filing out of the courtroom, going back to their classes now that the drama was done. “And frankly, I think it’s a good one. I’ve been to both Academies already, and I think an exchange student program would be a fantastic idea.” 
 
    Judyth stared at Maddie and me like we’d each grown a second head and started using them to make out. “You’re all cracked,” she muttered, looking at Raquelle like she’d never seen her before. “You’re actually thinking of agreeing to this?” 
 
    “She’s got ambition,” I said proudly. “She’s pretty fucking evil. She’ll fit in with the Infernal set like a house on fire, Judyth. Come on, we’ll talk about it later.” I took the Headmistress’s hand, guiding her out of the courtroom. “Right now, I want to see the Prudence School. I think it’s time you introduced me to the seat of this Academy’s power…”

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If Judyth had her way, we’d probably have called the tour early. The Celestial Academy was in an uproar, the news of Raquelle’s humiliation spreading through the student body with the speed only good gossip can achieve. The Headmistress had several fires to put out, and even knowing about our ‘special arrangement’, she probably had places she needed to be that were more important than playing tour guide to two new students. 
 
    I decided to push my luck. “If you need to go take care of things, Judyth, Maddie and I understand. We’re perfectly capable of checking out the Prudence School on our own.” 
 
    The three of us stood in the intersection between the Temperance, Justice, and Prudence schools, shortly after making our way back from the courthouse. The reception to Maddie and I had warmed considerably since our last visit here—both of us were the focus of quite a bit of attention. Students clapped me on the back warmly as we passed, shooting us a thumbs-up or asking if we were coming to the fraternity mixer. 
 
    If I’d given Judyth the hardest, most primal fucking of her life, I don’t think I’d see her as flustered as I did right then. The revelation that her most prized student in the Justice School had been tipping the scales in her favor—and that the truth had been brought to life by an ‘abomination’ from the Infernal Academy—shocked the blonde angel to her core. 
 
    “Oh no,” Judyth said, laughing a bit. “You two have gotten into enough trouble already. I shudder to think what mischief you would get into without me to hold you back.” 
 
    I snickered at the thought of it. “It’s no trouble at all,” I assured the Headmistress. 
 
    Judyth gave me the same look she’d had on her face when Maddie and I emerged from my subspace looking suspiciously refreshed and giggly. She crossed her arms beneath her ample breasts, staring daggers at me. “I’ll finish the tour,” the Headmistress said, the words falling from her lips like heavy stones. 
 
    The final door of the tour was both more ornate and more imposing than any we’d stepped through thus far. The word PRUDENTIA had been carved above its lintel, in a flowing script like a celebrity’s signature. For the first time I wondered who’d put all these decorations here, though I definitely didn’t risk Judyth’s ire by asking unnecessary questions. 
 
    “Prudence is the ‘prime’ school of the Celestial Academy,” the Headmistress explained as we closed the distance. The students unlucky enough to be out and in our party’s way had learned by now to clear a lane for the Headmistress and her charges, lest they be run over. “Many comparisons have been made between the Prudence School of the Celestial Academy and the Pride School of the Infernal, though I wouldn’t recommend making any in front of our students. Regardless, both form the officer corps of their respective sides. Prudence is focused on strategy, wisdom, and divination—as well as defensive magic such as wards and shields.” 
 
    “Sounds like my kind of place,” I said, stopping before a knob in the shape of a massive harp. “I like it already.” 
 
    “I assumed you would,” Judyth said without rancor. “Considering your performance so far during the tour, I’d say Fortitude and Justice would be a fit for you. Temperance, not so much. The resisting of temptation is most certainly not your strong suit.” 
 
    I could tell she was still thinking of the quick extracurricular break between Temperance and Justice that I’d shared with Maddie. Judyth would probably blown it up into something even worse than it truly was, her mind filling in whippings and orgies and debauchery when really, it had just been a quick BJ between a guy and his girlfriend. But admitting that would have been as good as submitting my request for expulsion, so I kept my mouth shut. 
 
    Instead, I changed the topic. “Not really feeling the Justice School,” I said. “Maddie seems to like it, though. Repairing old wrongs and all that stuff.” 
 
    Judyth seemed taken aback. “Really? You embarrassed the top student of the school in front of the entire student body, Luke. I’d have thought you’d be a shoo-in to take her place.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I’m more of a combat guy. Hands-on, you know? I’m thinking of a major in Prudence with a minor in Fortitude. Plus, I promised Gordon I’d help him spar against some demons later.” 
 
    Judyth sighed and rolled her eyes. “Of course. Gordon. Well, I won’t try and force you,” she said with a tone that told me she’d totally try to force me later. 
 
    Before I could come back with a cutting remark, however, a pair of angels grabbed the harp-shaped knobs and opened the door to Prudence. An icy, arctic wind blew against me, like a bucket of cold water in my face. 
 
    “Oh wow that’s cold!” Maddie said, shivering as she wrapped her wings around her. Even that didn’t fully protect from the elements, and she had to press her body against mine as we stepped through the doorway. Why was the Prudence School so freaking chilly? Was there a problem or something? 
 
    The path sloped sharply upward—the three of us had entered a short rock tunnel. Crystals of ice covered the walls, filling the earth above our heads with dozens of tiny, distorted reflections of our own faces. I stared at them as we made our way upward, emerging from the small cave into a much larger, cavernous space. 
 
    Then all I could see was the castle. 
 
    It stood in the center of the underground space like something from a fairy tale, carved from solid ice. A hill of snow surrounded it on all sides, despite there being nowhere for snow to fall. Massive towers of clear blue ice rose to the ceilings, with carved windows and frescoes and even a drawbridge frozen forever in time. 
 
    I couldn’t help it—my first thought was that I’d stepped right into the Fortress of Solitude from Superman. More massive ice crystals covered the walls, splitting the light into fractals of green and blue that made the place feel like some mammoth cave under the Himalayan mountains. I stood in the snow in mute amazement, just staring at it for long moments as Judyth and Maddie waited for me to catch up. 
 
    As an icy wind blew through the massive cave, I saw dozens of tiny shapes flying around the castle’s towers. Making our way up the path, these resolved into angels, soaring through drills and taking part in mock combat exhibitions. Only these weren’t the warriors I’d seen back at the Fortitude School—these were elite troops, the best of the best. Their weapons and uniforms marked them as separate from the pack, the ones who led other angels into heavenly battle. 
 
    My arms and legs began to tingle. The cold felt really, really intense. My demonic powers, which had done such a good job of shielding me from hot coals and beds of nails during my tour of the Temperance wing, did almost nothing to protect me here. Maddie shivered almost as badly as I did, her nipples poking through the thin fabric of her white robes. 
 
    “It’s colder than my ex-girlfriend in here,” I said, avoiding any of the naughty words that might trigger the Headmistress. “What gives?” 
 
    Judyth looked distressed by the weather as well, though she’d clearly prepared for it. “The extreme cold of this place acts as a bulwark against the fires of Hell,” she explained, the words steaming like smoke from her lips. “Our students frequently open portals to the Infernal realm in order to test the strength of their defensive wards, and we needed some way to avoid cross-contamination. This frigid underground cave absorbs the heat.” 
 
    “I’ll say,” Maddie whimpered, her teeth chattering together. “Feels like it’s about to drain the warmth right out of my body…” 
 
    Her pain set off all of my protective instincts at once. “I’ll take care of you, baby,” I said, wrapping my arms around her and holding her tight. “Need me to conjure a little fire to keep you warm?” 
 
    Before she could say yes, Judyth cut her off. “None of that,” the Headmistress snapped, separating us forcefully. “It’s nowhere near as cold inside the castle. We’ll head there presently.” 
 
    With that, she led us through the snow, leaving angel-sized footprints in her wake. Maddie and I followed, while I spent the first part of the walk wondering why she didn’t just fly over to the castle and save herself the chill in her feet. 
 
    The ground sloped steadily upward as we braved the castle path, the ‘intended way’ to the front gate helpfully marked by a white picket fence straight out of a country song. As we drew closer, we realized that a whole lot of activity happened outside of the intended path. Groups of angels dotted the landscape, clustered around circles where the snow had been melted away. As I watched, a flash of light around one caused several angels to cheer and clap one of their fellows on the back. 
 
    “What’s that over there?” I asked, pointing. 
 
    Neither Judyth nor Maddie looked like they wanted to spend more time out in the cold than absolutely necessary, but the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy had a duty to show us everything the school had to offer. So Judyth heaved a heavy sign and fluttered over the fence, inviting us to do the same. 
 
    “Some of our students are practicing wards,” Judyth explained, gesturing at the nearest patch of melted snow. A half-dozen angels clustered around it, wearing thick jackets with fur fringes against the biting cold. “I’ll let you take a peek. The process generates some of the only warmth we get in this School, outside of the heating systems inside of the Castle…” 
 
    Where the snow had melted lay a bare patch of earth, with a few scraggly grasses struggling to grow. An angel in the ermine robes of an instructor watched as a younger student drew a complicated symbol in the dirt with a piece of chalk, filling it with runes and curlicues like something out of a grimoire. 
 
    As the student finished, the instructor took a long, hard look over the design. After a long moment where worry showed on the student’s face, the instructor gave a short nod and a thumb’s up. “Looks good,” the angel said. “Care to test it?” 
 
    The rest of the students stepped back, giving the ward plenty of room. As Maddie and I watched, the instructor spread their arms, sparks flying from their fingers. Arcs of electric power flowed down their arms, seeking the center of the design. Where they struck, a rent opened up in the earth beneath the ward, opening a portal. A portal that led to… 
 
    I gasped. Maddie tensed up next to me. I recognized those flames. 
 
    Through the expanding portal in the ground, I saw the silhouette of the Infernal Academy. This angel had just opened a portal to my alma mater, using the connection to test the strength of the student’s ward. 
 
    It was tested hard, indeed. As soon as the portal opened, a wall of fire rose up to fill the rent. Tongues of flame lapped at the edges of the ward, prompting both student and instructor to take a worried step backward. Yet the ward held—nothing came through the design save for a wave of heat. The students clustered around the melted patch sighed contentedly—both because their classmate had succeeded, and because it was suddenly as balmy as a summer’s day. 
 
    “Man, that feels good,” I said, stepping closer to the ward. Through the walls of flame, the students of the Infernal Academy looked like ants as they scuttled from the various buildings to the dorms and back. An unexpected wave of homesickness rolled over me as the rent closed, sealing the portal. I didn’t miss my old, pre-Lucifer life in the slightest. Hell, who would? But I did miss tearing up the Academy with Christina and Mareth, and I missed being the big badass on campus in front of all the other sexy demon girls. 
 
    I ought to get back, I thought, the idea bittersweet. I don’t belong here. Maddie does, sure—but not me. 
 
    I hadn’t truly fit in since I’d arrived. I’d begun wondering whether I ever would. I might be the next Archlord of Hell, but would the Pearly Gates ever open for me voluntarily? Even Maddie’s faith in me felt somewhat misplaced. 
 
    As soon as the portal closed, the cold rushed back in. The instructor stamped out the pattern with his feet, making a mark in his ledger to show the student had passed with flying colors. As the next angelic student stepped forward to try their skill, Judyth hustled us back to the other side of the fence. 
 
    “I thought that might appeal to you,” the Headmistress said with a coy smile. “There’s a certain artistry involved in crafting wards strong enough to resist demonic forces. You mentioned you were interested in the offensive side of the martial arts, but at the Celestial Academy we find the defensive side of things to be as much or equally more important. You seem pleased to have gotten a close-up view.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” I told Judyth, enchanted by what I’d seen. “It was strange seeing the old hometown, even for a moment. I hope they’ve been taking care of my wheels.” 
 
    The mention of my demonic automobile gave Maddie a start. “Your car?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said with a chuckle. “Thing’s kind of strange, isn’t it? Lucifer must have put some kind of magic on my wheels for sure. I swear, that car seems like it’s listening to me sometimes—” 
 
    I trailed off. Maddie’s face had gone white. “Luke,” she whispered, taking my hand like she was about to relate some very serious news. “I think it is listening to you.” 
 
    My eyebrows furrowed together. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “That night that I decided to come with you,” Maddie said, looking away. She was unable to meet my eye as she related this part of her story. “I came out of the diner after you and your girlfriends were done eating. I wanted to see you one last time before the three of you went off to do whatever it was you were doing.” 
 
    What we’d been doing was having a threesome in the shitty van I used for my IT business. But I didn’t mention that part. “I know,” I said instead. “You hopped into the trunk and snuck down to Hell with us.” 
 
    But Maddie shook her head. “That’s just the thing. Luke—I was only planning to ask you for your number. I knew you were involved with other girls, but whatever you were doing in the diner…” she shuddered with remembered lust. “I’d never been so turned on before. Like, ever. I had to see you again—I would’ve split you with any number of girlfriends if you’d just take me out on the town the way you did with Christina and Mareth…” 
 
    “Hold up,” I said, waving a hand. She was getting off topic. “You’re telling me you didn’t sneak into my trunk?” 
 
    “Oh, I did,” Maddie said with a strange smile. “Only your car told me to.” 
 
    I stared at her like she’d grown a second head. So did Judyth, who dearly looked like she wanted to get out of the cold. 
 
    “Come again?” I asked. 
 
    Maddie let out an awkward little laugh. “Did you ever read The Odyssey back in school? I never did, but the teacher brought in this TV movie version when I was in high school that was in, like, seven parts? I was really into it.” 
 
    “I don’t see what any of this has to do with my car,” I protested. I was starting to lose feeling in my toes—they’d sunk completely into the snow. Angels flew in circles over our heads, keeping an eye on us as they did flybys over the ice castle’s towers. 
 
    “I’m getting to it,” Maddie said, putting a hand on my shoulder. Her body language begged me to give her a minute, so I stood there rather than making for the warmth of the inner castle. “There’s this part in the movie—and the book, I guess—where the sailors have to sail past this rock in the ocean. There are these creatures that live on it called ‘sirens’—they have the faces of beautiful women but the bodies of eagles. And they sing.” 
 
    “I remember this part,” I told Maddie. I’d never seen it, but cultural osmosis is a powerful thing. The Simpsons had probably done a joke or two about it over the years. “You hear the song, and you go crazy and crash your boat onto the rocks. The main guy had to put stuff in his ears to stop them up.” 
 
    Maddie nodded like a bobblehead. “That’s what it was like,” she explained. “Your car, it had this... this voice. It spoke right inside my head, like it was bouncing around on the inside of my skull. And everything it said made so much sense!” 
 
    I thought about my demonic powers, and how they tended to leach out into the world around me. How back at the diner, I’d turned on the waitress and the women around me without even meaning to, just by the force of being who I was. Was this part of that? 
 
    “What did it say?” I asked. 
 
    Maddie stared down at the snow between my feet, ashamed to remember. “It said ‘you know you’re never going to be an actress, right’?” Her lips formed a tight little line. “‘Or if you do, it’ll be the kind of movies where you get naked for money.’” 
 
    I would’ve liked to have made some of those movies with Maddie—but I sensed it was the wrong thing to say. Instead, I let her keep talking, 
 
    “Then it said, ‘that guy and his girls—they’ve got life figured out. They know what’s up. Why not hop in and see where they take you?’ It’s true, you know. I realized it later. I never would’ve made it as an actress—and you did know a thing or two about life that I couldn’t imagine.” 
 
    Her words touched me deep inside. “Still, my car insulted you,” I said, brushing a lock of brunette hair out of her face. “That’s not cool. I’ll have to have a talk with it when we get back to the Infernal Academy.” 
 
    The idea made Maddie giggle. “You didn’t even realize your car could talk,” she said, shaking her head. “What are you going to do? Ground it? Besides, it saved my life. It sheltered me from those demons when they attacked—without it, I’d have been ripped to shreds. I’m not mad at your car, Luke—quite the opposite, in fact. I’m thrilled it decided I was worthy to be brought on this crazy, amazing, awesome journey with you. I just didn’t realize you didn’t know that it could do things like that.” 
 
    I hadn’t. Clearly, I was going to need to get my car out of the valet the next time I was down in Hell—and have a long chat with it about what it knew. Had Lucifer assigned it to look after me or something like that? It seemed likely, but you’d have thought he’d mention it to me. What if someone else entirely was behind this? 
 
    Either way, it didn’t bear worrying about for the moment. Maddie and I were in a whole other realm. I’d have to text Christina and Mareth about it when I got a chance, though, just in case. 
 
    “This is all extremely interesting,” Judyth said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. Like us, the Headmistress hadn’t dressed appropriately for the cold, and now she was shivering through the scant coverage her wings gave her. “Might we continue this conversation inside?” 
 
    “Sure thing,” I said, snapping back to my senses. “Come on, Mads. Let’s get you warmed up.” 
 
    “Gladly,” Maddie purred, prompting an irritated look from the Headmistress. “Then... the thing we talked about?” 
 
    The foursome? I thought, grinning at Maddie. “Absolutely. I’ll make sure everyone’s ready.” 
 
    “I have no idea what you’re babbling about,” Judyth said, striding to the door, “but welcome to the Prudence School. Your most likely home for the next few months, Luke, so make sure you take in everything the place has to offer.” 
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    With three of the Celestial Schools under my belt, I felt like I was ready for just about anything. Since I’d already seen the ice castle from the outside, I thought I had some idea of what to expect from the interior of the Prudence wing. As we prepared to step inside, I pictured a mixture of Elsa’s castle from Frozen, with a little bit of the ice fortress from Die Another Day for flavor. 
 
    I should have realized that time and space were flexible in the Celestial Realm. The interior of the Prudence School didn’t match the outside in the slightest. 
 
    Judyth led Maddie and I through the vestibule and into the great hall of a mansion. Three stories loomed above us, with a massive double staircase providing access to each floor. Everything was gilded, dotted with precious stones, and covered in rich tapestries like the palace of a pharaoh or an ancient king. If Genghis Khan had bought the mansion from Resident Evil and gotten really, really over the top with his decorating, he might have come up with something similar to the place where the elite angels honed their craft. 
 
    “The first floor is for strategy and war games,” Judyth explained, gesturing at the double-doors leading to the east and west wings of the mansion. “I’ll show you a few of those first, then we’ll head to the second floor, which is where the lecture halls are. You’ll take lessons from some of the greatest generals and teachers from history, gaining the knowledge of centuries in a few short months.” 
 
    That sounded good—better than good. Why didn’t Lucifer have a program like that? 
 
    “Of course, we’ll have to cut the tour a bit short,” Judyth said quickly, pushing through her statement before Maddie or I could protest. “I have quite a few engagements I’m missing because of my attendance here today, and what I really want to show you is on the third floor.” 
 
    Maddie took the bait before I could. “What’s the third floor devoted to?” 
 
    A knowing grin spread across Judyth’s face. “Divination,” she explained. “The rarest gift of the Prudence School. If Luke has the ability to divine the future, it makes him a lock for a major here. Considering everything else I’ve seen you do today, I’d be surprised if you didn’t.” 
 
    “I’d be happy to find out,” I said, glancing up at the third-floor balcony. The great hall of the Prudence School seemed deserted, which shocked the hell out of me, but was that a shadow moving between the curtains up there, staring down at me? I swore I could feel interested eyes moving in the darkness. “You know this School is my first choice, Judyth.” 
 
    Our inspection of the first two floors felt cursory. Both the Eastern and Western wings of the Prudence School were filled not with magic but technology—large banks of computers on which scale models of the Earth slowly revolved. Tiny flashes of red and white showed conflict across the continents, which each angelic student studied as intently as a man trying to see which cup the street performer hid his quarter underneath. 
 
    “This is our Strategy Room,” Judyth said, prompting several students to glare at her before realizing who she was. This hall felt almost supernaturally quiet, the humming of ethernet cables and machines the only background hum. “Here, angels play through simulations of several potential Earth events. Points are awarded for managing sin and redemption, and generally by leading humanity to a future that involves more light than darkness.” 
 
    As I watched, a cherub girl with a sharp spike of black hair sticking through her halo input a series of commands into her console. The entirety of the Eastern Seaboard flashed white, the tide of red that had been swooping over the USA pushed backward all the way to the Mississippi. Apparently, this was a good result—the angel did a fist-pump, and several other students clapped her on the back. 
 
    “Is this a likely thing to happen?” I asked, keeping my voice down so as to not interfere in the games. “One angel deciding the fate of the entire world?” 
 
    “It’s happened before,” Judyth replied gravely. “But it’s far more likely you’d be serving in a Conclave—a kind of advisory board for heavenly events. Picture them as a ‘think tank’ for the Almighty, crafting bold new strategies to win over sinners and reduce the amount of suffering in the mortal realm.” 
 
    I was decidedly neutral on the idea. I didn’t hate video games or anything—I’d played plenty of them back in college. I just liked the idea of getting my hands dirty more than messing around with some simulation. Turning the whole world into a board game didn’t sit right with me—but Maddie devoured it with eager eyes. 
 
    “So, don’t tease me,” my angelic girlfriend whispered as we passed a clutch of students making moves to divide up the Asian subcontinent, “but my Dad’s favorite computer game growing up was Civilization.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Cool game.” 
 
    “The only game he ever played, actually,” Maddie said with a laugh. “I used to take turns sitting on his knee—Catherine the Great was my main ruler. He never really got into the games after the fourth one, but I’ve been playing them my whole life. I buy the DLC and everything.” 
 
    I covered my mouth with mock surprise. “Oh no! A gamer?” 
 
    Maddie punched me in the shoulder. “All I’m saying is, I think I’d be good at these games. Really good. I recognize some of the mechanics. You think I could take a crack at it?” 
 
    “Be my guest,” I said, but Judyth turned around. The Headmistress walked backward as smoothly as she did forward, which gave her movements a disorienting effect. 
 
    “I’ll keep that in mind,” the Headmistress purred, proving she’d been listening in on our entire conversation. “I admit, I’d never heard of these games—I would’ve never thought the work we do for our profession might be done by humans for mere recreation! I’ll have to do some research into this. I’d be happy to have your aptitude tested, Maddie.” 
 
    My girlfriend beamed. “Awesome. I—” 
 
    “As soon as we hand Luke over to the Dean of Divination,” Judyth finished. 
 
    Maddie’s shoulders slumped. “Oh,” she said, the wind knocked out of her sails. I didn’t need to be a mind reader to see her thoughts: how come I have to be second fiddle? 
 
    Because I’m the spy, I thought ruefully. Not you, babe. 
 
    “It’s alright,” I whispered, giving her a kiss on the cheek. “I want to be there, anyway—cheering you on.” 
 
    This perked Maddie right up. “Yeah? Alright, awesome.” She pointed up at the ceiling, her 4X dreams put on hold for the moment. “Let’s go see if my boyfriend can see the future.” 
 
    Judyth led us through the East Wing and back to the main hall, then took us up the big double staircase. The whole walk up, I found my thoughts straying to the other time I might have seen the future—that strange vision of me and Lilith, engaged in coital bliss. Had that really been an image of the future? And if so, did that mean I was destined to take the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy, tie to a ceiling, and fuck her in the ass? 
 
    I mean, don’t get me wrong—it’d be fun. But Lucifer would kill me. 
 
    Maybe I DON’T want to know if I can see the future, I thought as Judyth led Maddie and I down a side hallway. The furnishings in this wing of the Prudence School were simpler, almost like an ordinary college. All except for a door at the end of the hall covered in arcane runes. 
 
    Judyth stopped and knocked on the door. I hadn’t seen her knock on a single door the entire time I’d been here. If even the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy had to make sure it was okay to enter this room, there was no telling what dangers might lay inside. 
 
    “Eiko?” The Headmistress asked with uncharacteristic poise. “I have two new students who need their introductory Divination exams completed. Are you decent?” 
 
    “Decent?” I asked, my head filling with all sorts of ideas. 
 
    “Eiko meditates,” Judyth explained, her eyes narrowing a touch. “Sometimes she does it naked.” 
 
    A moment later, the sound of footsteps came from the other side of the wall. The arcane symbols retreated as the door swung open, revealing an angel in a flowing black kimono. The same symbols I’d seen on the door were stitched into the fabric of her robes, almost making her blend into the furnishings. Besides her sleeves and the hem of her gown, only her eyes shone in the shadowed darkness of the room. 
 
