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Reader, 

In Devil Bound, I bring you a story near and dear to my heart. It kicks off The Devil’s Necromancer, which is all about how a certain necromancer tries to get rid of the Devil. And fails. Repeatedly.

I hope you’re ready for gods and other immortal creatures, all of them on the quirky side!

This story has been a long time coming, and as always, it’s the Piperettes on Ream and Patreon who have supported me each week when I uploaded a new chapter for them. Piperettes, thank you for all your comments and for telling me which parts of the story made you laugh!

Now, let’s go and meet them, the Devil and his necromancer.

Alexa Piper

September 2025 








  
  

The Beginning: How I Met the Devil
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Lionel





Four years ago.


It was past midnight, and the stars looked like sprinkles of white chocolate in the velvety night sky, overshadowed by the city lights and the waxing moon. I lay on the embankment, North Bridge’s metal frame rising just to my right and further hiding the chocolate sprinkle stars. Pebbles pressed against my back and spine, and a particularly big one dug into my right butt cheek. 

My feet were wet, but I didn’t mind, not the embankment or the wet feet or the stars melting away in the light of the artificial structures around me. The zombie was oozing all over me from its—his caved-in skull though, and I did mind that. Zombie ooze was a bitch to get out of clothes, even if I’d given up on wearing colors years ago. Black was always the safest bet for a necromancer.

Zombies reeked when they weren’t really fresh, and this one was ripe, like, “fish market in the middle of summer three days after closing” ripe. I looked at the mess of zombie sprawled on top of me and reconsidered my life choices, all of which had led me here.

My thoughts were interrupted by someone talking to me.

“Do you need CPR?” a voice asked from behind me. It was a warm, manly voice, and I was reasonably sure it could make chocolate melt, star shaped or otherwise.

I stuffed my self-pity away and turned my head to get a better look at the speaker. He was as handsome as a devil, with skin that looked like marble in the glow of the city lights. His hair shimmered, liquid black, but it might have been some shade of brown in proper lighting. It went well past his ears and looked like it had been styled with care to get that messy, “I just got out of bed after a night of hard fucking” look.

“Why the fuck would I need CPR?” I asked. My voice didn’t sound at all like I’d been considering crying just a moment ago, and I was proud of that.

The guy shrugged. “It’s hard to tell with humans. Your kind are so accident prone, and you seem to be having trouble breathing. Or maybe you hit your head. Do you remember how you got here?”

Did he think I was suffering from a concussion or something?

“I’m having trouble breathing because I have a dead fucking zombie on my chest, asshat,” I said. In my considered necromantic opinion, I was being perfectly polite, even though I couldn’t be sure what kind of creature the guy was. I’d given him a quick glance with my mage sight, and human he was not. His kind were called immortals among magic users, but just like people, those came in flavors.

Jeez, I hated gods and otherworldly beings. It was a bad day when you got oozed on by a zombie and had to deal with an immortal at the same time. At least, thanks to my all-black clothing regimen, there wasn’t a ruined hoodie in the mix.

“All zombies are dead,” Mr. Sexy said. “It’s a prerequisite. This one seems to have had its brainstem properly destroyed, however. Sloppy, but effective.”

“Okay, smarty-pants, thanks a bunch for the lecture. The basics of necromancy have ever escaped me, even after I raised my very first corpse thirteen fucking years ago. And my grandest apologies if my dispatching technique doesn’t meet your standards.”

Those thirteen years ago, it had been a blackbird who’d died when he crashed into a window at my school. I’d cradled the poor thing in my hands as it breathed its last. I’d cried, and that had triggered my necromancer power. Pretty boy did not need to know that though. Every other person I’d ever told had made fun of me for it, and lying there under the zombie and thinking about it really made me worry I’d end up crying.

Mr. Sexy hummed, tapping his chin with a long index finger. “You could have suffered a head injury with amnesia. How am I supposed to know what you know?”

He walked toward me. His movements were silent, catlike, and more elegant than seemed right. Even with the zombie oozing out on me, my cock couldn’t quite ignore him. Or maybe it was that pebble under my right butt cheek that got me excited. Seriously though, what was up with his fixation on first aid and amnesia?

He grabbed the zombie by the legs and pulled the dead-dead corpse off of me. “Oh. You caved in its skull with a rock,” he said when he saw the murder weapon in question, the goo glistening on its rough surface. Well, it wasn’t really a murder weapon, seeing as how the zombie had been dead already, but that was just semantics. “How traditional.”

He held a hand out to me, and I took it and let him pull me back to my feet.

“I’m Lucy, by the way. Short for Lucifer, but I like Lucy. As in Lucy Westenra, the woman who almost single-handedly turned Dracula into the first reverse harem romance novel ever before she made the wise decision to claim immortality instead. She was such an underrated character, and I really don’t know why people don’t like her more.”

I dusted myself off. Didn’t help with the wet feet or the zombie ooze, which I really only distributed like soft butter on hot toast. The shirt I was wearing under my hoodie was ruined, and the hoodie too might not make it. Apparently the day could get worse.

I sighed. “Maybe she was so underrated because she fucking ate children.”

He shrugged. “Well, everyone has a craving now and then. No one judges women’s monthly chocolate cravings, and I don’t see how that was so much worse.”