    “Ah, Judyth,” the woman purred, retreating a step. I heard the sound of snapping fingers, and two lanterns on either side of the room blazed to life. “You of all people should know I’m never decent. But you keep me around anyway.” 
 
    “How could I possibly replace you,” the Headmistress muttered. “Both of you. Inside.” 
 
    We stepped into the room after Judyth. The door slammed shut behind us as if by magic, sealing Maddie and me inside of the divination hall. For once, my expectations matched up with reality—this tower certainly resembled the eccentric furnishings I’d have anticipated from a college of angels dedicated to seeing the future. Bookshelves covered every available square of wall space, so full of volumes of ancient lore you’d have been hard pressed to fit a playing card between them. A miniature alchemist’s lab dominated one side of the circular room, with potions and liquids in glass vials piled up around it. 
 
    But it was the woman herself who ruled here who caught and held my interest. Eiko didn’t have the ageless look of the other angels on the Celestial Academy’s faculty at all—she looked like a middle-aged Asian woman, with smooth skin, high cheekbones, and raven-dark hair held together with a pair of engraved chopsticks. Her silky robes swished around her with every step as she backed into the center of the chamber, allowing us to enter. 
 
    Then she turned, and I got a bigger shock. Eiko was no ordinary human angel. Four fox tails peeked from a slit in the back of her robes. Two were the same jet-black shade as her hair, while the other two were as white as the snow outside of the ice castle. 
 
    “Hello there,” I said, trying my best to keep my eyes on the tail, rather than the shapely ass connected to it. “I’m Luke, and this is Maddie.” 
 
    “I know who you are.” Eiko’s smile was subtle to the point of being maddening. I could see her being a major heartbreaker if she put her mind to it. “The Headmistress has told me all about you. You’re the transfer student from the Infernal Academy.” 
 
    “Dual Enrollment student,” I corrected, glancing at Judyth to confirm. “I’ll be attending both hallowed institutions.” 
 
    Eiko chuckled. “Of course. And Judyth wants you tested for divination skills.” Her gaze shifted from me to Maddie, taking her in with no less interest than she’d shown toward me. “And I’ll see if your girlfriend has the gift as well, of course.” 
 
    Maddie let out a little giggle. “How do you know I’m his girlfriend?” 
 
    “Please. I’m not even going to dignify that with a response.” Eiko gestured at a door leading further into the tower. “Right this way, please.” 
 
    I was definitely interested in whatever this woman wanted to show me. Arm in arm with Maddie, I walked through the eccentric chamber, my eyes devouring every cool thing I saw along the way. Excitement thrummed in my veins, and a quick glance at Maddie confirmed she was thinking the same thing that I was. This woman would make one hell of a fun playmate. 
 
    Then a bolt of lightning ruined everything. 
 
    I was thrown back against Maddie, then both of us slammed into a wall. Books flew everywhere as a portal ripped through the center of the room, filling the space with the scent of ozone. A leg appeared, then an arm—then a massive, flaming sword. 
 
    Holofernes. 
 
    The angel of vengeance stepped through the portal, the rent rapidly closing behind him. Judyth looked like she was going to be sick. A few feet away, Eiko shielded her face from the worst of the blast but watched impassively, as if the damage to her study bothered her far less than the sudden intrusion intrigued her. 
 
    “Headmistress,” the towering angel snapped, turning to Judyth like she was the only one in the room. “You are needed immediately.” 
 
    Judyth looked around the room, surveying the damage. “There are several people who need me immediately, Holofernes,” the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy snapped. “I’m kind of in the middle of something right now. You could have just knocked, you know that?” 
 
    “I would not have come,” the angel said with a grudging tone, “were it not important.” 
 
    Judyth sighed and rolled her eyes. “Your definition of important and mine don’t share much common ground, Holofernes. Our definition of manners even less so—” 
 
    The angel’s massive stone head turned, taking in the sight of Maddie and me for the first time. For just a moment, I felt that cold, alien gaze tingle along my skin. Maddie shuddered in my arms, pulling herself closer against me in response. 
 
    “They require your presence,” Holofernes said in a different tone. It was strange to hear a figure like him try and persuade someone, rather than just smiting them. “It is urgent. You know of what I speak.” 
 
    The change in Judyth’s expression was immediate and extreme. She looked like a kid watching the sand castle she’d spent all afternoon building get washed away from the tide. 
 
    “Oh no,” the Headmistress said in a little voice. She clasped her forehead in her hand. 
 
    “Everything alright?” I asked. I was definitely interested in wherever this conversation was going, but I doubted I’d get anything more out of these two. Holofernes had noticed us before he mentioned whoever ‘they’ were supposed to be—hence why he’d censored himself in our presence. “Maybe we could be of some help—” 
 
    “Stay right where you are,” Judyth said, squaring her shoulders. “Fine. Eiko, can you handle this by yourself?” 
 
    An amused look lit up the divination teacher’s smooth features. “I’d be glad to,” she purred, sounding every bit as catlike as her tails would imply. Or was it foxlike? I honestly wasn’t sure. 
 
    “Good. I’ll be back as soon as I can.” Without hesitation, Judyth did something I’d never have expected from her in a million years. She stepped forward and embraced Holofernes, wrapping her arms around the stone angel’s broad shoulders. They didn’t make it all the way—the angel was that massive. 
 
    Holofernes lifted his flaming sword. Another portal ripped open around the pair, pulling them out of this realm and bringing them wherever it was they needed to go. Exactly where that were going was a question that interested me greatly. 
 
    “That sounded like a big problem,” I said as the portal closed. The wind sent more papers fluttering as the rent in the air healed, sending the parchment fluttering to earth like an angel’s feathers. “I hope everything’s alright?” 
 
    It was a blatant attempt at fishing, and Eiko knew it. “The Headmistress has a good head on her shoulders,” the dark-haired teacher said, chuckling at the pun. “Between her brains and Holofernes’s brawn, they should be able to handle any emergency. If only they could get along when everything wasn’t on fire…” 
 
    Eiko gestured for us to follow her. Apparently putting back all the things Holofernes’s portal had broken wasn’t in the cards—not yet, at least. Maybe such a menial activity was beneath a member of the faculty at the Celestial Academy. Perhaps they had their own version of servant imps, little cherubs who came and swept up after the teachers. 
 
    It was a funny mental image, but I’d have much rather been picturing my newest instructor naked. 
 
    “Don’t take this the wrong way,” I said, giving Eiko a once-over as she led me to the booth, “but you’re the first angel I’ve met who’s…” 
 
    “Not white?” Eiko seemed more amused than offended by the question. “It’s true, most of our students are Caucangels, so to speak. There’s not a lot of ethnic diversity among the faculty at the Celestial Academy, as most potential students outside of that realm cleave to different traditions…” 
 
    “That’s not what I was going to say,” I told her, brushing a lock of her raven-black hair out of her face. Now Eiko stared at me, amazed, the corner of her mouth curled in a moue so devastatingly sexy it took my entire will not to kiss her. 
 
    “No?” Eiko asked, wide-eyed. 
 
    I shook my head. “I was going to ask about the tails.” 
 
    Eiko glanced over her shoulder, gazing at the four tails batting around her ass like she was seeing them for the first time. “Ah yes,” she said, grinning like a fox. “Part of my kitsune heritage. Honestly, you’re braver than most students. They stare, of course, but rarely does someone work up the courage to actually ask about them.” 
 
    I wanted to ask more, but Eiko’s grin told me that was all I was likely to get out of her for the moment. I allowed her to lead us up a winding, narrow set of stairs, the atmosphere growing as we ascended the tower. 
 
    From the top room of the divination school’s tower, you could see the walls of ice sheathing the castle. It gave the viewer a distorted picture of the cave outside, along with the angels who ducked and dived through the air. A massive circular table covered in symbols dominated the space, with chairs on either side. A large oaken board segmented the circle into two halves, making it so that whoever sat on one side of the table couldn’t see what was happening on the other side. 
 
    “Please—take a seat.” Eiko stepped behind the barrier and disappeared. Only the sound of gentle scraping told me she’d pulled up a chair and was sitting on the table’s opposite side. With a shrug, I pulled out a chair for Maddie and seated myself once she was comfortable. 
 
    “Can you hear me alright?” Eiko asked. Despite the barrier, it sounded as if she were sitting right next to me. Almost like her lips were against my ear, in fact. “You’ll need to be able to hear me clearly in order for the test results to be considered valid. Please raise your left hand in acknowledgement that you hear these words.” 
 
    Somewhat hesitantly, I did as she asked. Next to me, Maddie lifted her palm like someone hailing a cab, a little ‘is this serious?’ look on her beautiful face. Eiko couldn’t see us, so how would she know if we obeyed or not? 
 
    “Thank you,” Eiko said quickly. Alright—she obviously had some method of seeing beyond the barrier. Having just dealt with Raquelle in the Justice School, my mind flashed to various ways she could cheat the system: hidden mirrors, a closed-circuit camera hidden in some arcane grimoire, something along those lines. The idea that she really was clairvoyant, that she could see us with her eyes closed as clearly as if we stood in front of her, hadn’t yet occurred to me. 
 
    “Gonna be pretty hard for you to judge us if you can’t see us,” I said, putting my hand on Maddie’s knee. I’d just thought of a wonderful way to test Eiko’s powers of perception. 
 
    “Not at all,” the teacher assured me. “If you look at the space in front of where you’re seated, you’ll each find a deck of tarot cards. Please pick them up and leaf through them.” 
 
    I’d noticed the cards before, but I hadn’t known they were from the tarot. I’d been more focused on the big wooden barrier and the woman behind it. 
 
    “Oh, these are so cool!” Maddie said. She picked her set up immediately, examining the art on each card like they were a set she was considering purchasing. “I had a friend in high school who used to tell fortunes. My Mom would have killed her if she’d found out—I wasn’t even allowed to have a Ouija board in the house…” 
 
    “Luke,” Eiko said, her tone brimming with mirth. “Why haven’t you picked up your cards?” 
 
    My head jerked sharply upward. My own deck of cards sat untouched on the table in front of me—I’d been waiting to see if Eiko noticed. Alright, Luke, I told myself, looking around the room as I grabbed the cards. Let’s find the camera. 
 
    I covered my furtive glance with a yawn, dealing the top card from the deck and setting in front of me. It showed—what else?—the Devil, a horned goat sitting on a throne with two topless women kneeling before him on either side. It might have been my imagination, but the women looked just a little bit like Judyth and Lilith. 
 
    “Quite an appropriate card,” Eiko purred, clearly enjoying my discomfort. “Please take the decks and shuffle them, then space the cards out in front of you. These decks only contain the Major Arcana, meaning there are twenty-two cards in all. Place them face down on the table in whatever manner feels right to you.” 
 
    Interesting, I thought. It sort of felt like Eiko had already begun the test. I closed my eyes and concentrated, feeling the tarot cards in my hands. What method of sorting them made sense? 
 
    No. The thought sprang into my brain as if it had a mind of its own. What method would Eiko choose? 
 
    I quickly made five rows of four cards. That took care of twenty, leaving me one in both my left and right hand. I set them to the side of the rectangle, leaving them just slightly off-center. 
 
    Next to me, Maddie frowned and made two long rows of cards, as if she were playing Guess Who? Two rows of eleven cards stretched in front of her, so long that I had to scoot over a bit to make space for her version of the tarot. 
 
    “Very good,” Eiko said as soon as we were finished. It was like she wanted to remind us she was watching. “Now that you have all the cards laid out, I’m going to begin flipping them over. What I want you to do is this—each time I tell you, go ahead and close your eyes and try to envision what I’m going to do a few moments in the future. See me flipping the card over, then do the same on your set.” 
 
    This didn’t make any sense. If the cards were face-up, I could almost understand it—we’d be trying to match our deck against hers, ‘seeing’ the cards she flipped over with her mind’s eye. But this method was just pissing in the wind, even if you did know which card the teacher had drawn. 
 
    A glance at Maddie confirmed she was thinking the same thing. This sucks, I mouthed, rolling my eyes. How is this supposed to teach us anything? 
 
    Maddie just shrugged in response.  
 
    I gave her a wicked look. Fuck it—if Eiko could see everything we were doing, we might as well give her a real show. Give her something to make her feel like a voyeur. 
 
    Besides, after her incredible performance in my subspace, I owed Maddie a mind-blowing orgasm. 
 
    “I will be flipping over the first card in just a few moments,” Eiko intoned from the other side of the thick wooden barrier. “I’ve already made up my mind—so go ahead and try to read it. See the future before I make it happen.” 
 
    While Maddie concentrated on the cards, I let the hand that rested on her knee slide slowly up her thigh. She tried to bat me away, giggling, but as my fingers reached her panties, she made a shocked little expression and lay back in her chair. Maddie’s thighs parted, giving me open access to her soft womanhood as she responded to my touch. 
 
    Maddie’s eyes rolled back in her head, her soft mouth dropping open. I put a finger to my lip, playfully reminding her to stay quiet as my fingers grazed her panties. The silky fabric tugged to the side, exposing her warm, shaved slit. She was still turned on from our adventure in subspace, and her wet little pussy yielded for me like a flower, opening beneath my touch. 
 
    “Please flip a card over,” Eiko said in a bemused tone. “You should have one hand free for that, Luke.” 
 
    So she was paying attention. Well, she wasn’t doing anything to stop me. My thumb found Maddie’s clit and rubbed it in a slow circle, pushing through the hood of her labia to the sensitive nub within. Maddie reacted like she’d been hit with a taser, bucking and thrashing as she clung to the table. With our little game out in the open, we didn’t have to be quiet about things. 
 
    I reached out and flipped a card over without even looking at it. My attention was all on giving pleasure to Maddie. As I slid two fingers into her dripping slit, I did however sneak a peek at the card to see what I’d revealed. A man in purple robes sitting atop a ram’s head throne, a golden crown on his head. The Emperor. 
 
    I sure as shit felt like some kind of king as I fingered Maddie. Her hand gripped my wrist, torn between stopping me before she went over the edge and forcing me deeper. In the end she just held me, her mouth quivering with tiny little moans as her ass wiggled back and forth in her seat. 
 
    Poor Maddie! She tried so hard to concentrate, but the pleasure coursing through her body made it useless. She grabbed a card from her two rows and flipped it over—to my momentary surprise, it was also the Emperor. Interesting. 
 
    “Card number two coming up,” Eiko said, as if she couldn’t hear the squelching sounds of my fingers in Maddie’s pussy. “Get ready.” 
 
    “Luke,” Maddie panted, lifting her pelvis to meet my fingers as they swirled over her most sensitive anatomy. “Please. You need to fuck me…” 
 
    I shook my head, grinning from ear-to-ear. “This one’s all about you,” I growled against her neck, reaching over and flipping over my second card without looking at the table. “What do you think our little mind reader’s seeing when she looks inside your head, Maddie? When she looks at your future, what does she see?” 
 
    “Oh holy shit,” Maddie whined, leaning over and kissing me hard. As our mouths entwined, she slipped a finger beneath a card on her side of the table and flipped it over, revealing a blandly smiling image of the sun. The Sun was the redundant label on the bottom. 
 
    As I pushed my girlfriend to the edge, I opened one eye to see what I’d flipped over. The Devil stared back at me, as I’d known it would. Getting Maddie off in close quarters with an instructor was one devilish move, for sure. 
 
    “Luke Luke Luke, oh fuck…” Maddie gripped my wrist with both hands, her ass lifting right off the seat as she rode my hand. “Oh my god baby, you’re gonna make me cum…!” 
 
    “Third card!” Eiko announced. This time her voice was louder, as if she’d known she’d need to add a little volume to break through our lust. Hell, maybe she could see the future. “Try to envision the future and flip over the same card that I will flip, right now!” 
 
    Maddie tossed her head back and screamed as she came. A flood of juice coated my hand, the wet squelching sounds of my fingers pumping inside her filling the room as her body shook with orgasm. Maddie stared at me in disbelief, her face flushed as red as a stop sign as she quivered through each wave of her pleasure, leaving a wet spot in Eiko’s seat. 
 
    Without looking, I flipped over the first card I touched. Maddie’s hand jerked spasmodically across the table, knocking a random card over on her side. 
 
    A moment later, the wooden barrier cutting the table in two began to rise. Maddie shoved my hand away, trying her best to look like she hadn’t just been cumming all over my fingers. She failed, but that was alright. After all, Eiko was a mind reader or something. She’d known exactly what we were doing. 
 
    If we hadn’t known that already, the look on her face would have sealed it. The Divinations teacher smiled like a cat with an entire bowl of cream, her chin tucked in her hands with both elbows on the table. She grinned at Maddie, then turned her attention to our cards. 
 
    “Well, let’s see how you did,” the kitsune purred, scanning each set of cards with a practiced gaze. “Considering what you were doing during the test, I’d be surprised if you got a single card correct…” 
 
    Eiko trailed off. Her pouty mouth opened wide with shock, her eyes nearly going crossed as she looked from her own set of cards to my own. Even having the whole layout before me, it took long moments for the implication of what I was seeing to set in. 
 
    Five rows of four cards lay in a rough rectangle on Eiko’s side of the table, laid out exactly like my own. She’d laid two cards to the side, leaving them in the same spots that I had. Neither had been flipped over, but three in the main section had. 
 
    The Emperor. The Devil. And last, a figure on a pale horse with a scythe: Death. 
 
    I’d pulled the same three cards as the Divination professor. And I hadn’t even been thinking about it. 
 
    Maybe that’s why it worked, came the thought. 
 
    Eiko’s jaw trembled as she took in Maddie’s array. While my angelic girlfriend had laid out her cards in a completely different method than Eiko, two of her three cards were the same as the teacher’s control set. The Emperor and Death lay face up in Maddie’s top row—only the Sun, the card she’d pulled while in the throes of orgasm, had been incorrect. 
 
    “You... I’ve never seen anything like this before,” Eiko said, sounding utterly stunned. “Two out of three cards correct from an untrained student means you have more natural ability than any student who’s come to the Celestial Academy in years. To match not only the cards but the pattern itself, and to do it while trysting on the other side of my barrier…” 
 
    I couldn’t help but feel proud of myself. “Pretty impressive, huh?” 
 
    Eiko let out a mad little laugh. “I’ll say. Are you sure you don’t want to teach my classes, Luke?” 
 
    I took the question as an open challenge. “If it gives me more time to hang out with you, sure,” I said, favoring Eiko with the cocky smirk that had melted so many demon girls’ panties. 
 
    Bullseye. Eiko blushed from her forehead to her cleavage, tittering behind her fingers. “Normally after this test there’d be a more specific one for psychic ability, but under the circumstances, I’m going to go ahead and postpone it. I’ll need to come up with a new scale to measure your and Maddie’s abilities.” The mistress of the Divination school put a thumb against her chin, cocking her head to the side. “Pop quiz instead. Luke: tell me whatever I’m going to do next.” 
 
    There were a number of simple answers I could give. There was only one bold one. 
 
    “Easy,” I said, not having to rely on my powers at all. “You’re going to kiss me.” 
 
    I thought I’d seen Eiko shocked before. She laughed as she realized the trap she’d set for herself—and how willingly she’d stepped right into it.  
 
    “I don’t think I’ve ever been propositioned that smoothly before,” she admitted, leaning forward. “Good show, young man. Very good show…” 
 
    As Eiko’s lips met mine, I realized the show had just begun. With Judyth gone, nothing stopped me from doing whatever I wanted with my newest teacher and my angelic girlfriend. Just how far could I push this? 
 
    All the way, I thought, tangling my fingers in Eiko’s hair. All the fucking way… 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Eiko broke the kiss with a gasp, placing a hand on the fabric of her plush robe. For a moment, I could see her trying to talk herself out of what was about to happen. I still wasn’t entirely convinced her estimation of my powers was correct, but I didn’t need to be a mind reader to catch that train of thought. 
 
    A moment later, she verbalized it. “What am I doing?” Eiko gasped, looking to Maddie as if she might be the one to get her back on firmer ground. “This is madness. You two are my students! And I’ve only just met you—” 
 
    I shrugged, still leaning forward. I wasn’t about to let Eiko get any distance on me—the nearness of her body was like electric current, sparks flying between us due to our obvious chemistry. 
 
    “In my other school, teachers fuck students all the time,” I said, confirming it with a glance at Maddie. “Hell, there’s a whole school devoted to it.” 
 
    I could see that Eiko was tempted. She was unlike any other angel I’d met at the Celestial Academy—partially because she wasn’t human, but mostly because she seemed so much more chill than everyone else here. She didn’t seem bound by the same blind allegiance to rules and regulations that kept people like Judyth on the straight and narrow. That led people like Raquelle to go all Lawful Evil and rig the games for their own benefits. 
 
    Plus, I’d never seen an angel who was a stone-cold MILF before. That had to count for something, right? 
 
    I saw Eiko make her decision. “My… my private quarters are just above this chamber,” the raven-haired beauty whispered, glancing up at the ceiling. “The door locks, so if the Headmistress comes back, I could argue I simply needed to show you two something from my private collection.” 
 
    “I’m sure there’s many things you want to show me,” I said, taking control of the situation. “You’re going to lead us up there at once, Eiko.” 
 
    The much older angel shuddered with lust. “Yes, sir,” she purred, biting her lip as if she couldn’t believe how naughty she was being. “I am—” 
 
    “But first,” I said, running the silk of her robe between two fingers, “you’re going to take this off.” 
 
    I could see the shock on her face as the idea struck. Leading us naked to her room, her sexy tails flickering around her ass? It was definitely not the kind of thing an angel would ever do. 
 
    Which is why Eiko wanted to do it so badly. Her inner slut was just bursting to come out and play. 
 
    After a moment’s deliberation, Eiko let out a squeal and unlaced her sash. “Before I lose my nerve,” she said to Maddie, letting the knot fall to the floor beneath her. 
 
    Her robes followed a moment later, and I heard Maddie gasp. 
 
    I’d had a mental picture of what Eiko might look like under those robes when I first met her. I was happy to say that the real thing blew my fantasy completely out of the water. Despite her age, Eiko’s breasts were firm and perky, each topped with a dark nipple like a little piece of chocolate aching to be licked. Her toned, flat belly told me she took very good care of herself, and the narrow strip of pubic hair framing her soft nether lips told me twice. I could see the bookshelf behind her through the gap between her thighs, and I knew just from staring at her from the front that she would have an utterly fabulous ass. 
 
    “Lead the way,” I said, gesturing at the door. 
 
    The corner of Eiko’s mouth turned up in a smirk, and I could almost feel her pussy boiling over. “Oh, you don’t want to go first?” 
 
    I shook my head. “I’m going to be staring at you the whole way up.” 
 
    “Me too,” Maddie groaned, tugging off her white robes so smoothly I suspected she’d prepared them for this beforehand. “Oh my gosh, you’re so gorgeous, Eiko! I just...unph…!” 
 
    Eiko turned to the door, her fox tails swirling around her ass the way another woman would toss the sash of her robes like a dancer. “Just... do me one favor,” she purred, posing before the stairs to her private chambers like a model. 
 
    I would’ve given her anything she wanted. “Yes?” 
 
    She glanced down at herself. “It’s been a while for me,” she said, her pouty lips pursing as she kicked her folded up robes into a corner of the room. “Since I’ve entertained visitors upstairs…” 
 
    “Say no more,” I said, sharing a look with Maddie. “We’ll be very gentle, Eiko.” 
 
    The teacher’s lips formed a little ‘o’ of surprise. “Oh no,” she said with a dark little chuckle. “That’s not it at all.” 
 
    “Then what?” I asked. 
 
    She flashed a naughty grin. “I want you to make it count,” she whispered, parting her thighs. “Don’t be gentle with me, Luke—break me in. You and Maddie both. In fact, if I don’t get everything two students of the Infernal Academy have to offer, I might have to give an unfavorable report to Headmistress Judyth.” 
 
    She wouldn’t dare! Feeling bold, I leaned over and spanked Eiko right on her ass. The tails made it a little hard to get a good grip, but the curve of her booty was nice and round, jiggling as the sharp slap filled the room. Eiko groaned in mingled pain and pleasure, and I knew she was mine. Anything Maddie and I wanted to do with her, she’d agree to. 
 
    The walk upstairs was a blur. I’m honestly not sure why we bothered—other than the addition of a bed and a couple tables in Eiko’s private quarters, it looked like the room we’d just come from. Books and arcane instruments ringed the walls, clustered closely on shelves. But as she promised, the door did indeed lock. 
 
    As soon as we were inside, I slammed the door and my tendrils suddenly appeared like shadow limbs. They took Eiko in their gasp and lifted her up against the door. She came off the ground with a squeal, her heavy breasts raising to the level of my face as I pinned her against the door. Her hot little mouth opened for mine, her tails quivering against the wood as she spread her legs. 
 
    My kisses trailed down her neck, then to the hollow between her breasts. I couldn’t stop myself—I buried my face in them, the size and roundness of her massive tits flipping every caveman switch in my brain at once. One of her dark nipples slipped into my mouth, and I sucked greedily, grinning as Eiko arched her back and panted with lust. 
 
    “Bed,” the teacher whimpered, grabbing my shoulders with both hands. “Now!” 
 
    I wasn’t about to let her tell me what to do. This was my room now, whether Eiko knew it yet or not. I kissed her harder, feeling her melt beneath me, then pulled back and held her up as I stepped aside. 
 
    “Maddie,” I said, glancing over my shoulder at my angelic girlfriend. Naked save for her glasses and heels, Maddie watched with barely repressed lust. Her nipples were hard as diamonds, heat rolling between her thighs like an open oven as she watched me get our newest threesome partner ready for a long, hard fuck. 
 
    “Yes, Luke?” Maddie asked. Her voice was smoke and sex. 
 
    “Show Eiko her future,” I said with a smirk as my tendrils disappeared, leaving behind the smell of sulfur. My free hand slipped around the teacher’s throat, dominating her while the other remained propping up her ass. “Let her see what a match made in Heaven looks like.” 
 
    Maddie could not have been more game. She practically jumped into the older woman’s arms, kissing her from her soft lips all the way down to the valley between her legs. In no time at all, Eiko writhed and whimpered beneath my fingers, relaxing into my touch as I showed her how utterly I owned her. 
 
    When it seemed like the poor woman could take no more teasing, Maddie finally dropped to her knees and buried her face in her eager pussy. Still pinned against the wall, Eiko spread her legs as far as she could, her eyes rolling back in her head as Maddie’s tongue entered her snatch. The old Luke could never have done this—I’d been neither strong enough nor dominant enough in bed—but my demonic powers made it easy to move Eiko into whatever position I wanted her to be in. 
 
    For a few minutes, I just watched as Maddie ate her out, savoring the look on her face and the way she trembled. Then I decided I wanted more. 
 
    “That’s enough,” I growled, gently pushing Eiko to her knees. “You’ve gotten more than enough attention. It’s time you gave some.” 
 
    The gorgeous older woman understood instantly. There was no moment of hesitation, no girlish exclamation of “oh my gosh we shouldn’t be doing this” or any questioning at all. Eiko was too experienced for that—way past getting caught up in games. 
 
    She arched her back, her fox tails wiggling as she stuck her ass in the air. I had only a moment to savor the sight before Eiko wrapped her lips around the head of my cock and shrank the world to that glorious point of contact between us. 
 
    In a flash, Maddie was right there with her. The sight of the two beautiful women kneeling before me touched a very old, very primal circuit in my skull—the kind of thing Lucifer himself would have been proud of. I forced my cock deeper between Eiko’s eager lips, groaning with pleasure as the heat and slickness enveloped me all the way down to the balls. 
 
    “I thought you wanted to get in bed?” I teased, pulling out of her mouth and thrusting into Maddie’s. The angel stood waiting with her mouth open, like a puppy waiting for a treat. When she got my cock, she didn’t hesitate—she opened wide and let the crown hit the back of her throat, like she’d never heard of the term ‘gag reflex’. 
 
    “I did,” Eiko growled. She really did sound like a fox. “But it’s not about what I want, is it, sir?” 
 
    Fuck. That submissiveness did things to me. Good things. 
 
    “That’s right,” I groaned, thrusting deeper into Maddie’s throat. “You do what I want you to do. Now get on that bed and spread yourself for me, you naughty little vixen.” 
 
    Eiko rose smoothly while Maddie kept bobbing up and down on my cock like a cork. The feeling of her hot lips around me combined with the pornographic view of Eiko’s curvy, naked body nearly sent me over the edge right then and then. Maddie pulled back a bit, teasing me with her tongue as my cock jerked against the back of her throat. 
 
    “Wow, you must really like her,” Maddie giggled as my cock left her mouth with a wet little pop. 
 
    “I like the shit that comes out of her mouth,” I admitted. “And she’s hot as fuck.” 
 
    Maddie grinned. “I think so, too. I want to watch you fuck her brains out, Luke!” 
 
    Eiko, meanwhile, had gotten on all fours on the bed, her big ass thrust into the air. Her tight, wet slit dripped beneath it, still glistening from all the attention Maddie’s sweet little mouth had given her. Before I thrust into it deep, I wanted to taste some fox girl pussy. 
 
    I climbed onto the bed with her and gave her ass a spank. Eiko laughed, wiggling her rear back and forth as my handprint reddened on her flawless skin. 
 
    “You like being rough, don’t you?” the divination teacher asked, her eyes heavy-lidded. 
 
    “No,” I smirked, shaking my head. “I love being rough.” 
 
    She tossed back her head and laughed. “I would expect nothing less from an heir of Lucifer,” she purred, reaching behind herself to give my cock a stroke. “I’m not a fragile young girl like these co-eds, Luke. I won’t break easily. Don’t be afraid to give me everything you want to dish out.” 
 
    Hot damn. This woman was hitting all my buttons at once. Tight, submissive, and down for some rough sex? She’d just become my favorite teacher. 
 
    I ran my cock along her slit, teasing her entrance before delivering another one of those harsh, stinging slaps. Eiko bit her lip and groaned, then buried her face in the pillows, moaning like a whore. My cock was right back on her clit as the pain spread, teasing it in tight little circles that drove her wild. 
 
    Finally, the fox girl could take no more. “Fuck me,” she begged, reaching for my thighs. She spread her legs, trying to get more of me inside her. I helped her out by summoning my tendrils and using them to force her legs even wider. “Stop teasing me and do it, Luke! I want to feel your cock all the way inside me!” 
 
    Smack! This time both hands came down on Eiko’s ass, slapping both cheeks at once. The fox-tailed woman howled with bliss, grinding her hips on the tip of my cock. 
 
    “I told you,” I growled, grabbing a handful of her hair. “It’s not about what you want, slut.” 
 
    I dispelled my tendrils, pulled her back toward me, and kissed her, hard. Pure joy flashed in her eyes, even as her body had to contort in ways it probably hadn’t since she was Maddie’s age in order to keep up with me. The tip of my cock kept swirling, teasing her enough to drive her up the wall. 
 
    “You really are a demon,” Eiko moaned, as if the reality of her situation had just sunk in. “What must I do in order to get release from you, Luke? Must I sell you my soul?” 
 
    There was a wicked gleam in her eyes as she offered. I almost wondered what would happen if I made the offer—would she actually accept? Could I even claim someone else’s soul, the way the sorcerers in the Greed School made a soul contract? 
 
    “I’m not into that,” I said, desire hissing through me. I wanted to bury myself hilt-deep inside of Eiko almost as much as she needed to feel my cock. Thinking was hard with such a gorgeous woman pressed against me, but I remembered my deal with Lilith and got an idea. “I’ll give you the release you crave, slut. On one condition.” 
 
    Eiko took it seriously. “Anything,” she panted. 
 
    “You’ll owe me a favor,” I grunted, giving her another slap on the ass. 
 
    Her face lit up. “A favor?” 
 
    “One day, I’ll come to you,” I said, working the head up my cock up and down the swollen lips of her mound. God, there was so much juice dripping from her. Fucking her would be a dream. “There’ll be something I want you to do for me, and you’ll do it. Without question, without hesitation. Whatever it is.” 
 
    “I see.” Eiko seemed to be seriously considering it. “Will this favor be sexual in nature, Luke?” 
 
    I tugged her hair harder, making her moan. “It might be,” I grunted. “It’ll be up to me. Are we in agreement, Eiko?” 
 
    “A favor is… potentially very powerful,” the instructor purred, licking her lips. “Very well. I accept!” 
 
    With that, I could hold back no longer. I thrust forward, impaling Eiko’s pussy on my cock with one smooth thrust. I bottomed out inside of her, slamming into her back walls and hitting her g-spot like a fucking bell. She was so snug and tight around me that I cried out, the heat and friction almost too good to believe. 
 
    Then she started moving her hips, and it became a serious struggle to hold myself back. 
 
    “Ahhh, yes,” Eiko moaned, slamming herself down harder and harder on my cock. “Gods, yes, you have an Archlord’s cock! Ah, I haven’t felt such pleasure in decades!” 
 
    I pulled her to me, wrapping a hand around her throat. Her back pressed completely against my chest, her knees digging into the mattress as I thrust into her. Her head rested against my shoulder as my fingers tightened, pinning her to me like a little fuckdoll. 
 
    “All you had to do was ask,” I said into her ear, punctuating it with a smirk. 
 
    Then, using every trick in the book to hold back my load, I started to really fuck her. 
 
    The next few minutes were a blur of some of the best sex I’d ever had. Every time I thought I was nearing the edge, it was like Eiko was psychic—she’d switch it up, shifting positions or getting Maddie into the act. It was an absurdly long time before I remembered her powers of prognostication and realized she was moving to make sure this fuck session lasted as long as possible. 
 
    I pounded her from behind, in missionary with her legs resting on my shoulders, then pinned her to the wall and just focused on hammering as deep into her tight vixen pussy as I could. It was this position that sent Eiko over the edge, clawing at my chest and panting like a drowning woman. When her walls clenched around me, signaling her climax, she buried her face against me and sobbed with release, shuddering and whimpering my name. 
 
    I held her close, my thrusts going from hard and savage to slow and deep. She rode back on me through the orgasm, her eyes completely back in her head as pleasure infiltrated every cell of her body. When she came back down to Earth—or at least the Celestial Realm—I’d have sworn she was madly in love with me. 
 
    She pulled Maddie into the fray, making out with her as I pounded Eiko’s pussy. The sight of the two of them together made me even harder, and my strokes got all savage again as I fucked Eiko like a beast. 
 
    “You’re such a lucky girl,” the instructor moaned, stroking Maddie’s face as she rode me. “Your boyfriend fucks like a goddamn stallion! I forgot how hard and deep young men can go! If this were my man, this dick would never leave my hot pussy!” 
 
    “I’m more than happy to share,” Maddie purred, leaning down and sucking on Eiko’s breasts. The extra attention sent Eiko back over the edge, her body like a live wire in my arms as orgasm washed over her. 
 
    This time, as she came down from her peak, her tone became wary. “Come in me,” she growled, taking a bit of control for the first time since our threesome began. “I know you want to, Luke. Don’t hold back any longer. My pussy needs to be filled!” 
 
    “Why are you so fucking eager to end this?” I asked, turning her around. Something about Eiko’s ass just called to me—I loved fucking her from behind while spanking her. It didn’t hurt that she loved it even more than I did. 
 
    Eiko laughed in response. “The Headmistress gives me a fairly long leash,” she informed me, “but even she might consider it a step too far for me to bind myself to Lucifer’s potential heirs. You’ve made me cum twice all over your cock, Luke. Once more, and we would start a process that neither of us would be able to stop…” 
 
    I kind of didn’t want to stop it. Eiko seemed like exactly the kind of girl I wanted in my harem: powerful, sexy, and utterly enthusiastic in the bedroom. But I understood what she meant. The last thing I wanted was to threaten her tenure—even though claiming her for my harem would have been so, so hot in the moment. 
 
    “Alright,” I said, locking myself into the kind of rhythm that moves mountains. “If you think you can keep yourself from coming until I’m finished…” 
 
    “I think,” she said through a grin, “that I can manage that. Now be a good boy and fill Mommy’s pussy up, Luke!” 
 
    Oh. Oh wow. 
 
    No one had ever taken that tack before with me in bed. As it turned out, I liked it. A lot. 
 
    Eiko knew I liked it, too. “I can feel you fucking me harder,” she groaned, digging her nails into my back. Maddie kept right on sucking on her tits, as if the angel could force a third and life-altering orgasm out of Eiko’s body. But the instructor had too much control. “You like hearing about Mommy’s hungry pussy, don’t you, young man? You want to give me every sweet drop of that hot, sticky come you’ve got saved in your balls. That’s right, you want to explode inside of Mommy! Give me all of it, Luke, put it inside me, pump me full! My pussy’s so hungry for your load!” 
 
    A fury like I’d never felt before washed over me. Suddenly, I felt like a piston in a machine: bereft of thought, with no purpose other than to thrust as hard and deep as possible. I buried my cock as far inside of Eiko as it would go, grabbing her long dark hair for leverage. The walls of her pussy clenched, and for just a moment, I thought she was going to go over the edge with me… 
 
    Then the world exploded. A firecracker burst inside of my body, filling me with a release so sweet I felt tears in the corners of my eyes. My cock gave a jerk and erupted like a geyser, spraying with fire hose force deep into Eiko’s quivering womb. A flood of hot seed drained from my balls, pumping her to the brim and then some. My movements turned slow and languid as her walls milked me dry, her legs wrapped around my waist as she hugged me as tight and deep inside of her as she could. 
 
    “Good boy,” she whispered, stroking the back of my head as I unloaded inside of her. “That’s it, give it all to me. Give me every drop. Doesn’t that feel so good?” 
 
    “So good,” I panted, my eyes closed and my face in her cleavage. A sense of warmth and peace like nothing I’d ever felt washed over me as Eiko embraced me. Her overfilled pussy dripped down her thighs, giving Maddie plenty to lap up with her eager tongue. When I looked down, my angel girlfriend was savoring my load, looking stoned as if she’d spent the whole threesome with a bong. 
 
    “Holy shit,” I said, letting Eiko roll me onto the bed. “That was… I don’t even have words for that…” 
 
    “You don’t need to say anything,” the instructor whispered, grinning. “I enjoyed that very, very much, young man. I’d like to do it again sometime. You don’t even need to use your favor in order to make it happen.” 
 
    My favor. In the orgasmic bliss of Eiko’s embrace, I’d almost forgotten. She owed me a favor now, the same way I owed one to Lilith. What could I possibly use it for? Would it be better to redeem it immediately, in exchange for everything Eiko knew about the Celestial Academy, or keep it in my back pocket for an emergency? 
 
    I was too tired to think about it. The three of us lay on the bed, recovering from our exertions. Eiko’s sweat mixed with mine, until we both smelled vaguely of fox. To my surprise, I found I liked it. 
 
    Judyth still had not arrived. Whatever errand took the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy away from Eiko’s tower in the middle of an evaluation must have been a complicated one. Or, perhaps, maybe the situation wasn’t as complicated as I believed, after all. 
 
    “Eiko,” I asked, stretching languidly across the teacher’s bed. “Did you talk Judyth into giving you some time alone with Maddie and me?” 
 
    The woman laughed uproariously at the suggestion, the covers bunched up against her waist. Unlike some of the other women I’d been with, Eiko felt not the slightest hint of shame at hanging around naked after sex. Even the streaks of my seed drying across her breasts didn’t bother her. 
 
    “The Headmistress isn’t that open-minded,” Eiko purred, one of her foxtails beating a tattoo against the mattress. Was she trying to signal round two? “No, what happened today was a fortuitous occurrence. I’m almost tempted to say it was synchronicity, considering what we’ve discovered about your and Maddie’s powers of prognostication.” 
 
    I blinked. “Speak English, please?” I asked. 
 
    Maddie, who’d been lying about looking stoned off the bliss Eiko and I gave her, rolled over and threw an arm over my chest. “She’s saying it was lucky she got to fuck us,” my girlfriend purred. “And that it probably has something to do with your powers.” 
 
    “I do hope you’ll consider a fast-track in divinations,” Eiko said, sitting up on her elbows. “Both of you. This has nothing to do with me wanting to have sex with you, by the way. You’re both incredibly talented when it comes to telepathy, empathy, and seeing the future. With time and practice, you could be the most powerful students I’ve ever taught.” 
 
    “As long as we can do that again,” I said, idly playing with Eiko’s breasts. The mature teacher didn’t mind a bit—as my fingers quested, she arched her back, giving me more to play with. “In fact, can we do it again now?” 
 
    “I’m pretty beat,” Maddie said with a smile, “but I’d love to watch.” 
 
    Eiko looked to be on the verge of agreeing when a rumble passed through the mattress. Her dark eyebrows furrowed together as she searched for the source of the noise, her gaze settling on a bunching up of fabric near the foot of the bed. “Something’s shaking,” she said with a frown. 
 
    I reached under the blanket to find my discarded pants. My cell phone buzzed in the front pocket. From the number of notifications on the screen, I gathered it had been going off for some time. We’d been so busy that I hadn’t noticed. 
 
    At a glance, all the calls were from Christina and Mareth. The phone informed me that I’d just missed a call from the latter. As soon as I read it, a new call came in from the former. Holding up a hand to quiet both women in bed with me, I held the phone against my ear. 
 
    “Hey,” I said, trying to sound casual. “What’s up?” 
 
    “Luke!” Christina’s relief was palpable. “Baby, where the fuck have you been? Mareth and I have been trying to get in touch with you for like a half-hour now!” 
 
    That’s right when Judyth had to bail on us, I thought, putting two and two together. “Maddie and I are just finishing up our tour of the Celestial Academy,” I said, giving my angelic girlfriend a thumbs-up. “Apparently the two of us are really good at psychic stuff.” 
 
    “Uh huh?” A teasing lilt entered Christina’s voice. “Then why don’t you tell me why I’m calling you?” 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” I ran my fingers through my hair as I looked the topless bodies of Eiko and Maddie up and down. “You got lonely and wanted some phone sex.” 
 
    I could hear Christina rolling her eyes through the other end of the phone. “Duh, always,” she purred. “But that’s not the only reason. Shit’s going crazy over here, Luke!” 
 
    I sat up straighter. Something about Christina’s tone of voice told me I needed to hear this. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked, all business now. Maddie noticed the change in me immediately and began to dress. The fun was over for now. “It’s Karl, isn’t it? That bastard decided to strike back against me?” 
 
    “No, Karl’s been quiet,” Christina said, sounding a little unsure of herself. “The truth is, Mareth and I aren’t exactly sure what’s going on. The Infernal Academy is abuzz with rumors. The only thing we’re really sure of is that Lilith came tearing out of here like a bat out of hell—pun intended—along with a couple of the faculty’s strongest demons. Heavy hitters, Luke!” 
 
    A sinking feeling spread through my stomach. “Let me guess,” I said, putting on my pants. “Lilith left the Infernal Academy a little over a half-hour ago?” 
 
    There was a pause on the other end of the line. “Yeah. How’d you know?” 
 
    I pulled the fabric up one leg, hopping on the other. “The Headmistress over here bailed on our tour at the same time. And she took the biggest, baddest angel in the whole place with her wherever she went.” 
 
    Christina gasped. “You think it’s connected?” 
 
    “Gotta be. For both Academies to work together on something, it’s got to be major.” I thought things over quickly, planning my next move. I was grateful that I’d just had some amazing sex with Maddie and Eiko—it meant my head was clear and I could look at things from every angle. “Some kind of ‘all hands on deck’ situation, if it could get Lucifer’s ex-wife and the top angels past the Pearly Gates in the same room together.” 
 
    Christina didn’t hesitate. “Mareth’s already on her way here, babe. Tell us what to do.” 
 
    That’s my girl, I thought with a grin. “Find Oni,” I told her, making a mental list of the most likely places to find out what the hell was going on. “We’ll need the muscle. Then get ready to meet me and Maddie. As soon as we get our clothes on, I’ll use my subspace to bring us back to the dorms in the Infernal Academy.” 
 
    I heard Christina snicker. “Your clothes? Just what are you doing over there, stud?” 
 
    “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” I said with a grin, devouring Eiko’s breasts with my eyes. “But I will tell you—in great detail. Soon.” 
 
    “You’d better,” Christina said, hanging up. 
 
    As the call disconnected, Eiko stretched and sighed. “I take it the two of you are needed for something urgent?” the instructor asked, yawning into her hand. Now that Maddie and I had given her a hard, primal fucking, she was all sleepy. 
 
    An awkward flush spread over my cheeks. “Sorry,” I said, glancing back at the bed. The sheets were so warm, and Eiko so fucking gorgeous. It would’ve been the nicest thing in the world to crawl back in with her and spend the rest of the evening banging each other’s brains out. “I hate to leave so soon, but…” 
 
    Again, that enigmatic smile spread across the instructor’s face. “It’s alright,” she said, rising from the bed and reaching for her robe. “It sounds important. Besides, you and I will have all semester to get to know each other better.” 
 
    I was sad to see her nudity leave, but Eiko looked almost as good in her robe as out of it. Its rumpled appearance combined with her messy hair to give her a ‘freshly-fucked’ appearance that was damn near irresistibly cute. 
 
    “Tell me something,” I asked. “If the Headmistresses of the Infernal and the Celestial Academies wanted to meet somewhere, where would they go?” 
 
    Eiko’s face was a mask of shock. “Lilith has disappeared as well? That can’t be good.” 
 
    Maddie had just finished reassembling her wispy silk robe, wrapping it around her body like a bandage dress. “We’d really appreciate the help,” she said, flashing the smile that had gotten her so many big tips as a waitress. 
 
    It charmed Eiko for sure. “If I knew, I’d gladly tell you,” the instructor said with a shrug. “But I don’t. I would suggest checking with the highest-level demon you can find in the Infernal Academy. If there’s an equivalent position there to what Holofernes does for us, that’s where I’d go.” 
 
    There wasn’t, as far as I knew, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t start searching. “Thanks,” I said, giving the instructor a kiss on the cheek. “I’ll call you?” 
 
    Her lips twisted in a smirk. “Young man, I will call you when I want some more of that,” she purred, giving my junk a squeeze through my pants. “Don’t you worry. You just focus on keeping up with me this semester—in the classroom and the bedroom.” 
 
    With that thought to leave me with, I grabbed hold of Maddie and summoned my subspace. I couldn’t wait to see Eiko again, but first I needed to find out what could possibly make the leaders of the Infernal and the Celestial Academies join forces. 
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    In subspace, I had just enough time to brush my teeth and apply a new coat of deodorant before Maddie dragged me through the front door and into the hallway of the Dormitories. The place buzzed with activity—the name Lilith was on everyone’s lips, along with various theories about why she’d flown the coop so suddenly. Most people seemed to think it revolved around Lucifer: that either he was closer to death than he’d let on, or he’d given Lilith the impression that she might have a chance to get back with him. As a result, the demonic students we saw were either on the verge of tears or holding back laughter, depending on which theory they believed. 
 
    No one knew about the similar chaos erupting at the Celestial Academy. If they had, it might have shocked the student body into silence. 
 
    The elevator carried us past the clubs and arcades, the amenities of the Demonic Dormitories calling out to me as we descended. If I ever get a moment to have some fun, I told them mentally, then let my hand slide to Maddie’s ass. Hell. I was having plenty of fun already. 
 
    Christina and Mareth were waiting for us in the student commons. Mareth wore her ever-present schoolgirl outfit, cut especially low in the front today since she knew I’d be coming back to school, while Christina walked around in her demonic, ‘transmog’ form. Plates of armored scales covered the sections of her anatomy a bikini would in the real world, but other than that, my formerly-human girlfriend was pretty much naked. That’s how Christina liked it, though—it made her two favorite pastimes easy. Fighting and fucking. 
 
    After a few hugs, a couple deep kisses, and a spank on each girl’s demonically enhanced ass, I got down to business.  
 
    “Where’s Oni?” I asked, glancing around the common area. The big demon wasn’t the brightest candle on the birthday cake, and he tended to get pulled into other people’s games of whack-a-mole and skeeball at the arcade. “Did you manage to find him?” 
 
    Christina sighed and spread her hands. “He’s gone missing, too,” she said, making a face. 
 
    “We can’t find him anywhere,” Mareth added. “We even got a phone to give him when we found him so you can keep in touch, but if he’s on campus, he’s doing a damn good job of hiding.” 
 
    Mareth pulled a black cell phone out of her skirt pocket.  
 
    Maddie’s face lit up. “Say,” Maddie said, “you wouldn’t mind letting me use that instead, would you?” 
 
    Mareth gave a little start. “You don’t have a cell phone already? Correction: Luke hasn’t bought you a cell phone already?” 
 
    “We were going to visit the angelic markets after our tour,” I explained. “But then all hell broke loose, and we decided we needed to book it.” 
 
    Mareth glanced down at the black cell phone and shrugged. “Might as well. Oni’s big oven-mitt fingers probably couldn’t work the touch screen, anyway.” 
 
    Maddie caught the wedge of plastic, her eyes shining with excitement as she flipped through the initial setup options on the phone. “Thank you so much! I wanted to get in on everyone’s group chats—I didn’t really feel like I was a part of the group without the ability to talk to you guys whenever!” 
 
    “If I’d have known, I’d have gotten you one sooner,” Christina said, putting her hands on her hips. “Are you sure you’ll be okay with that one, though, Maddie? It’s kind of... you know.” 
 
    “Black and red,” Mareth said with a giggle. “Not really the color scheme they use upstairs.” 
 
    Maddie scoffed. “That’s why it’s perfect,” she said, taking a quick selfie to test the camera. “Don’t get me wrong, I love the Celestial Academy already, it’s just... a girl could use a little more excitement, you know? Besides, one look at this phone and they’ll all know that I’ve got a dangerous bad boy for a boyfriend.” 
 
    Maddie said this last part with a little grin. I liked the idea of her carrying around a reminder of her allegiance to a demon all the time, as well. I wouldn’t always be able to attend class with Maddie, or spend as much time in the Celestial Academy with her as I’d like. Not only would our calls, texts, and dirty snaps keep us together when we were physically apart, the phone itself would be a reminder of her bond with the Infernal Realm. 
 
    She’s right, I thought. It is perfect. 
 
    “Alright, cool,” Christina said, pulling her own phone out of a scaled pouch against her hip. “Got my first text from you, angel girl. You can tell me about you getting your halo and I can gush about all the demons whose asses I’ve kicked this week. Now how the fuck do we find out where Lilith’s gone?” 
 
    “We could ask Lucifer,” Mareth suggested. The name made several heads turn, stopping a pair of demons in sweats adorned with the school’s crest as they made their way into the arcade. “Assuming whatever this is isn’t so big that he’s busy dealing with it, too.” 
 
    All of us turned to stare at Mareth. “You’ve got a direct line to Lucifer?” I asked. 
 
    The succubus turned defensive. “He is my Dad, you know,” Mareth retorted, her long tongue darting angrily from a corner of her mouth. “Despite what they say about him, the Prince of Darkness is anything but a deadbeat. He sees me as often as he’s able, and I know I can pick up the phone to talk to him whenever I need to.” 
 
    That was one interesting thing to keep in mind. If we ever had a situation that couldn’t be dealt with in any other way, we could always make a saving throw and have Mareth call home to Daddy. I got the impression such a tactic would only work in our favor once, though. As soon as Lucifer realized Mareth had used their parent-child connection in my benefit, he’d probably start screening his calls. 
 
    “I’m going to remember you’ve got a direct line to the Devil,” I told Mareth. “But we don’t have to bug your Dad just yet. I’ve got another idea.” 
 
    Mareth let out a relieved sigh. “Good,” she said, tucking her cell phone into the pocket of her schoolgirl outfit. “The last time I asked him for a favor, Aunt Lilith was up my ass about it for an entire month. I swear, that woman’s got that ‘crabs in a bucket’ mentality—she can’t stand to see anyone have a better relationship with her ex-husband than she does…” 
 
    Having known more than a few people exactly like that during my human life, I nodded. “Good to know. I won’t get you in trouble unless it’s absolutely necessary.” 
 
    Suddenly, all three of my girls were giggling.  
 
    Mareth grinned. “Oh, you get me in plenty of trouble, Luke. Only it’s the good kind.” 
 
    I led the trio out of the student commons and toward the front entrance of the Infernal Academy. To get there, we had to cross the green, which was absolutely packed with demons. Hell was even hotter than normal that afternoon, and the emergency with the Headmistress caused most demonic teachers to cancel class early. As a result, it looked like every student on campus was out and about today, playing games or sunbathing or just drinking and gossiping about Lilith. 
 
    A cute succubi laying topless on her belly pulled down her sunglasses and winked at me as I walked by. She gave herself a smack on the ass with her forked tail, rising onto her knees and making an arch of her back. 
 
    “Hey, you’re the guy who took Karl down,” she purred, taking in my entourage with a glance. “Where are you going in such a hurry?” 
 
    Normally, I would’ve gladly given this girl a good half-day of my attention. At the moment, however, I had no time to waste. 
 
    “Special errand for the Headmistress,” I said, glancing at the wrought-iron gates leading to the parking circle. 
 
    The succubus sat up. Short horns protruded from her forehead, twisting into curlicues like the flourishes on a girl’s cursive writing. Christina let out a little gasp as the demon girl’s arm dropped, leaving her breasts exposed to the student body. 
 
    “You’re involved with that?” Her jaw dropped open, her nudity forgotten for the moment. “What the hell happened to Lilith? The whole damn campus is talking about it—”  
 
    “We’ve really got to go,” Maddie said, smiling at the succubus like an unreasonable customer back at her diner. “Thank you so much for the view, though!” 
 
    As we rushed off, the succubus pulled a slender phone of her own out of her pocket and snapped a quick picture of us. When I glanced over my shoulder, she was already talking to someone else about what she’d heard—no doubt embellishing it to make even more juicy gossip. 
 
    “Great,” I growled. “Now the entire school’s going to think we’re involved with Lilith’s disappearance.” 
 
    “That’s not a bad thing,” Christina replied, dodging out of the way as a football tossed by a big goat demon soared just past her head. “Makes you look like an even more important demon. Not to mention a total badass.” 
 
    “Yeah, but if Lilith doesn’t come back, it also makes us look like murderers,” I said ruefully. “So, whatever’s going on, we’d better find a way to fix it.” 
 
    Once we got past the green, the crowd thinned out considerably. Other than a few teachers lounging near the doors of their buildings, steam rising from the cups of the bitter coffee they all drank (Lilith’s specialty), the front of the Infernal Academy seemed almost deserted. My heart sank. I scanned the parking circle, which was empty of cars, telling myself there had to be at least one attendant here this afternoon. They couldn’t have all fucked off when the trouble started, could they? 
 
    “You know, it might be easier for us to help if you explained what you’re doing,” Mareth said, noticing my intense look. “We’re your harem, dude. You don’t need to keep us in the dark.” 
 
    She was right. I certainly didn’t. “Maddie,” I said, making the angel girl jump. “Tell them what you told me about the diner and the car.” 
 
    A little surprised, Maddie related the tale. Christina listened to the waitress tell her about climbing into the trunk of my enchanted car with interest, but more than a little confusion. Next to her, however, Mareth’s expression hardened into certainty almost as soon as Maddie began her story. 
 
    “I don’t get it?” Christina said with a frown as Maddie finished. “Luke’s car can talk?” 
 
    Mareth punched her open palm with a fist, looking as excited as if I’d just invited her to spray paint the walls of the Celestial Academy with naughty graffiti. “Luke’s car isn’t a car,” Mareth surmised, scanning the parking circle even more thoroughly than I’d been doing. “It’s some kind of demon. One that’s not only smart enough to see Maddie’s potential, but clever enough to trick her into sneaking down into Hell with us.” 
 
    “Hey, it didn’t have to trick me,” Maddie protested. “I wanted to come with you guys! I gave Luke my panties and everything…” 
 
    Christina grinned wickedly. “Just be glad you got in early, while the getting was good,” she purred, wrapping an arm around Maddie’s shoulders. “Now that he’s got us, girls are going to have to try way harder to get into Luke’s bed. I mean, did you see how hot that succubus was? Pre-harem Luke would’ve howled like a wolf and started drooling all over himself when that demon girl showed him her tits. Now he’s still able to focus on the mission and everything!” 
 
    She was right, I realized. It was amazing how quickly my standards had changed. But with a glance at my three core girls, I knew I’d made the right choice with each of them. 
 
    “Whatever my car is, it knows way more about all of this than it’s letting on,” I said, stepping into the parking circle. “If it doesn’t know where Lilith and Judyth have run off to, then it should at least have a good idea how to start looking. Now where the hell is that valet?” 
 
    As if summoned by my voice, the valet stepped out from beneath the awning of a nearby building. I recognized her as the same demoness who’d parked my car upon our arrival at the Infernal Academy—an officious-looking woman in a close-fitting maroon uniform. Her name was on the tip of my tongue. 
 
    “Desdemona!” I said, throwing an arm in the air. That was it! “Hey, how are you doing?” 
 
    The last time I’d seen the Infernal Academy’s valet, I’d accidentally sent all the demons on the green into a feeding frenzy in their lust to eat Maddie. Desdemona looked as if she still hadn’t fully recovered from the experience. Of course, there wasn’t a hair out of place in her appearance or her manner of dress, but from the look in her eyes, I could tell she’d probably been chugging a couple extra energy drinks a day after that experience. 
 
    “Hello sir,” the valet said with a quick bow. “Will you be needing your automobile?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, smiling sheepishly at her. “Sorry about what happened last time, by the way. I promise next time I put a familiar in my car, I’ll give you a head’s up.” 
 
    “It’s alright, sir,” Desdemona said blandly. “Happens all the time. If you could just show me your ticket, I’ll be more than happy to summon your ride.” 
 
    My ticket? I felt in my robes, looking for anything I could use to claim the enchanted automobile. I didn’t remember being given any kind of claim form or ticket for the car—and if I had, I’d surely lost it ages ago. It was probably on the floor of the Wrath school after Christina and I had fought with Aztomund and Bryan, or it slipped out of my pocket somewhere in Karl’s subspace and wound up getting burnt to a crisp by lava. 
 
    Shit. 
 
    “I don’t, ah, have my ticket,” I said, glancing at the rest of my group as if they might produce it at any moment. “You remember my face, though, right? Come on, it’s me, Luke! I just need to speak with my car.” 
 
    Desdemona looked at me as if I’d misspoken—or like she hoped I’d misspoken. “Speak with your car, sir?” 
 
    Damn it. If this was her way of getting back at me for almost getting killed, well... I supposed I couldn’t blame her. But I needed my car back, damn it! Ticket or no ticket. 
 
    “Look, it’s an emergency,” I said, flashing the smile that had melted the hearts of so many gorgeous demon girls. “You know how the Headmistress has gone missing? This is part of that. We need to get to her immediately, and I’m going to need my car in order to do that.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, sir.” Desdemona’s shrug was merciless. “If you don’t have your valet ticket, I’m afraid I can’t procure your vehicle. You can go the Transportation offices any time between Thorsday and Sinday, between first and last bell, and file a claim form for your car. Once your ownership is confirmed, the automobile will be returned to you.” 
 
    My temper slipped. “I don’t have time for that!” I snapped. 
 
    Christina sized the valet attendant demon up, frowning. “You know,” she said, crossing her arms beneath her breasts, “I don’t remember you giving Luke a ‘claim ticket’ when he dropped the car off here to begin with.” 
 
    “My apologies,” the valet said in a small, pleasant voice. “I’ve dropped off and picked up a number of automobiles since your arrival. All demons who use the valet service are given claim tickets, which they use to pick up their vehicles once they need them.” 
 
    A maddening itch erupted between my shoulder blades. The urge to lose my cool was strong; I was inches away from going full-on demon and forcing Desdemona to bring my car, ticket or no. How could this officious little brat keep us from finding the Headmistress? 
 
    I could feel my tendrils just begging to be unleashed, but before I could erupt, a pair of hands on my shoulders gently pushed me to the side. Maddie stepped into the gap, matching the valet’s customer service ready smile with one of her own. 
 
    “The ticket!” Maddie said, as if she’d just thought of the name of a song that had been running around her head all day. “I think I remember it. It’s white with black symbols around the edges, right? And a big pentagram with the claim number written in runes?” 
 
    Huh? I didn’t remember that at all. 
 
    “Exactly,” Desdemona said quickly. Too quickly, I realized a beat later. “If you can find it and bring it to me, wonderful. Otherwise, the Transportation office is that way—”  
 
    “That’s really interesting,” Maddie said, her smile never wavering. “Because I totally just made that up.” 
 
    Desdemona stared at my girlfriend for a moment, the words refusing to sink in. Then all the color drained out of the demon valet’s face. 
 
    “Just like I think you made up the claim ticket to have an excuse not to help Luke,” Maddie said in a gentle voice. She put a hand on the valet’s shoulder, her face filled with sympathy. “Didn’t you?” 
 
    “That bitch,” Mareth said, only now realizing we’d been tricked. “I ought to rip you apart limb from limb!” 
 
    The shutters went down over the valet’s expression. Maddie had almost gotten through to her with kindness, but Mareth’s anger ruined it. “Your aunt just about fired me for that whole incident in the student commons,” the valet growled, matching Mareth’s hateful stare without breaking a sweat. “I’m on probation and my pay got docked. All because Lucifer’s special boy couldn’t tell me in advance that he packed a snack for his trip to Hell…” 
 
    Everyone tried to speak at once. Maddie threw up a hand, silencing us all. 
 
    “That’s not what happened,” the angel said simply. “And I’m sorry, Desdemona. You’re absolutely right—you shouldn’t have been punished for what we did. You didn’t smuggle me into Hell, I made that decision on my own. If you should be angry at anyone, it should be me, not Luke. He had no idea I was down here.” 
 
    “You’re not a human anymore,” Desdemona said, furrowing her brow. “Definitely not a human. Something else.”  
 
    “That’s right,” Maddie said with a flash of her bright white teeth. 
 
    “Hmm. . . I should really be killing you for what you did, but now that I know Luke is not really responsible, all I want to do is clock-out for the day.” Desdemona looked at me with new eyes, cringing back a bit with self-directed guilt. “Fuck it,” she said. “Let me summon your car.” 
 
    As the valet opened up a portal to the parking garage and stepped through, Maddie sidled up beside me. “I think you should talk to Lilith once we deal with this emergency,” my angelic girlfriend whispered, “and have her restore Desdemona’s pay.” 
 
    Mareth and Christina gave her identical looks of shock. “Are you kidding?” Christina asked, glancing at the portal first to make sure Desdemona couldn’t hear. “That girl’s a total bitch!” 
 
    I shook my head. “No, Maddie’s right,” I said, startling them both. “I didn’t know someone else got punished for what we did. That’s no good. Desdemona’s got a right to be angry with us for that.” 
 
    Christina stared at me blankly. “Dude, what are they teaching you up in angel school?” 
 
    “You’re actually going to forgive someone who wronged you?” Mareth added, incredulous. “Instead of smashing them into the ground?” 
 
    I couldn’t help it—a laugh broke from my throat. “Yeah,” I said, grinning at my two demon girls. Both were fierce as hell and a real treat in the bedroom, but some of the subtleties of social niceness had clearly eluded them. Or in Christina’s case, maybe she’d been hanging out with enough demons to forget how utterly horrible the customer service experience is for most workers. 
 
    I decided to take another tack. “All part of the plan,” I assured both girls, pulling them close. “We get Desdemona out of trouble, she’ll love us. And she’ll owe us a major favor. Who else sees everyone who comes and goes in the school?” 
 
    Christina began to nod. “You brilliant bastard,” she said, giving me a playful punch in the shoulder. “I knew you weren’t going soft!” 
 
    “I never go soft,” I growled, pulling her against me. In fact, something between my legs had been hard through our entire conversation—I pushed it between Christina’s thighs, letting her feel its girth and heat. “You of all people should know that…” 
 
    “And you of all people should know I like to give head while you’re driving,” Christina giggled, letting her long tongue dangle down to her chin. “So I hope wherever your magic car is taking us is going to take a long time to get there…” 
 
    I was still thinking about all the things Christina could do with that tongue when the sound of an engine reached my ears. The noise turned into a roar as my sleek black car tore ass into the parking circle. Desdemona sat behind the wheel, but she hardly had to do a thing—the car made its way through Hell as if it truly had a mind of its own. It rolled to a stop just in front of our group, the golden rims on its oversized tires spinning for a few moments after the car had come to a rest. 
 
    It was my vehicle, alright. A few touches of the beat-up van it had been before Lucifer’s magic transformed it still remained, but otherwise it was all muscle car. Bigger than an SUV, it could fit my entire harem and then some inside. Desdemona adjusted the ram’s horn gear shift and slipped out of the driver’s seat, making a note of the mileage on a pad. 666, of course—the car belonging to a Lord of Hell would forever be stuck on that number. 
 
    “Thanks,” I told the valet. “You can leave us now.” 
 
    Desdemona nodded and stepped through another portal. She hadn’t stayed to press the point of my guilt any further, which I appreciated. Let’s hope it comes as a nice surprise when I get her situation sorted out, I told myself, turning my attention to the car. It sat there like a dormant lion, silent but prepared to turn lethal at any moment. 
 
    I walked around to the front and put both hands on the hood. The metal was too hot to the touch, super heated to the point where it would have burned an ordinary human. I swore I could hear a rumble inside that had nothing to do with engines. 
 
    It knows I know, I thought, clearing my throat. 
 
    “I need to talk to you,” I said, giving the hood a smart little rap. “It’s important.” 
 
    The car said nothing. As cars do. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “The Headmistress of the Infernal Academy and the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy have gone missing,” I said, leaning in closer. If any demons could see me talking to my car from the green, they wisely kept their mouths shut. “I need to know where they are, before they get into trouble. I have this feeling that whatever they’re doing, they’re going to need my help.” 
 
    The engine gave an unexpected rumble. The driver’s side door opened on its own, like a beckoning finger. 
 
    I stared at it, wide-eyed. “Just me?” I asked, glancing over my shoulder. “Or can I bring the girls, too?” 
 
    All four doors swung open. Well, I thought, that’s a clear sign. 
 
    “You heard the car,” I said, giving Christina, Mareth ,and Maddie an ‘isn’t this crazy?’ smile. “Climb on in.” 
 
    God, I’d forgotten what real luxury felt like. The driver’s seat of my new car hugged me like it was welcoming me home, the plush leather molding itself around my body. An array of dials and arcane buttons awaited me, along with a steering wheel with the face of a skull in the middle and strange symbols all over the rim. The moment all four of us were inside, the doors closed and the air conditioner switched on. 
 
    The outside world had gone completely silent. “I’m assuming no one else can hear us while we’re inside of you,” I said, trying not to think of how strange that last part sounded. “Even if they’re using magic to try and peek. Is that right?” 
 
    The engine gave a prolonged rumble. At first, I thought something was wrong—then I realized that as the sound climbed higher and higher, it was forming into the shape of a human voice. 
 
    “You are correct,” it rumbled, its tone somehow stately despite being composed of the booming noises of my engine. “We can converse freely here, Master.” 
 
    Christina was halfway through unbuttoning my pants and taking out my cock when she froze at the sound of that voice. “Holy shit,” she murmured. “Your car can talk!” 
 
    “And it calls him Master,” Mareth said petulantly, crossing her arms. “That’s my thing!” 
 
    “My apologies,” the automobile said, forming the engine noise into words. “If it comforts you, I mean it in a totally different context than what you mean when you call Luke your Master. I am merely Luke’s servant, not his lover. Besides, I am male.” 
 
    “I didn’t know a car could have a gender,” Maddie purred from the backseat, leaning forward. “That’s the voice, Luke! The one I heard outside the diner, telling me to get into the trunk…” 
 
    “Indeed it was me, my Lady,” the car rumbled. The longer it went on talking, the more it sounded for all the world like some stuffy English butler. Even the engine noise couldn’t hide the poise and sophistication of my car’s natural voice. “I sensed your angelic potential and realized that my Master would have need of you. Also, if I may be permitted to be bold, I didn’t like the idea of him letting such a good thing slip through his fingers.” 
 
    Maddie laughed. I felt color rise to my cheeks. Called out by my own car! 
 
    “Who are you?” Maddie asked. “What are you?” 
 
    The car cleared what could generally be considered its throat. “My name is Godfrey,” the car said proudly. “And I am Luke’s Guardian Angel.” 
 
    Silence reigned in the car for a moment. 
 
    “You’re an angel,” Mareth said, her claws digging into the headrest of Christina’s seat. “But you’re in a demonic car? How’s that work?” 
 
    A plume of smoke billowed from the sides of the car’s hood. It took me a second to realize this was the car’s equivalent of a chuckle. 
 
    “With all due respect to my Master and his harem,” Godfrey said, “that is an extremely long story. One that involves not only the Infernal and the Celestial schools, but Lucifer’s seemingly endless quest to secure an heir capable of fulfilling his peculiar duties with regards to the universe’s firmament. But if I were to explain all of that to you, it would take all day!” 
 
    Christina looked keenly interested. I didn’t need to glance in the rear-view mirror to know that I did, too. “Why not?” I asked. “We’ve got time, right?” 
 
    “Unfortunately, we do not.” Godfrey made another one of those throat-clearing engine noises. “By the time I finish telling the story, the Fae will have succeeded in establishing a foothold in our world. If that happens, there’ll be no point in telling any stories, as we’ll all be dead.” 
 
    Mareth gasped. “Oh. My. Satan.” 
 
    This time I did look in the rear-view mirror. Sitting in the passenger side of the back seat, Mareth’s normally cherry skin had gone as white as a sheet. 
 
    “The Fae are not the kind you want to tangle with,” Mareth sputtered, like someone who’d been assured that there’d be no clowns at a birthday party happening at the circus. “This is bad. Very, very bad.” 
 
    “You should tell your Aunt that sometime,” Godfrey countered, more steam rising from the sides of his hood. “Lilith would probably get a kick out of it.” 
 
    I started. “You know Lilith?” 
 
    “Yes. I know Headmistress Judyth as well,” the car said, pausing. “Like I said, Master, it’s a very long story.” 
 
    Mareth was half out of her seat, perched in the space between Christina’s chair and mine like a gargoyle. “You can’t listen to this guy, Luke,” she said, shaking her head like she didn’t want to believe a word of what she heard. “He’s bullshitting you. Lucifer must have fed him this story as a laugh, or to fuck with you. The Fae can’t establish a foothold outside of their Realm. It’s like, a natural law or something.”  
 
    “We live in a world of magic,” I said. “That’s supernatural. Contravenes natural law.”  
 
    “Would someone explain what’s going on?” Christina asked. “What are the Fae meant to be?”  
 
    Mareth swallowed hard. I sensed a sudden anxiety in her expression, as if she didn’t like talking about this. “The Fae are pure evil,” she whispered, her eyes wide. “Their realm isn’t like either of ours—it’s a beautiful fantasy kingdom, only everything there wants to kill and eat you. Or trick you into giving up your soul. The Fae are big on that—tricking people into contracts they don’t understand.” 
 
    “Sounds kind of like demons,” I said, turning back to the dashboard. “I thought the minions of Hell were supposed to be the evil ones?” 
 
    “We’re just misunderstood,” Mareth protested, rolling her eyes. “We’re demonic, sure, but we’re not evil evil. We have an understanding with the other side—the angels stay on their turf, and we stay on ours. We keep our fights in agreed-upon spaces, with rules.” 
 
    I thought about the tiny wars I’d seen back on Earth as I drove around in my van—the demon perched on a man’s left shoulder and the angel on the right, the people possessed by imps with angels trying to fight the creatures off their human host’s backs. Those contests had been fierce, but they were just that—contests. I understood what Mareth meant. 
 
    “The Fae don’t have rules,” she finished, her nails digging into my shoulder. “If they got the chance, they’d burn down Heaven and Hell. Turn the Earth into a barren wasteland for their own amusement. They’re bad news, Luke.” 
 
    I digested Mareth’s words, trying to sift out the truth from the myth. Then I realized I had a knowledgeable source right in front of me—and behind me, and on both sides of me. I was literally inside the knowledgeable source, which wigged me out more than a bit. 
 
    “Godfrey,” I said, putting my hands on the wheel. “How much of what Mareth’s saying is true?” 
 
    “I would never presume to correct a member of your harem,” came Godfrey’s careful reply. “I would, however, hasten to assure Mareth that the Fae are very real—and very dangerous. The part about turning the Earth into a barren wasteland is incorrect, however.” 
 
    I brightened. “Yeah?” 
 
    “They would never pass up the opportunity to spend a few centuries torturing mortals, first.” 
 
    My heart fell into my stomach. “So is that where Lilith and Judyth went? To this Fae Realm?” Something occurred to me. “How do you even know all this, anyway?” 
 
    “I am in no way desirous of repetition,” Godfrey rumbled, “but as I’ve said, explaining who I am and how I came to be here would take more time than we have. It should suffice to say that I have a vested interest in seeing you succeed as Lucifer’s heir and become the Archlord of Hell. I am on your side, Master.” 
 
    “He’s telling the truth, Luke,” Maddie said from the backseat. “I can feel it.” 
 
    I remembered Maddie flipping over cards during Eiko’s divination test. The fact that if I hadn’t been in the room to fuck up the curve and blow the results out of the water, that Maddie would be the most promising student at telepathy and predicting the future in decades. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “I trust you. So we need to go to the Fae Realm, then?” 
 
    “Not exactly,” Godfrey said. “I’ve been performing a scan of the Realms as we had this conversation, and I’ve located both Infernal Headmistress Lilith and Celestial Headmistress Judyth. Both have left their respective Academies for the moment—but they are not in the Fae Realm.” 
 
    This was getting more confusing by the moment. “Where the hell are they, then?” I asked, thumping the steering wheel with my fists. 
 
    “Both of them have entered what’s known as a ‘liminal zone’,” the car explained. “A sort of doorway between the other realms and the world of the Fae. Given what I know of the situation, I’d assume the Fae are using this liminal zone as a beach head to establish a permanent portal to the Infernal and Celestial Realms.” 
 
    And if they succeed, bad things happen, I thought. And I thought I only had angels and demons to worry about! 
 
    “If my aunt is working with an angel,” Mareth said, “it must be the end of the world.” 
 
    I made my decision. “We’re going,” I said turning the goat’s head stick shift into drive. “Can you take us there, Godfrey?” 
 
    “Indeed I can,” the car rumbled. Its engine let out a leonine roar as it prepared to peel out of the Infernal Academy’s parking lot. “It’s liable to be a bumpy road, Master. I suggest everyone buckle up!” 
 
    Next to me in the passenger seat, Christina pouted. “I’m not going to have time to give Luke road head, am I, car?” 
 
    “I’m afraid not, Miss Christina.” Godfrey actually sounded contrite about it. 
 
    “Fuck,” Christina said, her upper lip curling. “Well, I’m making up for it later. You are definitely getting a blowie once we deal with this Fae bullshit, Luke. You owe me one!” 
 
    “And I will be glad to pay you back,” I told her with a smile. “Trust me, as soon as we save the world, I plan to do some hardcore celebrating—”  
 
    That was as far as I got. The car took off like a rocket, throwing Christina and me back into our seats. The highway to hell stretched beneath us, the familiar tunnels full of sinners and unholy fire blurring in my vision as the engine kicked into overdrive. 
 
    “Holy shit!” Mareth howled. She’d been between our seats as the car started, and now she’d curled up in the backseat in a heap, licking her wounds. As the car accelerated, she pressed against the back, her nails digging into the leather. “Oh my Satan, oh my Satan we’re all gonna die…” 
 
    “I need to reach terminal velocity in order to pierce the liminal zone!” I couldn’t tell if Godfrey had raised his voice, or if the engine was just so loud it was like a jet taking off in my ears. Either way, I could no longer hear Mareth screaming. “Hold on—I need to bring us to full power!” 
 
    The corners of my vision went black. A film of gray covered the world, like the car had just gone down a steep hill on a roller coaster. The roar of the engine was strangely muted in my ears, replaced by the sounds of ringing. 
 
    I’m going to pass out, I realized, gripping the wheel weakly. Shit… 
 
    An ordinary human would probably have already been dead. Godfrey took us to utterly absurd speeds as he shot down the highway to Hell—after all, there were no speed limits. At the crest of a hill, the car shot straight into the sky, each flame of the fires of Hell elongating like the light show that occurred whenever the Millennium Falcon jumped into hyperspace. 
 
    I glanced over at Christina. She lay comatose in the passenger seat, a thin trail of drool trickling from the side of her mouth. Much more of this and we wouldn’t be able to hold together—we wouldn’t even need the Fae to conquer us. 
 
    “Godfrey,” I muttered, unable to hear the word in my own ears. “Stop…” 
 
    Just as my consciousness crumbled, the light show ceased. A massive tear ripped through the center of the sky, shredding the Infernal Realm. 
 
    We were through. Barely alive, but through. 
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    The car came to a stop in darkness. 
 
    Smoke poured from the hood of the car, rising into the black in shimmering waves. This was no chuckle or chortle from my guardian angel—the transition into the liminal zone had dealt Godfrey some serious damage. I sat up, willing movement back into my limbs—they were all on pins and needles—and pulled feebly at the seatbelt, trying to get free. 
 
    “Godfrey?” It came out as a croak. “Are you alright, pal?” 
 
    For a moment, no one replied, and I had the awful feeling the car was dead. Could a guardian angel even die? Or would its soul just be trapped in the liminal zone forever? 
 
    A coughing plume of steam joined the smoke. “I am alive, Master. The transition to the liminal zone hurt me more than I expected.” 
 
    A groan from the passenger seat caught my attention and held it. Christina had ceased drooling, and she was going through the same process of slow healing that I’d started. Rather than tug, however, she’d simply used her claws to slash through the seatbelt, freeing her breasts to sway back and forth in her scaly armor. 
 
    “I feel like I’ve been run over by a truck,” Christina gasped. “And the truck was made of several smaller trucks…” 
 
    Godfrey’s voice was pensive. “Master, I’m sensing a great deal of danger up ahead. You should gather your party and venture forth. I’m certain now that Headmistresses Lilith and Judyth will need your help to stop the incursion of the Fae Realm.” 
 
    “Working on it,” I said with a weary nod. Energy flowed back into my limbs as I embraced my demonic nature. It trickled back more slowly than I’d have liked, but it was there. “Are you going to be able to get us out of here?” 
 
    “I have begun the process of self-diagnosis and healing,” Godfrey said, sounding distracted. I suddenly realized the car was probably scanning the area, scanning itself, and carrying on this conversation without breaking a sweat. “At my estimation, it will take a considerable amount of time for my engine to recover enough to break free of the liminal zone. So much so that, should you fail to stop the intrusion of the Fae, we will not be able to escape this Realm before being drawn in ourselves.” 
 
    So there was no turning back. Great. “Alright,” I said, shoving my shoulder against the driver’s seat. It didn’t move, but Godfrey automatically popped the lock a moment later and let me out. My fingers managed the catch on the seat belt, and I took my first step into the liminal zone. It was cool and dark, like the inside of a cave. 
 
    Because it was a cave. Godfrey had parked us inside some underground structure. The ground sloped upward, so dark that I could barely see my fingers at the ends of my arms, but a single point of light shone in the darkness a few minutes’ walk up the slope. If we could make it, that is. 
 
    “Mareth,” I grunted, remembering the way the demon girl had been slammed into the backseat. “Maddie! You two okay?” 
 
    The rest of the doors slid open. Maddie groaned, letting me know she was alive. Mareth didn’t move, so I went to her first. 
 
    For a horrible moment, I thought the succubus had died. An angry bruise covered half her face where she’d been battered around in the back seat like a kid shaking up a snowglobe, slamming into the ceiling and the back windshield with a force that would have snapped a human woman’s neck. Only her demonic strength saved her. 
 
    I lifted Mareth out of the backseat and held her to me, my strength rapidly returning. “Come on,” I grunted, commanding her the way a Master was supposed to. “Don’t you dare die on me, succubus. Your Master commands you to get the fuck up…” 
 
    One of Mareth’s eyes opened a crack. “M-Master?” 
 
    So much relief rushed out of me that it was almost sexual. “You scared the shit out of me,” I said, hugging the succubus tight. 
 
    She chuckled weakly against my chest. “It takes more than that to kill one of Lucifer’s daughters,” she said with a wheeze. “Besides, you know I like a little pain.” Her finger strayed to her cheek. “How bad is it?” 
 
    “Not too bad,” I lied. “Demon girls on campus will probably just think we got extra rough in bed.” 
 
    Mareth grinned. “I’m okay now,” she assured me. “Set me down.” 
 
    I did. The succubus swayed a bit, but she remained on her feet. That left just Maddie, who lay recovering on the driver’s side of the backseat. She blinked rapidly as I came to her side, feeling at her face as if something were wrong. I saw no marks or bruises, so it wasn’t until she opened her mouth that I understood. 
 
    “My glasses,” Maddie whispered. “My glasses are gone!” 
 
    I looked in the back seat and the front, checked the cup holders, but Maddie’s glasses were nowhere to be found. Either one of Godfrey’s windows had come open a crack during the transition into liminal space, or they’d been shaken around so hard by the car’s speed that they’d broken into little bits. Either way, we weren’t going to find them here. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I told Maddie, lifting her from the car. “We’ll get you another pair as soon as this is over. In the meantime, I’ll tell you where to aim.” 
 
    Maddie laughed. “I can see just fine,” she said, shaking her head. “I’ve had perfect vision ever since I got my wings. I just... I like them, you know? They remind me of my old life.” 
 
    I nodded. “I know. As soon as we get out of this, we’ll hit up a LensCrafters or something. Get you whatever pair you want, Mads.” 
 
    Still struggling to recover, the four of us made our way up the slope. Godfrey refused to budge, saying he’d done all he could and to try and make it up the hill would only injure him further. I left him to his healing and climbed. 
 
    By the time we reached the cave opening, I felt like crawling. Maddie had her wings open and was half-walking, half-fluttering the second half of the slope, helping Mareth and Christina on their way. Some backup we are, I thought with a snort. At this rate, Lilith and Judyth are going to have to rescue us— 
 
    It was then that I heard the first scream. 
 
    Instantly, my senses sharpened. I reached for my demonic powers without thinking, wings emerging from my back to tear through my already tattered robes. My tendrils swarmed out of me, writhing like demonic serpents. Next to me, Christina and Mareth transformed, their beautiful features going savage as they opened themselves up to their Infernal natures. 
 
    All of us knew that voice. It was the Headmistress of our school—Lilith. 
 
    I emerged from the cave’s mouth at a dead run, my wings beating against the balmy air while my tendrils swarmed a dark shadow behind me. We stood in a deep glade, old-growth trees surrounding a clearing that seemed carved out of the landscape rather than naturally allowed to grow. Two moons hung in the sky, bathing the forest in an eerie glow. 
 
    Figures were engaged in combat. I didn’t think—just flung myself into the fray, ready to help out. As I did, I counted five roughly human-shaped figures and one massive round one, trying in an instant to reason who was on which side. 
 
    A head whipped around as I landed. I found myself staring face-to-face with Lilith, the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy. Lucifer’s ex-wife. 
 
    She grinned, showing her fangs. “I should have known you’d find some way to show up,” the mature demon purred, shaking her head. “Did you bring my niece with you?” 
 
    Just behind me, Christina, Mareth, and Maddie landed in the clearing. Each of them had their long, lustrous wings wrapped around their bodies, their transformations fully complete. This wasn’t just a harem I’d brought with me to the liminal zone—it was a miniature army, ready and willing to fight and kill to protect each other. I loved them fiercely. 
 
    “Figured you could use some help,” I said with a shrug. “The Headmistresses of both my schools get called away on an errand, I get curious, you know?” 
 
    “Oh, I know,” Lilith said with a lusty purr. “Help me kill this troll, would you?” 
 
    Troll? 
 
    I barely had time to think the word before a massive granite fist swung at my face. I ducked backward, my wings flapping spasmodically as I put distance between myself and the first monster I’d seen from the Fae Realm. It was huge! If you’d put every member of my harem on each other’s shoulders with Maddie on top (and believe me, that’s an orgy I’d like to see), then the troll would still have stood taller than Maddie’s head. Mosses and lichens covered the stone mass of its torso, with a face only a mother troll could love. 
 
    The thing had no weapons—and didn’t need them. Its fists were enough. 
 
    My eagerness to escape only enraged the troll. It charged forward, beating the ground with its fists like the drummer of a death metal band. The earth beneath my feet shook, nearly throwing me off balance, so I took to the air on my wings. 
 
    Its big stone figures grabbed at me as I soared—only for a gray blur to slam into the troll’s side. The beast rolled, as smooth on its side as it was upright, and changed targets. The gray figure unrolled like something out of a nightmare, going from four legs back to two as it parried the troll’s blow. 
 
    Holy shit. I knew this guy. That was Bryan—a demon called a Rake, who Christina and I sparred with back at the Wrath School. That meant— 
 
    A beetle-backed demon dropped from a nearby tree, a spear glinting in its hand. It pierced the back of the troll’s neck, driving the hilt deep into its flesh, and the monster screamed. 
 
    Suddenly, Christina was in flight, hovering over the troll’s head. “Aztomund,” my girlfriend said with pleasure. “What are you doing in the Fae Realm, asshole?” 
 
    “Same thing you are,” the beetle demon said with a guffaw. “Getting my fight on!” 
 
    Fireballs sprung to life in Christina’s hands. “Oh hell yes! Luke, let’s do this!” 
 
    The troll had been holding its own against Aztomund and Bryan, but with the addition of my harem, it was clear it couldn’t fight us all off. Countless spells rained down on its head, battering it with flames and lightning and ice as it tried to pick a single target to strike out against. It didn’t help the beast that every member of my harem could fly, dodging out of its grip before it could slam them to the ground the way it did with its fists. 
 
    Before long, the troll was down for the count. I finished it off, my shadow tendrils snaking out to grip its four limbs and tear them off. The limbless troll rolled for a moment before my tendrils snatched its head in their grips. They squeezed and squeezed until the troll’s skull popped like an overripe watermelon.  
 
    “Fuck yeah!” I said, throwing a fist in the air. “We did it!” 
 
    I landed back in the clearing, my girls forming a circle around me. Bryan and Aztomund landed a few feet away—and all the while, Lilith stood near the trees, watching us with a mixture of lust and caution. What was going on in the Headmistress’s brain as she watched her star students destroy a threat from the Fae Realm? 
 
    I decided I wanted to find out. 
 
    “Hey,” I told Lucifer’s ex-wife, sounding for all the world like a guy who’d just spotted her at a bar. I made my way across the clearing, slowly releasing the demonic power flowing through my body. “Looks like we got here just in time.” 
 
    Lilith stared at me for a moment, cocking her head to the side. Then she began to laugh. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. Did you think that was all you had to do?” 
 
    My eyebrows furrowed together. “Huh?” 
 
    The smell of ozone hit my nostrils a moment before the portal opened. A swirling green vortex of magic appeared at the edge of the clearing, right next to the woods. I tensed, expecting another monster, but instead Judyth stepped through, looking pissed. 
 
    I soon discovered why. She wasn’t alone. 
 
    An angel carrying a flaming sword stepped through the rent behind her, his face carved from stone. While Lilith had brought two heavies with her to the liminal zone, Judyth had only seen the need for one—Holofernes. Considering what he’d done to me during our last encounter, I couldn’t really blame her. 
 
    Fucking asshole, I thought, glaring at Holofernes’s back. I wouldn’t try anything, not at a time like this, but if some monster from the Fae took the Angel of Vengeance down, I certainly wouldn’t cry any tears. 
 
    “They are regrouping,” Holofernes said without preamble. “Another attack is imminent.” 
 
    Judyth looked exhausted. Dirt and blood clung to her pure white robes, as if she’d run through a battlefield on her hands and knees. Her halo hung half over the side of her head, nearly forgotten in the fight. A sword hung at her side, not as impressive as Holofernes’s, but coated in far more blood. 
 
    She looked less happy to see me than Lilith had been. “You,” she hissed, aiming for rage but landing on weariness. “I thought I told you to stay at the Celestial Academy.” 
 
    “You didn’t tell me anything,” I shot back. “Eiko was worried about you.” 
 
    Judyth’s eyes narrowed. I don’t know how she knew what Maddie and I had done with the gorgeous divination instructor, but of course she did. 
 
    “Eiko should worry about herself,” Judyth said. “I suppose this is your doing, Lilith?” 
 
    The beautiful demon spread her arms, shrugging expansively. “I didn’t summon them here,” the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy purred. “But unlike you, I’m not about to turn down help when it presents itself.” 
 
    The two shared a look that would’ve taken an entire chapter to entangle. Decades of mistrust, resentment, and grudging respect were encoded in that soft, lingering glare. Lilith held the angelic Headmistress’s gaze, unwilling to be the first to back down. 
 
    Finally, Judyth wilted. “Fine,” she said, waving a hand. “I’m tapped out anyway. If it’s the only way we can reject the incursion, I say go for it.” 
 
    “I’m so glad,” Lilith said, clapping her hands together with extreme sarcasm, “that I have your permission!” 
 
    Judyth’s gaze sharpened. “Listen to me, you whore,” she snarled, looking like she wanted to reach for Holofernes’s flaming sword. “Some of us are capable of feeling shame and don’t just sit back watching other people do all the work—”  
 
    I’d heard enough. “Both of you quit it!” I roared, demonic power cascading through my shout. 
 
    To my shock, both Headmistresses went silent. Judyth looked stunned, while the faint echo of a smirk tugged at the corner of Lilith’s mouth. 
 
    I looked behind me at my harem. Then I took in Aztomund and Bryan, adding them to my gaze. Finally, with reluctance, I nodded at Holofernes. 
 
    “Stop bickering and tell us what we need to do,” I said, taking command of the group as smoothly as if they’d all voted me in. “We’re not going to be able to resist the Fae if we’re at each other’s throats.” 
 
    Lilith looked impressed. “Well said,” Lucifer’s ex-wife purred, looking me up and down in a way that made me shiver. Her hanging up and down, begging me to fuck her harder… “If we’re going to resist the incursion of the Fae, we’ll need to work together. Otherwise, we’ll die.” 
 
    The idea of dying didn’t seem to worry Lilith in the least. She was either very good at hiding it, or she had contingency plans. I knew which one I would’ve bet my money on. 
 
    “Holofernes said ‘another’ attack is imminent,” I said, watching as the big stone angel nodded. “I’m guessing these monsters have been coming in waves for a while now?” 
 
    Judyth took a weary step forward. “Holofernes and I have been at their front door, holding them back,” she explained. “We can’t do it any longer. They’re about to break through.” 
 
    “This liminal zone represents a transitory state,” Lilith explained quickly. For a moment, the two of them seemed like co-teachers, rather than bitter enemies. “First, the Fae have to break in. Then, once they’re here, they can create a permanent tunnel to our world.” 
 
    “There are armies on the other side just waiting for the chance,” Judyth said, horror in her eyes. “Holofernes and I have seen them.” 
 
    “Killed many of them,” the stone angel rumbled. 
 
    “But not enough,” Judyth added wearily. “They’re not going to stop, either. The only way to hold them off is to keep this liminal zone long enough for me and Lilith to resist the incursion.” 
 
    I nodded. “Keep the monsters back so you two can close the portal. Makes sense. Why haven’t you done it already?” 
 
    Judyth looked taken aback. “We haven’t had the time. The monsters attack too fast—and are far too strong. Beasts from the Fae Realm aren’t like garden variety demons and angels.” 
 
    Lilith stepped in, as smooth as butter. “Pushing back the incursion is a complicated ritual, requiring concentration,” she said, sounding slightly offended. She had the distinct ability to make me feel silly for asking questions. “In order to pull it off successfully, Judyth and I have to work together. Which means we need this entire clearing to ourselves.” 
 
    I glanced at the glowing green portal between the trees. “I need to go in there?” I asked. “I haven’t even taken a single class in demonic combat yet!” 
 
    “You’re getting a lesson in the field today,” Lilith replied with a wicked grin. “You, your harem, my demons, and Holofernes. Hold back the army of the Fae and keep them away from the portal until Judyth and I can complete the ritual. You do that, and we can keep the Fae from getting their grubby little toes into the liminal zone. Keep both our realms safe from them and their damned shock troopers.” 
 
    Sounds like a plan, I thought. With Lilith’s explanation, the idea of jumping through the portal didn’t bother me in the least. With my girls at my side, and a few powerful demons at my back, what could stop us? That troll hadn’t stood a chance. How much worse could a garden-variety Fae be? 
 
    “Um.” Mareth lifted a claw. “One problem. If you complete this ritual and ‘resist the incursion’ or whatever, does that close the portal?” 
 
    “It would be a poor ritual if it didn’t,” Judyth said, huffing and puffing. The poor Headmistress had fallen so low she leaned on Holofernes, depending on her hated rival to stay upright. “That’s the entire point, succubus!” 
 
    I saw the problem the same moment Mareth voiced it. “Then how are we supposed to get back out of the Fae Realm? If you close the portal, we’ll all be stuck!” 
 
    Lilith stepped forward and put a matronly arm around the shoulder of her ‘niece’. “Now now, darling, never fear! I wouldn’t leave one of my husband’s dear little offspring in the lurch! There will be a short period after the ritual where the portal remains open, but in a state of near-collapse. Once the ritual is complete, Judyth and I will enter the Fae Realm and pull you all out. Just in time for the portal to close in the Fae’s face!” 
 
    A vicious grin spread across the Headmistress’s face. I wasn’t looking at it, however—for the moment, I only had eyes for Judyth. A terrible idea had just occurred to me. 
 
    All of us were going into the Fae Realm. We’d be depending on the two Headmistresses to pull us out. 
 
    What if Judyth decided to leave Holofernes behind? 
 
    The idea flickered behind her eyes like a firecracker going off. She hid it well, but I knew from the way her face grew as stony as a statue’s that she’d just made a decision. One that would have consequences for the Celestial Academy. 
 
    She’s going to leave him, I realized. Am I okay with that? 
 
    The guy could fight. But he’d nearly killed me—and he’d threatened me with eternal torture. Leaving him in the Fae would rob the Celestial Academy of its most powerful angel, but it’d also be a huge load off my mind. And I was sure Judyth would appreciate being able to rule the Academy without his interference. 
 
    I decided to play it by ear. We’d see how things went in the Fae. 
 
    “Prepare yourselves!” Lilith spread her arms and summoned lightning, moving with the kind of drama only an ex-wife of Lucifer himself could truly claim. “Judyth and I will close the portal behind you and begin the ritual. Fight hard!” 
 
    I glanced over my shoulder, gauging my group’s readiness for battle. Troll blood stained Christina’s smooth skin, and her bared fangs looked hungry to sink into Fae flesh. Next to her, Mareth’s demonic transformation was almost as gruesome. Only Maddie still looked mostly human—and as I met her gaze, she gave me a nod that let me know she was good to go. 
 
    As we approached the portal, I found myself shoulder to shoulder with the big stone angel. 
 
    “You wish to kill me,” Holofernes said simply. 
 
    I didn’t bother denying it. “You almost killed me,” I shot back by way of explanation. “And you threatened my girls.” 
 
    The angel nodded gravely. “I understand this. The Headmistress wishes to kill me, as well.” 
 
    I frowned. “I didn’t realize Lilith cared that deeply about the faculty at the Celestial Academy.” 
 
    Holofernes slowly shook his head. Was that a smile on his ancient face? “Wrong Headmistress,” he rumbled, his gravelly voice the closest thing to humor the angel could muster. “My death would make things far easier for Judyth. I am an... impediment to her rule.” The colossus squared its shoulders, readying itself for battle. “I expect, then, that when the portal begins to close, you will not aid my escape from the Fae Realm?” 
 
    I met the angel’s stone eyes and shrugged. “I’m not really sure what I’m going to do, other than spill a whole lot of blood in the next few minutes.” 
 
    To my surprise, Holofernes chuckled. “That is good. Know this, heir of Lucifer—I care not for my own safety. I will not hold back. Once the battle begins, I will venture as far out into the Fae Realm as I am able and kill. Until the ritual is complete. Even if it means the Headmistress will be able to secure my separation from the Celestial Realm.” 
 
    I didn’t know how to react to that. Was this guy always so damned serious about everything?  
 
    “That’s good,” I said, giving him an awkward pat on the back. “Keep focused on the mission.” 
 
    “Indeed.” Holofernes drew his flaming sword. “To arms!” 
 
    Still unsure of what I was about to face, I locked arms with my harem and leapt through the portal. 
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    For a few seconds after we stepped through the portal, I was sure Judyth and Lilith had made some kind of mistake. 
 
    We’d left the forest and entered a damned Disney movie. We stood on an emerald green hill beneath a clear blue sky, with a silver castle stretching against the horizon in the distance. Colors were stronger here, supersaturated like an old technicolor cartoon from the 1930’s. The sound of a babbling brook reached my ears, and I realized we stood next to a narrow bridge crossing a creek. 
 
    My entourage recovered more swiftly than I did. Holofernes took off like a rocket, his majestic wings spread in flight as he soared toward the castle in the distance. Mareth scanned the horizon for threats, while Christina and Maddie both seemed as enchanted by the realm in which we’d found ourselves as me. 
 
    “This is the Fae Realm?” Christina asked, stroking the side of one of her wings. “This doesn’t seem to match the description at all!” 
 
    “I... I swear I’ve seen this place before,” Maddie stammered. “When I was a little girl, I used to have these dreams about being a princess…” 
 
    “Both of you shut up!” Mareth snapped. The vehemence in her tone shocked us all. “Don’t touch anything. Literally everything in the Fae Realm is a trap!” 
 
    Maddie wasn’t listening. Nostalgia overwhelmed her; she looked as if she’d stepped right back into her childhood. “There was a fluffy bunny who played on this bridge,” the angel murmured, stroking the wooden guardrail with tears in her eyes. “Oh my gosh, I’m remembering so much! He loved tea, and tea parties. What was his name? Mr. Fluffles? Something with fluff—” 
 
    It was as far as Maddie got. The bridge’s wooden guardrail snapped free, wrapping around her wrist like an octopus’s tentacle. With a whoop of surprise, Maddie was tossed over the side and into the water. 
 
    “I tried to warn you!” Mareth screeched, rolling up her schoolgirl sleeves. “Damn it, that thing’s got her!” 
 
    I didn’t think—I acted. With a grunt, I tossed myself off the hill, tucking my wings against my body as I plunged into the water. I hit with a splash, sinking beneath the surface as the wooden thing pulled Maddie deeper beneath the water. 
 
    Wait. It wasn’t water. Whatever this stuff was tasted sweet, like candy. I shrugged it off and dived deeper, reaching for my powers. Maddie hadn’t had time to prepare before being pulled under—her mouth opened and closed in panic, her muscles straining as she fought the wooden monster. 
 
    My fireballs refused to ignite in the sticky, sugary substance. But nothing stopped me from using my claws or my tendrils. I tore the wood to splinters, then one of my tendrils snaked out and snatched Maddie’s wrist and tugged. We broke the surface of the strange water with a gasp, Maddie clinging to me like I was a piece of driftwood after a shipwreck. 
 
    “This isn’t my dream!” Maddie’s eyes were wide with destroyed innocence. “It’s a nightmare!” 
 
    As she spoke, the liquid around us began to turn solid. The harder we fought, the more we got stuck in it. Within moments, it had turned the consistency of gelatin, then crackled over like hard candy. The two of us were stuck. 
 
    Aztomund and Bryan’s heads appeared over the bridge. “Did you get her?” the beetle-bodied demon asked. “Oh good, you got her—” 
 
    Something slammed into Aztomund. A half-dozen figures landed on the bridge, engaging the two demons in combat. They moved too fast for me to make out any features—if I weren’t stuck in a river of candy, I could have blasted them and tried to identify them from the cinders. 
 
    “Luke!” Maddie tensed against me, doing her best to point. “Look!” 
 
    I followed her finger toward the castle. My heart sank into my stomach. 
 
    An entire army bore down on us. The figures fighting Bryan and Aztomund on the bridge were just the vanguard of a much larger force. Hundreds of sharp-eared figures in forest-green robes marched in formation, silver swords and longbows at the ready. Elves. Real life elves. In front of them, a line of trolls that could have been the family reunion of the guy we’d killed in the clearing rolled over the hill, slamming the ground in unison to form a marching beat. 
 
    “Fuck,” I gasped, my jaw dropping open. We had no chance against this many enemies. We’d never hold them back long enough for Lilith and Judyth to do what they needed to do. “Got to get out of here…!” 
 
    We struggled against the candy-coated river, to no use. The surface of the river had frozen solid; the ripples preserved as sugary contours all around us. Maddie and I were trapped inside of the Everlasting Gobstopper, with no way out. 
 
    Out on the horizon, a single dark figure dropped into the front line of trolls. 
 
    A bright white flash lit up the valley. 
 
    When Maddie and I could see again, we could barely believe our eyes. Holofernes stood in the vanguard of the Fae’s army, wreaking absolute havoc. His flaming sword elongated with every swing, cutting through the ranks of elves and trolls with a brutal, savage efficiency. Blood soaked the grass around the stone angel as he plunged into the front lines, dealing death with every step. 
 
    The Angel of Vengeance was an army all to himself. For a second my heart felt like it was lighter than a feather as I believed we could actually turn the tide. 
 
    Then the army broke around Holofernes, forming two forks that headed for the river and the portal beyond. The Angel of Vengeance could kill as many of the Fae as he wanted—they had far too many for him to stop. He’d blunted their assault, but dozens of troops still swarmed toward us, in numbers too great for a small force to stop. 
 
    I saw Maddie make the same mental calculation as me. “It’s hopeless,” she said in a little voice, her heart breaking. “The Fae are going to conquer our world.” 
 
    The look on her face broke something inside of me. Raw anger flooded my veins. I raged against the unfairness of it all, of being sacrificed to no purpose. Not being able to defend myself as a swarm of magical creatures assaulted the people I cared about. 
 
    My vision went red. “Fuck! This!” I snarled, my voice barely recognizable as human. “I’m not going down without a fight!” 
 
    Fire streamed from my fingertips. Demonic power flooded my veins, more than I’d ever dared pulled into my body before. My tendrils extended into the candy river, piercing it with veins of liquid fire. 
 
    The hard shell around Maddie and I melted away into a thick, sticky slurry like candied napalm. I shrugged it off, spread my wings, took to the sky, my angelic girlfriend held tightly in my arms. The stuff stretched and sizzled, but finally we were free. 
 
    “Don’t you dare land on that bridge,” Maddie warned me with a laugh. “I’m not letting Mr. Fluffers get a second crack at me!” 
 
    I wouldn’t let that happen. Besides, we had more important things to worry about. Like Bryan and Aztomund fighting off a half-dozen elves. 
 
    These creatures were more of the Keebler variety than the Lord of the Rings type, short and stocky and strangely cute. But there was nothing cute about their sharp knives and bows. I threw myself into the fray, spitting fire from both hands and my mouth as I burnt the elf trying to stick Bryan in the back into a smoking crisp. Maddie karate chopped a second one, knocking it unconscious and into the brush. 
 
    Soon, both demons were free. Aztomund wiped his spear in the grass, cleaning the blood from its tip. “Tenacious little fuckers,” the beetle-bodied demon snarled, turning to face the next wave. “You get the impression this place is seriously cracked, Luke?” 
 
    “Tell me about it,” I said. “It’s like going to Willy Wonka’s Chocolate Factory on acid.” 
 
    “And having one hell of a bad trip,” Maddie said, spreading her arms. A flash of light exploded in the space between her hands, and when it faded, she held a golden bow of her own. “Woah, that’s new. And awesome! Let’s get these assholes, baby!” 
 
    We had one major advantage: the river. While falling into it was a major obstacle, the only way for the Fae to get across was to either cross the enchanted bridge or take their chances on the semi-solid surface of the candy. 
 
    Two trolls rolled to a stop on either side of the bridge, scanning it with their beady eyes. After a moment, they both rolled down the slope and onto the candy. Seizing my chance, I soared over and unleashed a fan of flame across the river, boiling the hard, sugary surface. 
 
    The river melted to slurry beneath the troll’s feet—and kept right on melting. Stuck in the swirling vortex of syrupy green gloop, neither of them could break free. They sank beneath, only their bare stone backs poking out from the surface as they drowned in pure sugar. 
 
    “That,” I said, shaking my head, “is the sweetest way to die!” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    The voice made me jerk my head. Christina floated next to me, her black wings carrying her on an updraft. Her gorgeous features contorted into a demonic visage that was somehow even hotter than her human form, her horns elongated down to her shoulders and her tongue lolling somewhere around her cleavage. 
 
    “You would not believe how wet I am watching you murder these Fae,” the demoness panted. “Can I suck your dick while you kill them off, baby?” 
 
    Before I could answer, Mareth swooped in on my other side. The succubus’s wings were shorter than Christina’s, giving her a less imposing presence but a much sleeker range of motion. 
 
    “You slut,” Mareth growled, her claws flashing in the sun. “I was going to offer Master a mid-air blowjob before you beat me to it!” 
 
    If it were up to me, I would’ve had both of them somewhere around my waist while I rained holy hell down on the Fae. But before I could suggest that they share, three more trolls rolled into the river of candy. 
 
    Mareth saw them and laughed. “Idiots!” the succubus growled, making little gun noises with her fingers. “They’re just going to wind up melted into a Troll Tootsie Roll like their friends!” 
 
    “Um, Luke?” Like me, Christina had already begun to see the problem. “This river’s not all that wide…” 
 
    The trolls rolled right past the frozen bodies of their comrades, using their bare stone backs as stepping stones across the candy river. I blasted them, of course, but as they sank and died, they formed new steps—now, the trolls stretched almost halfway across the river. 
 
    And the elves were taking advantage. 
 
    “They’re sacrificing themselves,” I realized, my heart sinking. “Those trolls are forming a bridge across the river. We’re about to have the entire army down our throat…” 
 
    Christina and Mareth shared a look. “Which means we don’t have time to have you down our throats,” Mareth growled. “Figures. But one of these days I’m going to fuck you on a battlefield, Luke!” 
 
    “Covered in the enemy’s blood,” Christina added, joining her harem sister in a dive.  
 
    Together they strafed the bridge, raining down fire and brimstone on the elves brave enough to try and cross. Maddie stood on our side of the river, firing her brand-new bow with devastating accuracy. Each of her arrows pierced an elf through the neck, a torso, struck a troll between the eyes to collapse in a heap. I wasn’t sure where she’d gotten her sudden ability to fire with such accuracy, but I figured it must have been part of her powers manifesting themselves. On the bridge, Bryan and Aztomund fought with fists and spear, holding the few elves that could make it through Christina and Mareth’s barrage back from the opposite shore. 
 
    If we could only keep things this way, we’d have a shot at holding the Fae back long enough for the ritual. 
 
    Two more trolls rolled into the green slurry, sinking without a sound. The way they unflinchingly went to their deaths unnerved the hell out of me: it reminded me more than a bit of Holofernes. Speaking of which, where was the big stone fucker? He’d disappeared after tearing a chunk out of the front line. Countless elves lay dead beneath his sword thrusts, yet the man himself could no longer be found. Had they taken him down? 
 
    A mixture of dread and relief filled me at the thought. I wouldn’t have to make the hard decision when the portal closed if he could just die on the battlefield. 
 
    The final troll sank beneath the surface of the river, barely a stone’s throw from our side of the shore. On the opposite bank, the elves unfurled rope ladders between the dead troll’s backs, forming their own wide bridge across. An entire legion waited at the ready, their swords sharpened and murder in their eyes. 
 
    “Fuck, they’re coming across!” I roared, amplifying my voice with magic. “Get ready!” 
 
    The elves swarmed across the river like a dam bursting. There were way too many of them. Our little group could never hold that many back. 
 
    Come on, Lilith, I pleaded, trying my best to send a mental message to the demonic Headmistress. Get that ritual done… 
 
    One of the elves looked up at me from the final troll, pointing its silver bow skyward. 
 
    The moment before its arrow loosed, the river erupted in flames. 
 
    I couldn’t believe my eyes. It happened within the span of a blink—the green surface of the candy simply burst into emerald flames, roasting the entire legion as they tried to cross. Aztomund knocked an elf over the side of the bridge and into the flames, grimacing at the screams as the tiny creature shrieked and died. Mareth and Christina flew higher to avoid the blaze, their eyes the size of saucers. 
 
    I looked downstream. Holofernes stood by the river, his flaming sword thrust through the surface like he was trying to put King Arthur’s sword back in the stone. A wall of pure flame erupted from that blade, transfiguring the entire candy river into liquid fire. 
 
    Such power, I realized, my heart skipping a beat. Holy shit. I never stood a chance against this guy… 
 
    Holofernes withdrew his sword from the flaming river and dove into the fray. Dozens of elves died before his onslaught, pushing the force over the bridge and back onto their side of the river. With a roar, I dropped down and joined him, ready to unleash hell. 
 
    I grabbed an elf as I landed and tossed him into the nearest troll with a crunch. Two more died beneath my claws, their silver swords clattering to the ground like toothpicks. I grabbed six of them in my tendrils and tossed them with my enhanced strength.  
 
    “Nice throw,” Holofernes rumbled. The Angel of Vengeance was being modest. For every Fae I killed, he slew ten. Still, it was a hell of a battle! This was fun! 
 
    The Fae had all but given up trying to cross the flaming river. Any who risked the bridge found themselves obliterated by Christina and Mareth’s spells, or skewered by Maddie’s golden arrows. Bryan and Aztomund pulled back to our side of the bridge, each demon covered from head to toe in elf blood. 
 
    On the Fae’s side of the fight, Holofernes and I were twin tornadoes of death. I lost count of how many elves I ground to powder beneath my demonic heels. Then I lost myself, becoming a beast as the lust to kill overwhelmed me. My cock throbbed against my thigh, as hard as an iron girder as I stabbed through an attacking elf to spear the heart of the one standing behind him. 
 
    Christina and Mareth were right, I thought, tearing through another half-dozen foes. I DO want to fuck on a battlefield. I want to fuck their brains out on top of a mountain of corpses! I want to cum all over their faces while they kneel in a river of blood… 
 
    The images flashed through my mind, hot and searing. Somewhere in my head, the wiring between kill and fuck blurred, until every spray of arterial blood across my face felt like an orgasm all its own. I knew if I saw myself in that moment, there’d be nothing of the human known as Luke in my face. I was a beast. The Beast. The monster every sinner feared when he was sent to meet Lucifer. 
 
    I was death incarnate. And I loved it. 
 
    I barely even noticed the change in the air. A searing pulse flashed across the sky, like the Almighty himself had waved a flashlight across the battlefield. As if it were a secret signal, the Fae redoubled their efforts. Elves and trolls who’d fought cautiously transformed into beasts, throwing themselves at me with a glee for battle that was nearly suicidal. 
 
    I met their charge with groans of savage pleasure, killing all who stood before me. 
 
    I would have killed the woman who landed in front of me if I didn’t recognize her. Maddie grabbed my shoulders, shaking me with panic and triumph in her eyes. 
 
    “Luke! They did it! Lilith and Judyth finished the ritual! Come on, we have to get out of here!” 
 
    Get out of here…? I didn’t want to go! I wanted to kill, and torture, and fuck! I opened my mouth to tell Maddie so, but only a bestial snarl came out. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Maddie whimpered. “Luke, please! Snap out of it, baby—we have to get out of here! I can’t bear to lose you!” 
 
    Her words touched something deep inside of me. A well of demonic power poured out of my body into the world around, and I could think again. “Maddie? Oh shit!” 
 
    She tugged my hand, leading me over a pile of dead elves. “Take to the air,” she said, gesturing at the portal. “It’s the only way we’ll make it!” 
 
    The rent in the air leading back to the clearing had seen better days. Rather than a straight, solid cut, it wavered dangerously, seemingly on the point of collapse. Our group stood around it, watching me with worried expressions. Christina and Mareth held hands, covered head-to-toe in blood. Only their white fangs broke the sea of red. 
 
    Lilith and Judyth stood on either side of the portal, holding it open with an effort. Sweat covered the forehead of Lucifer’s ex-wife, and she looked almost as tired as Judyth. Clearly, the ritual had taken a lot out of both of them. 
 
    “Hurry up,” Lilith growled. Even her flirty manner had departed for the moment. “We can’t hold back the collapse much longer!” 
 
    Maddie and I landed a few steps in front of the portal. “Go!” I yelled, waving everyone through. “Let’s get out of here!” 
 
    Bryan and Aztomund didn’t need to be told twice. The beetle-backed demon charged through the portal, leaving a plume of smoke and a faint scent of ozone behind. A moment later, the long-limbed rake joined him. Christina and Mareth made kissy faces at me as they hopped back into the clearing, as if reminding me of all the sex we were going to have later. 
 
    That left Maddie and I alone with the two Headmistresses. We were all that was left of the troops in the Fae Realm. Only… 
 
    I glanced over my shoulder. We’d forgotten someone. 
 
    Holofernes stood on the far side of the river, a whirling ball of death. His flaming sword swung in a low arc around him, going three hundred and sixty degrees to cut through the waist of every nearby elf. The stone angel looked up as if he’d forgotten where he was, looking back toward me and the portal. 
 
    He lifted a hand. Beckoning for help. 
 
    I’d wondered what I would do in this moment. Now that it was here, I realized I’d wasted all that time. There was only one option. 
 
    “Go through the portal,” I said, turning away from Maddie. “I’ll be back in just a second!” 
 
    “Luke, what!?” Maddie’s face fell. 
 
    “Get through the portal!” Judyth’s expression twisted into one of pure hate. “You’ll only get yourself killed along with him!” 
 
    “No, I can reach him!” I said, extending my wings. A quick shot there, grab the Angel of Vengeance, then shoot back. I could do that. Even though he’d threatened me, I couldn’t leave that kind of power behind. Besides, the two of us had had a moment back there on the battlefield. Something told me Holofernes might not be quite so bad after all— 
 
    Judyth grabbed me. Doing so caused her to let go of the portal, which began to wiggle much more rapidly. The whole thing looked like a hula hoop in the moment before it falls over, right when its momentum stops. 
 
    “In you go,” the Headmistress snarled, shoving me toward the portal. 
 
    “No!” I shook myself out of Judyth’s grip—the poor woman had exhausted herself too much to stop me. “Lilith, a little help?” 
 
    With a sigh, the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy snapped her fingers. 
 
    The entire Fae legion burst into flames and died. 
 
    Even after everything I’d seen, Lilith’s magic caught me frozen in my tracks. Every soldier fighting Holofernes simply dropped dead, smoke pouring from their forest-green clothing. The big stone angel looked strangely disappointed to have been robbed of the fight, turning back to the portal and extending his wings. 
 
    She’s... holy FUCK, I thought, dumbstruck. That’s the most terrifying thing I’ve ever seen. 
 
    Lilith had never revealed her true power—not to anyone. Now I realized the truth. Her abilities were a short step beneath Lucifer’s own. Next to her, both myself and Holofernes were like ants. 
 
    Holofernes soared toward the portal, in no big hurry. He tucked his flaming sword at his side, diving toward the collapsing rent in the air. 
 
    Behind me, Judyth sighed. “I didn’t want to have to do this,” she whispered. 
 
    Judyth stopped trying to hold the portal open. Instead, her magic focused on closing it. 
 
    A pulse of white light flashed over the tear in the air. Lilith recoiled in shock, losing her grip on her side of the portal. The whole thing turned into a single white line in the air, wiggling back and forth like an inchworm making its way across a flat table. 
 
     “Go!” Judyth roared, giving me a shove. Maddie and I fell into the collapsing portal, slipping through it an instant before it closed. A hand shot through behind us—Lilith’s—and held the anomaly open a brief moment longer, just enough for both Headmistresses to slink through the tear in the air. 
 
    The last thing I saw before we disappeared was Holofernes’s stone face, mere feet away from the portal. A whole new army regrouped behind him, ready for revenge. 
 
    Whatever the Fae Realm could dish out, the Angel of Vengeance would have to face alone. 
 
    Forever. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “You killed him.” 
 
    Judyth’s look of shock was so genuine that if I hadn’t heard her whispering to herself just before her betrayal, I might have believed her. “I did not! I lost control of the portal after she—” pointing a quavering finger at Lilith, “—did her little trick with the wave of fire! Trust one of Lucifer’s concubines to prioritize a flashy move over making sure everyone gets back from the mission alive!” 
 
    The rest of the group waiting for us in the forest clearly hadn’t expected us to be squabbling as we stepped into the clearing. Mareth and Christina looked ready to throw hands for me, while Aztomund and Bryan just wanted to get back to the Infernal Academy and wash off. Gradually, everyone began to realize that we were short a member. 
 
    “The big angel,” Mareth said, glancing past us to where the portal had been a moment ago. “He didn’t make it out?” 
 
    “I could have reached him!” I glared at Judyth, the remnants of my demonic power coursing through my bloodstream. That maddening itch was back between my shoulder blades, whispering for me to transform and try my luck against the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy. 
 
    But that was madness. I’d seen what Lilith was capable of—if Judyth was half as powerful, I wouldn’t stand a chance. 
 
    Judyth shook her head sadly. “You would’ve only ended up stuck in the Fae Realm with him,” she explained. The sympathy and patience in her voice made me want to scream. “You and Maddie made it through the portal a bare instant before it closed—what do you think, you would have been able to pull the Angel of Vengeance through with sheer stubbornness?” 
 
    Actually, yes. 
 
    “You didn’t give me a chance,” I protested, yet there was a smug smile on Judyth’s face. No one else in the clearing seemed to be questioning her version of events at all. To be fair, if I hadn’t heard her just before she decided to close the portal herself, I might have believed her too-innocent routine as well. 
 
    “Luke,” Maddie said, giving my hand a squeeze. “You were pretty out of it on that battlefield, baby. You kind of scared me…” 
 
    To my surprise, Bryan and Aztomund nodded. “Don’t get me wrong, dude, it was totally savage,” Aztomund said, nodding his broad beetle head. “Those Fae bastards are going to be telling their kids scary stories about you at bedtime for years. But you kinda lost your head before Maddie came and pulled you back out of the fight.” 
 
    I decided not to push the point. It wasn’t the right time to fight over Holofernes—everyone was keyed up from the rush of battle. While I had no doubts Christina, Mareth, and Maddie would have eagerly backed me up, none of them had fighting on their mind after everything they’d been through. They were focused on the other f-word. 
 
    “Whatever,” I said, brushing off Judyth’s hand. “It was a waste, is all. We just lost our best fighter resisting the Fae incursion. What happens when they come back?” 
 
    “Now that,” Judyth said, recovering some of her poise, “is the kind of high-level strategy a young man like yourself does not need to be worrying about. Do us a favor, Luke: leave the politics to the Headmistresses. You’re a brash young man—and we like that. But try not to think too hard.” 
 
    Thinking was all I was doing. Judyth had just gotten away with murder, and I’d inadvertently helped her. Yet no one seemed to mind: if anything, the faculty of the Infernal Academy would praise me for removing one of the angels’ heaviest hitters. I supposed I should have been happy about this result. 
 
    I just couldn’t stop thinking about Holofernes and myself on the battlefield. I could have learned from that kind of power. Now I’d never get the chance. 
 
    “Luke does have a point,” Lilith said, stepping into the conversation. “If the Fae are going to continue to make trouble—and this little skirmish leads me to believe they have every intention of poking us for weaknesses—then perhaps it’s good we have people who stride the gap between the path of light and the one of darkness. Who can keep tabs on both sides of the fence.” She beamed at me. “Like Luke.” 
 
    Both Headmistresses turned the full force of their gazes upon me. I nearly wilted, but just managed to hold onto myself. Lilith’s eyes smoldered like coals, while Judyth’s heated gaze promised angelic pleasures galore. Both of these women were insanely powerful, as I’d just learned. And every bit as dangerous. 
 
    Caught between a rock and a hard place, I thought, looking at both of them. Only I get the distinct impression I’M the hard place. 
 
    “Not just me,” I realized, giving a little start. Both Headmistresses looked confused as well—they’d clearly forgotten. “Raquelle.” 
 
    I wouldn’t have thought a single word could dampen the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy’s spirits, but the mention of Raquelle’s name made Judyth’s mouth pucker like she’d bitten into a lemon. “Oh yes, her,” the angel growled. “You sentenced her to this disturbing ‘Dual Enrollment’ thing.” She made air-quotes at the phrase. “I haven’t approved that, you know.” 
 
    “With all due respect,” Lilith purred, nibbling her bottom lip, “it’s not yours to give. This student of the Justice School—she’s already on a full-ride scholarship to the Celestial Academy as I understand, so the only barrier to her entry to Hell would be whether or not I approve. Yes, try not to look so shocked, dear. I do my research on all prospective students.” 
 
    “I wasn’t aware you knew about this... plan,” Judyth said flatly. 
 
    Lilith’s smile turned sharklike. “To the contrary,” she said, showing her fangs. “I am beyond interested in having the opportunity to corrupt yet another of your angels.” 
 
    “She’s an evil cow,” Maddie said, interrupting both Headmistresses. “Which means she’ll fit in at the Infernal Academy perfectly.” 
 
    Mareth grinned. “I say you throw her to the wolves,” the succubus said lustily, smoothing down her skirt. “Let her fight for her scholarship the way Maddie had to. Only without a demonic hunk to take care of her.” 
 
    Judyth’s eyes lit up. “Actually…” 
 
    Oh no, I thought. Mareth, what idea did you just put in this woman’s head? 
 
    “I will approve Raquelle’s admittance to the Infernal Academy,” Judyth said, crossing her arms beneath her ample breasts. “On one condition.” 
 
    Lilith shrugged. “Name it.” 
 
    “Hey, wait,” I protested. “This was all my idea—” 
 
    But the Headmistresses had moved past me already. They played a game far beyond my understanding, using myself and the rest of the student body as chess pieces in some perverse competition whose rules only they understood. A spark passed between the two Headmistresses, and I instantly knew whatever bickering they were about to do was just for show. They’d already agreed on the plan. 
 
    “Luke will be Raquelle’s shadow,” Judyth said, nodding at me. “In the same way that you Infernal types typically assign a demon to show a new student around and get them acclimated to the school, Luke will do that for Raquelle. In addition, she’ll be his responsibility.” 
 
    “You mean like a pet?” Lilith purred, making a show of examining her long nails. “Feed it, play with it, make sure to clean up its messes occasionally?” 
 
    Judyth had the temerity to look offended. “My student is not a dog,” the Headmistress protested. “And she will not be treated like a dog!” 
 
    I sighed. It seemed the choice had already been made for me. “I’m fine with that,” I said, nodding at both women. “I’ll take care of her—like Xora did for me when I first got to the Infernal Academy. I’ll make sure she fits in and doesn’t get into trouble.” 
 
    “Too much trouble,” Christina added, giving me a spank on the butt. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “She’s going to have to get cool with a lot of things pretty fast, though,” I said, gesturing toward my girls with my head. “Because I’m not about to deny myself anything on her account.” 
 
    “Yes, I’m sure she knows all about your... bedroom activities,” Judyth said, sounding scandalized. 
 
    “And your backseat activities,” Mareth whispered. “Not to mention your ‘stairwell behind the lecture hall’ activities…” 
 
    I flicked her between the horns, which just turned her on even more. “Stop. I’ll take the responsibility on.” 
 
    It would be tricky, sure. But Raquelle’s evil deserved to be cultivated. Besides, it would give me another in within the Celestial Academy—and I got the distinct impression I was going to need it. 
 
    After all, the Headmistress was a murderer. And she knew I was the only one who knew about it. 
 
    “Well, if that’s all settled, I’ll be on my way,” Judyth said, opening a portal in the air. Golden light beamed through the rent, showing a tiny sliver of the Pearly Gates. “I’ll let Raquelle know when to arrive at Hell for her first day of classes. It’ll be a gesture of concord between your realm and mine.” The two Headmistresses shared a nod. “In that spirit, I’d like to let you know you’re all invited to the Alpha Omega frat mixer tonight.” 
 
    Aztomund’s eyebrows rose. “An angel party?” 
 
    “Luke and Maddie already had invitations,” Judyth explained smoothly. I’d heard about the party several times, but had always sort of dismissed the idea—angels were such sticks in the mud, after all. Their parties were probably as boring as they were. “But in the spirit of cooperation, I’ll extend that invitation to everyone who helped both sides seal the incursion against the Fae. That means the rest of your, ah, group will be most welcome,” she added with a wink. 
 
    I glanced over at Christina and Mareth, gauging their temperature. They didn’t seem overly jazzed about an angel frat party, but they didn’t look like they’d say no, either. 
 
    “We’ll think about it,” I told Judyth. “I’ll be seeing you around campus, then.” 
 
    Right before she disappeared into the portal, the Headmistress suddenly grabbed me and held me close. “Don’t forget,” she whispered, her tone so lusty that it almost put Lilith’s to shame, “about our special arrangement, Luke. I’ll be expecting regular reports from you in my office—privately. Don’t worry, I’ll provide you with the means to access my office when you need it.” 
 
    Before I could respond, she disappeared in a puff of smoke. A trumpet blew a crescendo from somewhere far off, announcing an angelic departure. 
 
    “What was that about?” Christina asked, staring at the place where the Headmistress had been. “She seems kinda into you, doesn’t she?” 
 
    “Doesn’t everyone?” Mareth slipped an arm around my waist. “Luke’s awesome. Can we please go home now, Master? I want to give you the battle hero’s welcome you deserve!” 
 
    I would have gladly slipped right back to subspace and had my way with my harem. There was only one problem—my subspace didn’t work in the liminal zone. And I had no idea how to get out of here. Judyth had some power that let her do just that, but she’d failed to share it with us. 
 
    “My car,” I realized, glancing at the mouth of the cave. “It got banged up making the journey here. I don’t know if it can take us home…” 
 
    Lilith dismissed my concerns with a wave of the hand. “Your automobile will make its way back to the Infernal Academy in time,” she said breezily, all danger forgotten for the moment. Now that she was no longer in full-on demon mode, the lusty, flirty manner Lilith used for everything had returned. “In the meantime, I’d be happy to open a portal to see you and your friends safely home. Follow me.” 
 
    With that, Lilith led us into the woods. I didn’t understand what she was doing, until I saw a structure hidden in the trees. It was tall, tapering to a point near the top like an observatory or lighthouse. Only what someone would be observing all the way out here in a liminal zone, I had no idea. 
 
    “Unlike the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy, I did not anchor myself back to the Infernal Academy when I made the trip,” Lilith explained. “This particular zone has a shrine I’ve made into something of a nest for some of my arcane experiments. There’s a device inside I can use to send us all back to the Infernal Academy.” 
 
    “Ah.” Aztomund looked curious. “That’s alright, then.” 
 
    As we drew closer to the strange structure, the hair stood up on the back of my neck. The more I looked at it, the more certain I became that I knew this place. Like Maddie and her childhood dreams, I felt some strange echo as I looked at the misshapen lighthouse. Or the arcane observatory, whatever it was. Why did I feel such a connection to it? 
 
    Lilith led us inside. It resembled Eiko’s divination wing to a strong degree, from the strange books on shelves around the walls to the magical devices whose purposes students like me could only guess at. I took three steps into the room, the strange feeling of deja vu growing stronger and stronger. 
 
    Then I looked up, and the realization slapped me in the face. My blood went cold. 
 
    “It’s right here,” Lilith said, pulling a table covered in runes to the center of the room. She looked up and gave a start at the expression on my face. “What’s wrong, Luke? You look uncomfortable all of a sudden.” 
 
    This was the room. The room. A vision flashed through me, almost as powerful as it had been the first time I’d felt it. Lilith hanging upside down, suspended from a mass of tentacles hanging from the roof of a circular, high-ceilinged room. Her flawless skin completely naked, fucking herself with the tentacles in her pussy and mouth while I pounded her ass like a beast. 
 
    Harder, Luke! Ah, fuck, you feel so good… 
 
    This was the room where I had filthy, primal sex with Lilith in my vision. 
 
    Not only was I destined to claim Lucifer’s ex-wife... I was going to do it right next to the Fae Realm! 
 
    “Nothing,” I blurted, realizing belatedly that Lilith hadn’t shared my vision. She had no idea what was going to happen—or even if the vision I’d seen of me and her would come to pass. “I’m just still feeling a little bit out of it, is all.” 
 
    Lilith leaned over and sniffed me. “Hmm. Well, try not to faint. You’ll be back home presently.” 
 
    I clung to Maddie as a wave of energy rippled through the building, melting away the world. What did it mean that Lilith was doing creepy experiments inside a zone a single portal away from the Fae Realm? What the hell was Lucifer’s ex-wife up to? She couldn’t be a spy for the Fae, could she? 
 
    As my vision dissolved, I met Lilith’s gaze one final time. Oh yes. If she felt she was wronged, Lucifer’s ex-wife could absolutely betray both Heaven and Hell. This was not a woman to be trifled with. 
 
    And apparently I was going to fuck her. In the ass. While she writhed and moaned and begged me to pound her even harder. 
 
    I’m either the luckiest son of a bitch in the universe or the most doomed, I thought as the ritual sent us back to the Infernal Academy. 
 
    I was looking forward to finding out which. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’m just about ready to pack it up and go home,” Christina muttered, sipping at her drink. “This place is bo-oring. Not that I expected much different…” 
 
    I yawned explosively, catching myself with my hand in the nick of time. The first official mixer of the Alpha Omega fraternity had been in full-swing for an hour, and just as the flyers distributed around the Celestial Academy had said, it went on until question mark. Only ‘question mark’ felt like it probably should have been about thirty minutes ago. 
 
    At least the frathouse was nice. Alpha Omega owned an entire building on the edge of the Celestial Academy, with a top-floor penthouse overlooking the rest of the campus. From up here, you could see all the way to the Pearly Gates, and catch a glimpse of angels in the middle of an evening pickup game of Viceroy. I still needed to learn the rules to that—I felt like I could probably be pretty good given half a chance. 
 
    “We won’t stay much longer,” I told my demonic girlfriend, giving her thigh a squeeze. At the request of Judyth, Christina had assumed her human form before showing up at the Academy, and she wore a tight sapphire dress that would’ve been right at home on her body back when she was a fitness instructor. A string of pearls hung from her neck, delving deep into her cleavage as if she were giving me a mental reminder of what she wanted me to do to her once we got back to subspace. 
 
    As if I could forget. 
 
    “At least Maddie is having fun,” Christina said, taking another sip of the golden liquid. I’d had a sip myself and it tasted amazing—almost like mead. On the other side of the room, Maddie excitedly chatted with a gaggle of angelic students. She’d fit right in, despite her boyfriend and his demonic nature. Whatever frosty reception there’d been between the Celestial and Infernal schools had begun to melt, thanks to our cooperation against the Fae. Even Christina and Mareth hadn’t been shunned the way I’d been upon my arrival here. 
 
    Mareth put a fresh drink in my hand, then leaned over and gave me a long kiss on my neck. Her tongue did amazing things, and suddenly I swelled in my pants, making both girls giggle. 
 
    “So where’s the transfer student?” the succubus purred, looking as bored as Christina felt. “She didn’t show up?” 
 
    “Raquelle? Word on the street is she’s too ‘humiliated’ by what I did to her at the Justice School to show her face at any Celestial parties. Ironically, she’ll probably be more comfortable down in Hell than she is in Heaven for the time being.” 
 
    Mareth scoffed. “That girl needs someone to teach her how to not give a fuck,” she said, swaying slightly on her feet. As a succubus, Mareth casually drank from the emotions and energy of those around her—and that included inebriation. She was far more wasted than anyone else here, as she felt everyone else’s drunkenness. Normally that meant she was totally wild at parties, but here, it left her just a little shitfaced. 
 
    “Good thing she’s got the perfect tutor,” Christina said, clinking glasses with Mareth. “To our first semester!” 
 
    I gladly pressed my glass against theirs, drinking deeply. “Hell yes.” 
 
    Movement in the crowd caught my eye. I hadn’t realized that Judyth would be present at the party—from what Mareth had told me, it wasn’t the ‘in’ thing for instructors to show up at shindigs down in the Infernal Academy. From the looks the other angels gave her behind her back, they hadn’t expected her to be here, either. 
 
    Once she saw me, Judyth made a beeline for my group. Christina and Mareth tensed up next to me, expecting the worst. 
 
    “Just stay cool,” I said, flashing the winning grin I’d used in customer service a lifetime ago. “We’re having a great time. Everyone’s getting along.” 
 
    Judyth stopped in front of us, a complicated mixture of emotions on her face. “I’m so glad you decided to come, Luke. You as well, Christina and Mareth.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t have missed it for the world,” Christina said wryly, downing the rest of her drink. 
 
    Judyth clucked her tongue. “I know the atmosphere is far from celebratory,” the Headmistress said, her hands clutched before her. “The student body has been quite shaken by the news of dear Holofernes’s disappearance. We all pray for the safe return of the Angel of Vengeance from the Fae Realm, but of course we expect the worst…” 
 
    He’s dead, I thought. You made damn sure of that when you stranded him on the other side of a portal with an entire army at his back. Even a being as strong as Holofernes couldn’t have escaped that. 
 
    Could he? 
 
    The question gave me pause—which allowed Judyth to slip closer and drop her voice. “Good luck balancing two course loads,” she said, giving me a knowing smile. “And don’t worry—I haven’t forgotten my end of our arrangement.” She looked past me, to where Maddie continued conversing, beaming like the belle of the ball. “As long as you give me what I need, Luke, Maddie will never need to worry about being expelled. This place will be her home.” She paused. “You do want to protect dear Madeleine, don’t you?” 
 
    Of course I did. Judyth knew that—and she exploited it mercilessly. 
 
    “We won’t have a problem,” I told Judyth through gritted teeth. 
 
    “Capital.” She stepped back, raising her voice. “I’ll be leaving you all now. Please enjoy the rest of the evening’s festivities. Remember: I see nothing.” 
 
    Judyth did a complicated motion over her face as she said this last part. The rest of the angels copied her, which chilled my blood. Knowing chuckles rose through the room, and I realized me and the rest of my group were the only ones not in on the joke. 
 
    As Judyth exited, the atmosphere in the room began to change. Angels left, throwing open the doors into other rooms and pulling the doors of closets and dressers. I had no idea what they were doing—was this some kind of angelic party game? 
 
    Maddie came to my side, beaming with excitement. “Oh, this is going to be so much fun,” she purred, giving my hip a squeeze. “I’m so glad you brought me to this party, Luke—and I’m even happier Christina and Mareth came along, too! I can’t wait for you all to experience a real angelic party!” 
 
    Wait. Was that angel coming in from the other room with a whip? 
 
    “What the fuck…” I muttered, watching as the crowd of revelers gave the room one hell of a makeover. Angels carried in long benches with leather restraints, and one brought in a giant ‘X’ with chains hanging from the tips. With a start, I realized I recognized the gear they carried. 
 
    I’d seen it in my subspace. 
 
    Maddie’s grin grew wider. “You really didn’t figure it out?” she said, the picture of innocence. “I thought for sure when you guys busted out the bondage gear in Luke’s bedroom it would click. I guess not though, huh?” 
 
    “The angels,” Christina said, her cheeks flushing with sudden heat. “They’re…” 
 
    A cry rang out. One of the angels—a big guy with longer wings than most—had just finished tying up a slender blonde angel to the big ‘X’ in a corner of the room. He drew the whip down right between her wings, leaving a slender red welt that contrasted with her creamy white skin. The female angel groaned like she’d just came, juice staining her bare thighs. 
 
    “They’re into BDSM,” I said, my jaw hitting the floor. 
 
    “Duh,” Maddie purred. “They’re college students, guys! They’re totally into sex and drugs and all that—it’s just different up here! It has to come with rules, and regulations, like everything in the Celestial Realm.” 
 
    Mareth and Christina looked at the debauchery breaking out all over the room like someone had just taken off their blindfolds to reveal a surprise party. 
 
    “You’re kidding me,” the succubus slurred, the sexual energy in the room hitting her like a slap on the ass. “They’re kinky! Holy shit they’re kinky as fuck!” 
 
    “They’re TOTAL freaks,” Maddie agreed with a giggle.  
 
    “Well,” Christina said with a broad smile. “When in Rome, right?” 
 
    Hell yes. There was just one thing I had to do first. 
 
    I climbed onto the nearest bench, spreading my arms. “I just want to make one thing clear,” I said, heads turning around the room. No one seemed surprised—just eager to get down to business. “My group from the Infernal Academy will be happy to participate in your... party games tonight.” 
 
    Cheers rose from this proclamation. The female angel got whipped again, on the wing this time. She moaned even louder. 
 
    “But these women—they’re bound to me,” I said, getting firm with the crowd. “They’re not playing with any other guys. An ancient and powerful magic connects me to them, and nothing up here is going to be allowed to get in the way of that.” Then I grinned. “If some angel girls want to get whipped by a demon boy, though, I’d be happy to oblige…” 
 
    Laughter filled the room. 
 
    “You’ll have no end of women willing to accept that offer in the future,” a brunette angel wearing a fraternity sweatshirt told me. “Tonight, however, I think what we’re all itching for is a little demonstration. A taste of how they truly do things down in the Infernal Realm. There is endless speculation among the angels of what sexual rituals between demons look like. Not to mention what they feel like…” 
 
    I shared a wicked grin with my harem. “What do you say, girls? Should we show these cloud-sitters how we do things down below?” The women laughed, and then I stopped to address the crowd again. “But the guy angels are going to have to leave. Sorry, dudes, but this is a party for just me and the ladies.”  
 
    The male angels groaned, but they filtered out all the same.  
 
    With my cock the only cock in the room, the second phase of the party began in earnest. Christina slid her dress off her shoulders and tugged it down her tanned body, revealing that she wore neither bra nor panties underneath. With a little giggle and a brushing out of her long blonde hair, she moved to the nearest rack and crawled onto it on her hands and knees, spreading her soft pink folds. 
 
    “I want you to tie me down,” she whimpered, biting her lip as she watched me over her shoulder. “And this time, I’m not going to be satisfied with you just coming all over my face and tits, Luke. I need you inside me—I want you to fuck me so hard I’ll be walking funny my whole first week of class!” 
 
    Christina looked so good splayed out on the rack. The little leather straps hanging from the length of chain practically cried out to be tied around her wrists and ankles, leaving her helpless and spread beneath me. At the same time, she’d already had her turn. I’d tied her up and whipped her raw in my subspace, while poor Mareth only got to help out and watch. Didn’t the succubus deserve a little love of her own? 
 
    I made my decision. “Maddie.” 
 
    The angel gave a little start—surely I wasn’t expecting her to get tied down in front of the rest of the student body, was I? “Yes, babe?” 
 
    “Get these restraints around Christina,” I said, stepping away. In front of the assembled group of angels, I crossed the room and grabbed one of the massive ‘X’ shaped cross-beams, dragging it over to where the rest of my group stood. “Show your classmates what a wicked little angel you are and get my girl warmed up for me. It’s Mareth’s turn to get violated.” 
 
    I swear I could feel Mareth’s pussy boil over. The succubus let out a little squee of joy as she realized she was about to get my personal attention on the upright rack. “Oh, Master,” she panted, her eyes shining with love and devotion. “You spoil me…” 
 
    I met her grin with one of my own. Then I grabbed her by the chin so hard that she cried out. 
 
    “Spoil you?” I picked up a riding crop from a nearby table and ran it along the underside of her chin. “You have no idea what I’m about to do to you, little demon girl. Come here!” 
 
    With that, I lifted Mareth off the ground, carrying her over to the X-shaped rack. Her fists hammered my back as she protested, but her act fooled no one. The succubus had spent the whole party sipping on the crowd’s growing inebriation and sexual desire, and now she was both drunk as hell and so turned on she couldn’t think straight. Her ass was right over my shoulder—I took the opportunity to hike up her skirt over her bare mound and slide two fingers into her slit, testing her warmth. 
 
    Oh fuck, I thought, growling as my cock swelled in my pants. Mareth was always wet and ready for me, but what I felt between the succubus’s thighs put every previous time I’d fucked her to shame. She was going to love this. 
 
    I fastened her in, tying her arms to the X’s upper reaches and her ankles to the lower. The whole things looked like some kind of angelic torture device, and I had little doubt it had been used as such during some more depraved era. Pinned helplessly to it, her schoolgirl outfit unbuttoned and hanging from her lithe frame, Mareth had never looked hotter. 
 
    Her tail flicked around her legs, soaking with juice from her snatch. She ran it between her thighs, the pink of her interior contrasting splendidly with the cherry red of her skin. 
 
    The brunette angel from earlier pushed a folding table in my direction. On it lay a variety of instruments, all picked out and ready for me to use on my beautiful succubus. My fingers grazed a wooden paddle shaped like a tennis racket, with holes cut in the middle to make it even more aerodynamic. Next to it lay a cat o’ nine tails, its multiple leather straps making me think of Eiko’s tails fluttering around her ass as I fucked her from behind. 
 
    First the whip, I thought, gripping it. Then we’ll see what else we can do. 
 
    I tested it against my hand several times, gauging its weight and heft. Mareth watched me, her eyes heavy-lidded with lust as she panted. Her shoulders rose and fell rapidly, her heart beating in her chest like a hummingbird’s as lust and fear mingled in her bloodstream. She trembled against the X-shaped cross, her legs kicking out madly as she arched her pelvis again and again. 
 
    “Please, Master,” the succubus whined helplessly. “Oh fuck you have no idea what it’s like! I can feel all these women’s desires—and every one of them wants to watch you beat the shit out of me! They’re totally getting off on it…!” 
 
    Really? I thought with a smirk. So am I. 
 
    I stepped behind Mareth and tore off the remainder of her clothing. She wore no panties underneath her skirt, and her bare ass was toned and faintly quivering just beneath the point where the two lines of the ‘X’ met. I realized the thing had been designed that way to make it easy to whip the person strapped in’s ass and back, as well as giving the person in charge easy access to fuck them from behind. 
 
    I intended to take advantage of all those possibilities tonight. 
 
    A surge of demonic strength coursed through my limbs as I brought the whip down on Mareth’s ass. The tails thwapped against her bare ass, filling the chamber with the sound of leather on skin. 
 
    Mareth screamed, a flood of juice dripping between her thighs. “Oh yes, Master! More, more! Hurt me, please!” 
 
    Her words sent me into a frenzy. Wings tore from my back as I transformed, shedding my clothing in a burst of magic. My claws gripped the hilt of the whip, readying it for another blow. 
 
    I brought it down on the same spot I’d hit the first time. Hot red welts stood out from Mareth’s skin, deepening to the angry blue of a bruise. Mareth’s scream was deeper this time, the already-sensitive flesh hurting so much more. 
 
    Murmurs of shock and approval filled the room. My dirty little succubus was right: the angels were definitely getting off on all this. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the brunette angel who’d brought me my weapons spread over a couch, two blonde female angels furiously scouring her back like penitents back in the Dark Ages. They chanted as they did it, the brunette groaning and grinding her pussy against the couch cushions in depraved ecstasy. 
 
    I turned back to Mareth. “You want more?” I asked, turning the whip around. The hilt protruded between her thighs, teasing her swollen nub like a cock. I toyed with her entrance, making it seem like I was about to thrust the whip deep into her channel only to pull back. “You want me to really start hurting you, slut?” 
 
    “Mmmh hmmmm,” Mareth groaned. Drool trickled from the side of her mouth—she looked totally stoned. Pleasure, pain, and bliss coursed through her succubus body, reflecting and drinking in the debauchery happening around her. Mareth was eager to do whatever I wanted—no suggestion would have been too depraved, too filthy for her to accept. 
 
    I reached for the paddle. A quick swing filled the air with a whistling sound. The holes made a noise like a dog whistle when I swung with demonic strength, so fast that the paddle became a blur. 
 
    As I forced the hilt of the whip into Mareth’s slit, I brought the paddle down on her ass. 
 
    This hurt much worse than the leather whip. At least that’s the impression I got from the way Mareth writhed. The strength left her limbs as the combination of pleasure and pain overwhelmed her, leaving her limp in her restraints. 
 
    “M-m-mahster,” Mareth moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head like a girl in a dirty anime. I swore I could see hearts in her eyes. “Fuck, I love you so much! Hurt me more, please! I’m a dirty little demon—I don’t deserve anything but pain…” 
 
    One more item lay on my table of goodies. My eyes had slid over it the first time, recoiling from the possibilities of such a weapon. Now, so turned on all I could think of was dominating the woman hanging before me, the idea of using it made me even harder. 
 
    Like the cat o’nine tails, this last implement was a whip. But instead of leather straps, these tails were made of gold chain—with what looked like razor-sharp nails slotted through every three or four links. It looked like someone had tied a bunch of barbed wire together with a hilt, and would probably do even more damage than its appearance would imply. 
 
    I grabbed it without hesitation. 
 
    This time I walked around to Mareth’s front, letting her see what I held. The succubus’s mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise at the sight of the golden whip, her body trembling in horrified anticipation. 
 
    “Oh Master,” Mareth said in a tiny voice. “Have I really been a good enough girl to deserve that?” 
 
    I raked the whip gently around her thighs. Just that touch broke the skin, leaving the valley next to her pussy dripping with more than just her womanly juices. Mareth moaned like she was cumming, her mouth hot against my neck as the pain infiltrated her. 
 
    “This is going to really hurt,” I growled, savoring it. “You ready?” 
 
    “I was born ready,” Mareth said, looking at me with a love so pure it made my heart hurt. “Fuck, my body was made to serve you, Master! I’m so glad I’m in your harem! I want you to hurt me like you’ve never dared hurt a woman before—I want you to make me bleed!” 
 
    She’d certainly be doing that. 
 
    I lifted the whip. Even the angels deep in their own bondage play took a moment to watch what I was about to do. I got the distinct impression none of them were this hardcore—that the device I held was more like the final bottle in a hot sauce store, not actually meant for human consumption. 
 
    I’ll show them, I thought, my cock as hard as an iron girder. These angels might know how to party, but they don’t know shit about me… 
 
    I took aim at Mareth’s tits and swiped the whip across them. The edges bit deep into the succubus’s flesh, rending it in a gout of blood. Hot red liquid sprayed across my bare chest and face as Mareth screamed, her thighs clenching around the whip hilt still buried inside of her. Even after the whip retreated, she kept shaking, practically foaming at the mouth. 
 
    At first, I thought I’d done too much damage—that the angry cuts along her tits were too much. Then I realized the truth. 
 
    “Holy shit,” I growled, sliding my hand between the succubus’s thighs. “Did I just make you cum!?” 
 
    A wordless moan of pleasure was all that Mareth could muster. All around us, female angels whipped each other into an erotic frenzy, spanking and slapping and beating each other black and blue. No one had started actual penetration yet, but it was only a matter of time. Or maybe angels weren’t into that—Maddie gave me the impression all this was rules-based, after all. 
 
    Thinking about that made me look over at Maddie—and what I saw made my heart skip a beat. 
 
    My perfect little angel had one hell of a monster buried inside her. What she’d done to Christina on the rack made my treatment of Mareth so far look almost tame. Bright bruises stood out on Christina’s tits, thighs, and chin where Maddie had savaged her. A haze of lust filled Christina’s eyes—Maddie had her fingers buried all the way in her tight pussy as she whipped her, doing herself what I’d left to my whip. 
 
    I grinned. Maddie might have been working toward a Celestial degree, but the job I saw she’d done to Christina was more of a cruel angel’s thesis. A very cruel angel, indeed. 
 
    Maddie saw me staring and pulled back, grinning from ear to ear. “She’s ready whenever you want to fuck her,” my angelic girlfriend informed me, spreading Christina’s legs even wider. “I’ve lost track of the number of orgasms I’ve given her. I swear, she gets off on pain even more than Mareth does…” 
 
    I brought the whip along with me, mounting Christina atop the rack. Maddie moved to the side, her eyes going wide at the sight of the wounds on Mareth’s breasts. Those wounds, however, were already beginning to heal, thanks to the succubus’s demonic powers. I’d have to make some more soon. 
 
    “I bet you never thought we’d end up in a situation like this,” I growled, pushing the head of my cock into Christina’s soaking folds. “Back in college, you would’ve never guessed that shy, nerdy dude was into this shit...” 
 
    Christina came back to herself enough to see it was me on top of her. She pulled weakly against her restraints, trying to wrap her arms around me. “Oh fuck yes,” she whimpered, arching her pelvis to try and get more of me inside of her. “Pound me, Luke! Cum inside of me! Make me a mommy!!” 
 
    I froze, my cock right at her entrance. Had she just said what I thought she said? 
 
    A surge of pure dominance coursed through my veins. “So you’re fertile, are you?” I asked, teasing her slit with the tip of my cock. It was like I’d hit Christina with a taser—she moaned and writhed, the contact enough to set her bloodstream on fire but not to give her the release she needed. “Is this a dangerous time of the month for me to be pumping your hot little demon pussy full?” 
 
    “It’s always a dangerous time,” she groaned, straining to wrap her walls around me. “Please, Luke. Don’t think about it—just think about how good it’ll feel to cum inside me bare! Knowing you could be getting me pregnant, claiming my fertility so every demon knows I’m yours…” 
 
    Hell. That did sound kinda fun, didn’t it? There were consequences, to be sure, but would it be the worst thing in the world? Christina wouldn’t be the first co-ed in history to have to drop out of college after a year because she’d had a little too much fun at frat parties. 
 
    As if my body wanted to make the decision for me, a fat bead of precum dripped from the eye of my cock. The muscles of Christina’s pussy sucked it inside, greedily taking my seed. 
 
    “Fuck it,” I said, loosening her straps. “You’re too hot to pull out, babe. But we’re doing this my way.” 
 
    My way turned out to be flipping Christina around and putting her in the rack the other way. Tied down, on her hands and knees with her big ass in the air. The straps had just enough give to let her arch her back and thrust herself onto my cock, impaling her pussy, but nowhere near enough to let her escape. 
 
    I saw her tight, wet slit beneath her ass and knew I couldn’t hold back. One hard thrust put me hilt-deep inside of her, her tightness gripping me like a vise. Her pussy, primed through multiple orgasms and Maddie’s loving touch, was so much hotter and wetter than I’d ever felt before. Every thrust into her tight, slick channel was like heaven itself. 
 
    “Ungh, fuck, Luke!” Christina stuck her ass further in the air, using her own restraints as leverage to fuck herself deeper. “It feels so good to be your fucktoy! Don’t hold back—hurt me! Fucking use me while you breed me! Fuck me like a demon, Luke! Bruise me up…!” 
 
    The whip was still in my hand. And Christina’s ass bounced on every thrust, too round and tempting for me to resist. Even with most of my brain taken over by demonic impulses, I could still put two and two together. 
 
    I brought the whip down as hard as I could, shredding the supple flesh of Christina’s ass. My demonic girlfriend screamed as an instant orgasm washed over her, the pain and pleasure mixing in an irresistibly intoxicating combination. Horns sprouted from Christina’s forehead, her demonic transformation kicking in as a protective measure. Power soothed away her wounds the moment I made them, so that even the worst gashes were quickly replaced with smooth, unbroken skin. 
 
    It wasn’t just her ass that I savaged, either. That pearl necklace became a wonderful thing to wrap around her throat, using it for leverage to go deeper. The pearls shattered, rolling all over the floor, but it didn’t matter—I could get more. I mauled Christina’s tits as I fucked her, running my thumbs over her piercings to add even more pain to her pleasure. From the way her pussy clenched and her moans deepened, she really liked it when I got this rough. 
 
    I pumped inside of her like a piston, going harder and deeper than ever before. Even when I slammed Mareth into my kitchen counter, I hadn’t been this rough. Christina loved it—every harsh slap to her ass made her pussy clench and boil over, every crack of the whip sent her into a tailspin of orgasm that made her womanhood even wetter, more ready for my seed. 
 
    Suddenly, I realized I couldn’t hold back any longer. The atmosphere in the room thickened, as if every angel present had waited solely for this moment. My cock jerked against Christina’s g-spot, hammering away at her back walls so hard it was a miracle I hadn’t gone over the edge already. But I was there, past the point of no return, and all I could do was thrust like an absolute madman as the pleasure washed over me… 
 
    “Yes!” I roared, my wings extending to their full length as I crashed into bliss. “Yes! I’m going to fill you up, Christina! Pumping that pussy full of my cum…!” 
 
    The first hot jet shattered Christina like a plate glass window. In an instant, all her senses were ripped away, leaving nothing but mindless animal pleasure. The straps holding her to the rack snapped like tissue paper beneath our enhanced strength, allowing her to reach back and sink her nails into my chest as I unloaded inside of her. Pulse after pulse of thick, ropey seed sprayed deep into Christina’s womb, claiming it in a wash of pure bliss. Her muscles clenched around me, throwing sparks as she milked every drop out of my balls and into her waiting, fertile womb. 
 
    As the pleasure retreated, I remembered where I was. The room smelled like brimstone and sex, cutting through the angelic scents of the fraternity mixer. The sound of skin on skin echoed everywhere, my own depravity pushing the angels to get even nastier. The female angels might not have had cocks to fuck each other with, but they didn’t need them. Fuck, this was all so hot! 
 
    I pulled out of Christina, my cock dripping with a mixture of mine and her juices, and immediately plunged hilt-deep into Mareth. I didn’t even bother with the whip—my claws were more than enough. They raked her firm flesh as I fucked her, opening wounds that instantly healed. 
 
    My balls slapped against her opening as I fucked her madly, deeply, as hard as I could. Every thrust brought the most exquisite sounds out of Mareth’s throat as the beautiful succubus rode my cock. Sweat covered her bruised tits, and I buried my face between them, licking at her nipples with my tongue as I pumped inside of her. 
 
    When I felt a tickle around my balls, at first, I assumed Mareth was getting frisky with her tail. Then I glanced down and saw Maddie sucking on my balls, applying her tongue to both mine and Mareth’s most sensitive anatomy. Kneeling before me, she sent both of our pleasure levels into the stratosphere. 
 
    “How many times have you cum now?” I growled, gouging deep gashes into Mareth’s back as I pounded her back walls. With her demonic powers so fully activated, there was no need to worry about injuries—they healed as quickly as I made them, leaving just the stinging aftershock of pain behind. “I’ve never felt you so tight before, Mareth! How many times have you lost yourself all over this big prick?” 
 
    “I’ve lost count, Master!” Mareth’s head lolled on her shoulders. “Unnngh, please fill me up! Fuck the way you hurt me feels so good!” 
 
    It felt good for me, too. So good that I could barely hold back, even after pumping a thick load so deep into Christina’s pussy it was probably soaking her ovaries. Mareth’s silky-slick demon pussy was just too good, too snug. Too perfect. 
 
    I looked deep into the eyes of Lucifer’s daughter, ramming so deep into her it would have shattered a normal woman’s hips. Her cheeks flushed as she came again, her tail slapping at my ass as Maddie licked my balls between my legs. 
 
    “Cum for me, Master!” the succubus begged. “Fucking pump me full! I love you so much, Master, I love you more than anyone! I’d do anything for this cock, this cock, this cawwwwk…!” 
 
    As Mareth tipped over the edge into another orgasm, I jumped off right along with her. The world went white as I thrust as deeply into her as I could, a sound like the world ripping in two tearing through my ears as I erupted inside of her tight demon pussy. Thick streaks of white shot against her inner walls, spurred on by Maddie’s naughty little tongue all over my cock and balls. 
 
    Halfway through my orgasm, I pulled out and aimed downward like I wanted to spray on the floor. Instead, ropes of seed sprayed across Maddie’s grinning, angelic face. Hot cream coated the angel’s chin, dripping down all over her bare tits and banging cleavage. As the pleasure ebbed, I just watched in amazement as my load dripped out of Mareth’s overfilled slit, adding more seed to the load dripping all over my angel girlfriend. 
 
    Maddie leaned forward and wrapped her lips around my shaft, sucking me dry as Mareth convulsed on the X-shaped cross. To my surprise, the noise I’d heard as I came wasn’t all in my head: the force of our fucking had ripped a huge crack in the crossbeam. We’d gotten so into it, we’d broken the angel’s bondage gear! 
 
    Making a mental note to send them some as a present later, I leaned back and let Maddie clean me with her mouth. I stroked her long hair as she sucked me slowly, lovingly, her tongue swirling around my still-sensitive member. 
 
    “I love the way you taste,” Maddie whispered as she pulled off me. She planted a kiss on the underside of my crown with a giggle. “Especially when you’ve got Christina and Mareth’s pussies all over you. So hawt…” 
 
    It was. As I came back to myself, I cast my gaze over the debauchery in progress. Both Christina and Mareth lay stoned on their bondage gear, seed dripping from their overfilled slits. All around us, angels whipped and slapped each other, coming to their own private climaxes as they shouted for joy and whipped out the lewd versions of hymns they don’t teach in Bible School. 
 
    I made my way over to a big couch in the corner and plopped down, watching the show. Maddie curled up next to me, idly playing with my half-hard cock as she got me ready for the next round. As Mareth and Christina gradually came back to themselves and made their way over with me, I thought of them. And a lot of other things. 
 
    Like how I’d just come inside all of them with no protection, and at least one of my harem members was hoping I’d knock them up. 
 
    How, even as I juggled three beautiful women, I knew in my heart of hearts I wanted more. 
 
    What Lilith would look like in that frat party, spreading her ass cheeks to give me anal on the couch until the rest of my harem could show up. Or Eiko kneeling before me, sliding my cock between her tits and using three different women’s juices to lube it up. Even Raquelle, who’d be on her knees begging for forgiveness for trying to trick me, making it up to me with her eager little mouth. 
 
    I’d taught the angels a few new tricks. But I wasn’t even close to done. 
 
    As my harem collapsed in a heap on the couch, watching the show, I tried to picture the entire room full of women worshipping me. Would that be enough of a harem for the heir of Lucifer, or would I need even more? 
 
    I’ll have to get to that point first, I thought with a smile. Then we’ll see. 
 
    “It’s going to be a great semester,” Maddie said with a smile as she stroked me back to full hardness. 
 
    I gathered her long hair around my fingers, pulling it into a rough ponytail so she could go down on me. “Damn right,” I grunted, guiding her lips down on to my cock. 
 
    I was going to make it a semester no one would ever forget. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Millions of enraged Fae surrounded me, blood dripping from their jaws. Each of them held a golden whip in their hands, studded with glass pentagrams designed to rend flesh and deal as much damage as humanly possible. 
 
    I’d been abandoned. The portal back to the Infernal Academy slammed shut in my face. Betrayed. 
 
    No help was coming, I realized as I spread my wings and pulled out my flaming sword. If I wanted to fight my way out of here, I’d have to do it over the bodies of the entire Fae Army— 
 
    The flames around the sword died out. The elves closed in, madness stretching their mouths into too-wide grins… 
 
    I snapped awake, covered in sweat and tangled up in blankets. The padded headboard of my new king-sized bed swam in my vision. A dream. It was just a dream. I was Luke, and I’d escaped the Fae Realm, and I was back in my subspace where it was safe. Where I was King. 
 
    Fuck, that was intense, I thought, guilt flickering in the back of my vision. It didn’t take an interpreter to guess where dreams about being abandoned in the Fae Realm might have come from. I’d tried to save Holofernes, but in the end, Judyth had outranked me. 
 
    Something moved next to me, and I tensed. Then relaxed as I remembered where I was. So I’m not just tangled up in BLANKETS, I guess… 
 
    Good thing I’d invested in such a big bed. Maddie lay curled up next to me. The covers lay in a messy heap around her midsection, her hair a wild mess around her as she snoozed gently across the pillow. I watched her shoulders rise and fall for long moments before checking out the rest of the bed—even in that kind of company, she was something special. 
 
    Christina and Mareth lay on my other side, tangled in each other’s limbs.  
 
    My cell phone lay next to the bed—at least I’d remembered to plug it in. A quick check showed me I was up a half-hour before my alarm would’ve woken me, so I spent a few minutes scrolling through my messages. My eyebrows shot to my hairline as I scanned some of the pictures my girls had added to the group chat over last night’s partying. 
 
    Well, that’s a new one, I thought, turning the phone sideways. Wings really open up some crazy new sexual positions, huh? 
 
    Maybe I could piece the night together later. For now, it was enough to know I’d had fun. I scooted down the bed, being careful not to wake any of the women snoozing in a heap.  
 
    The shower felt amazing after last night’s debauchery. I whistled a jaunty tune as I cleaned up, expecting any moment for the shower door to swing open and Maddie or Christina or Mareth to slip in and join me. No one did: they were all down for the count. 
 
    I must have given it to all of them good, I thought, grinning into the shaving mirror hanging from the showerhead. Of course, I’m sure they had a little help from each other… 
 
    The living room was just as much a mess as the bedroom had been. Whatever afterparty we’d thrown in my subspace, it had been one hell of a rager. The furniture lay in splinters, with deep gashes in the walls and counters like every girl’s horns had gone through them at least once last night. With a wave of the hand and a small trickle of energy, the place snapped back to its pristine form. 
 
    At the door, I took a final look into the bedroom. My girls lay tangled up in the king-sized bed, probably dreaming about all the fun they’d have in the future. 
 
    They look so cute together, I thought, grinning from ear to ear. God, I’m the luckiest son of a bitch in the world. 
 
    At this time of the morning, the dormitories felt almost abandoned. Most demons were of the ‘wake up five minutes before class and show up on the dot’ variety—the kind of extra effort I’d always had to use at my customer service jobs and when running my own business simply wasn’t a thing at the Infernal Academy. Even the student green, normally bustling with cute young demonesses, was empty save for a single student trying her best to fluff down her wings. 
 
    Raquelle stood near the entrance, a worried expression on her face. I threw a hand in the air as I approached, smiling from ear to ear. “Hey there!” 
 
    No one could say I didn’t take my responsibility as her shadow seriously. I’d woken up early, gotten dressed, even turned down the opportunity to stick my morning wood into one of my gorgeous demon babes. I’d even wondered why I put so much effort into this. I mean, Raquelle would probably want to hop into bed with me, like most girls. But why jump through hoops? 
 
    Because it’s not about that, I told myself as I crossed the green. Something told me Raquelle and Maddie were going to be the first of many ‘transfer students’ to straddle the gap between the Infernal and Celestial Academies. With the Fae a constant threat, both sides would have to cooperate a lot more in the future. The floodgates might be open soon. Hell, come the Day of Judgement there might not be any demons and angels left who wanted to fight each other. Not if they all partied together. 
 
    “I can’t believe I’m really here,” Raquelle said flatly as I approached. Unlike Maddie, she didn’t look thrilled in the slightest to be standing in the Infernal Academy. “I’m a student here. I’m really going to do this.” 
 
    “You’ll be fine,” I assured her, putting an arm around her shoulder. “There’s nothing to worry about. It’s only Hell!” 
 
    I meant it as a joke, but all the color drained out of her face. “Angels spend their entire existence trying to resist the temptations of Hell,” Raquelle said, shaking her long red locks. 
 
    I shrugged. “And how’d that work out for you?” 
 
    To that, she had no reply. 
 
    I cleared my throat, taking a different tack. “Let me ask you something,” I said, glancing with a conspiratorial air around the green. “It’s just you and me here right now, and there’s no one else around. So you can be totally honest with me, okay?” 
 
    Raquelle’s eyes narrowed. She clearly suspected a trap. “I don’t want to sleep with you,” she whispered. “If that’s what you mean.” 
 
    I laughed loud and long. If only she knew just how many naked girls had watched me fuck my harem last night, only wishing they could join!  
 
    “It’s really not,” I said with a smile. “You rigged Solomon’s Judgement for a while. Fooled everyone at the Celestial Academy—even Headmistress Judyth. That was a hell of a grift you were pulling over the angel’s eyes.” 
 
    Raquelle’s eyes focused on a point between her feet. “Don’t remind me.” 
 
    I’d heard enough of that kind of talk from her. I took her by the chin and titled her face upward, savoring her look of shock. 
 
    “I want to remind you,” I said, still grinning. “Be honest. You liked it, didn’t you? Knowing that you’d gotten one over on all those assholes?” 
 
    Something changed in her face. “They’re such… such sticks in the mud,” Raquelle said, the corner of her mouth curling in a snarl. “They deserved to get fooled! I should have been praised for that stunt, not gotten in trouble for it!” 
 
    “You would’ve been praised for it down here,” I said, pulling her closer. “That’s just the thing. We don’t punish that kind of initiative down in the Infernal Realm, Raquelle. Here, your gifts for malice and wickedness will be given the room they need to flourish!” 
 
    For a moment, she looked fierce—almost eager. Then her face fell. “But I’m an angel.” 
 
    I shrugged. “So? I’m a demon, and I still made that manticore bow to me. And Maddie’s pretty fucking wild for an angel. I don’t think you have to be anything, Raquelle. The Infernal Academy is all about freedom. You’re going to learn that.” 
 
    A smirk rose to Raquelle’s features. “Like the freedom to have a relationship with multiple women?” 
 
    “Like that,” I agreed with a nod. “And lots of other kinds, too. Trust me, you’re going to do great here. Would I lie to you?” 
 
    She stared at me. “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Good girl,” I said, giving her a playful punch on the cheek. “That’s the spirit!” 
 
    Maybe the Day of Judgement isn’t about angels and demons being at each other’s throats at all, I thought suddenly. A new possibility occurred to me—what if they prophecy was actually talking about the Fae? 
 
    Which would mean my purpose, as the heir of Lucifer, would be to take control of both sides not to destroy Heaven in Hell’s favor, but to unite them against a third foe. Safeguarding the balance by bringing angels and demons together under a common banner: my banner. My harem. My army. 
 
    It made me wish I could talk to Lucifer himself. Unfortunately, the old man was nowhere to be found—and had been for some time. Cooking up something nasty, no doubt. If there was anything I knew about the Prince of Darkness for sure, it was that he had plans inside of plans inside of plans. Inside of strategies and schemes and propositions, too. 
 
    Either way, I had far too much to focus on for the moment. The course load of two schools lay before me, along with wild frat parties, keeping my harem happy, and making sure my group grew into the biggest bunch of badasses around. 
 
    Oh, and I maybe had to save the world on top of everything else. All in a day’s work, right? 
 
    Raquelle let her arm slip around me as we made our way to her first class. The gesture felt just casual enough to be brushed off later, while still being open enough to get called flirting if it led to something more. I liked it. More. I loved it. You are an evil little minx, aren’t you? I thought, grinning at her. Suddenly, I didn’t even feel like I needed my morning coffee. 
 
    Then I looked upward. The admissions office towered over the front of the Infernal Academy, and in its tallest window, two figures stared down at Raquelle and me. 
 
    Judyth and Lilith, together. Watching me with identical looks of arousal and suspicion. 
 
    “One sec,” I said, turning back from Rachelle. 
 
    I waved at the pair as I made my way across the green. Both sides of the fence might have big plans for me, but as always? I was going to do exactly what I wanted. And if saving all of existence meant becoming the most powerful demon in the universe and running a harem of equally ass-kicking babes? Then that’s exactly what I would do. 
 
    And let Heaven or Hell try and stop me. 
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