I stopped wiping at my hoodie when my brain caught up with the conversation. Lucifer? The Lucifer? The fucking Morning Star, seducer of stuffy virgins and lover of apples? I looked at him. Up at him. Asshole was tall and handsome; the kind of guy I could only ever talk to with about three drinks in me.

“You’re the Devil? Satan? Beelzebub?”

“Lu-cy,” he said, slowing it down as if he was reconsidering the brain damage thing. Even his eyebrows were perfect, which I only noticed because he raised one at me. Made him look even sexier. I hated and loved it at the same time.

“Fuck. Why are you here? What do you want from me?”

“I was checking to see if you needed CPR. I don’t even know who you are.” He tilted his head, looking all inquisitive. “Do you know your name?”

He seemed to have an unhealthy fixation on that amnesia thing. He ran a hand through his hair as he waited for me to recall my own name. Ugh. He’d dragged the zombie off me with that hand. Personally, I wanted to shower, scrub, and disinfect, but he didn’t seem to mind.

“I’m Lionel Hawkes,” I said, raining on his amnesia parade. “Necromancer and necromantic consultant to Brunswick PD.” I had to force down the urge to dig a card out of my pocket. I wouldn’t give the Devil my card. He might get ideas. Or call me. I didn’t want to be on his contact list. “And I don’t need CPR,” I added, because he kept looking at me, unimpressed by my knowledge of my own name.

“You need to practice your zombie killing, Lionel Hawkes.”

A performance report, delivered by none other than the Devil himself. Well, fuck my life.

“Shut the fuck up, Lucy.”

I tried to straighten, but having to look up at him made that hard. He had gorgeous eyelashes too, which just didn’t seem fair.

The Devil grinned as if I’d passed a cognitive exam. Fucking immortals. “You are energetic for a necromancer, Lionel Hawkes.”

“It’s adrenaline from killing the zombie, who was raised by his son so the latter could get to his inheritance. Also, stop calling me by my full name. It’s weird.” Lionel Hawkes wasn’t really my full name, but that was another thing I certainly would not tell the Devil. Most immortals knew name magic, and the Devil, even if only half the myths were about half true, knew a great deal of that.

He looked down at me, and I couldn’t help noticing that his lips were extraordinarily plump, in a way no gloss or lipstick could ever achieve. I tried to think back to the zombie collapsing on top of me, because the more I looked at the Devil and watched amusement spread over his face, the more my cock was taking note and liking what I saw too damn much.

“Very well. I’ll call you Nelly then, short for Lionel. And since you require no further assistance in your nightly exploits, I’ll leave you to it.”

And with that, the ass clown turned and left. I was very tempted to call after him and tell him to shove his stupid nickname for me up his ass—which was a damn fine-looking ass, I had to admit—but what would be the point? He was the Devil, and I was a necromancer working for the cops. There was no way in hell our paths would cross again.
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Lucifer





I was excited, but it wouldn’t do to let the human see. To let Nelly see. I walked away slowly across the less than appetizing river area, spinning the smallest spell so a breeze would streak through my hair and the strands would catch the starlight. Hopefully, Nelly was watching. 

When I was out of sight, I turned and doubled back, though I made sure not to get too close. It wouldn’t do for Nelly to hear me. I pulled out my phone to call Metatron.

“I told you going to a Dracula book club was a stupid idea. You didn’t have to call to tell me I’m right,” the angel said.

Elation made me lick my lips. Stairs led from the embankment back to street level, and from where I was, close to the foot of the bridge and hidden well within its shadow, I could see the necromancer head for those stairs, hang his head, then turn back to the zombie before pulling out his phone. The call connected quickly. I wondered who was on the other end.

I focused back on my own conversation. “I’m not calling about that. I’m calling to inform you that I think we should remodel. It’s time. Get rid of all the old crap, the silly chandeliers, the velvet, the gold. We’re updating.”

On the other end, my angel went silent for a moment. “Did they break you? You said you wanted the place to look like Dracula’s castle. Did they break you at that book club meeting?”

The necromancer—Nelly—was scratching his head as he mumbled to whoever he was talking to. Maybe he hurt his head after all?

Trony cleared her throat on the other end of my conversation, so I said, “Hm? No, it’s not that. It’s just that the way the house looks was cute for a minute, and now I want something a little less last century.”

I could practically hear her frown. “Lucy, I have been begging you to let me get rid of that sex throne. Just to clarify, you want me to get rid of that too?”

The necromancer brushed the front of his ratty hoodie absently while putting his phone away. That wouldn’t help at all. The smell of rot was strong in the zombie juice that had soaked it, and trying to get it out of cotton would be the kind of thing that would have gotten Trony really mad, probably at me.

“Throw out the damn sex chair.”

She was silent for almost five seconds. Then “What happened to you?”

A grin spread over my face. I could feel it stretch my cheeks. “I found something I want.”

“Ah, fuck. Why do I have to suffer because of that?”

“You get to throw out the sex chair because of that. Don’t complain.”

“Do I want to know?”

I considered. When Trony organized an orgy, she went for the uncomplicated crowd of attendees. Easy on the eyes, easy to please. Easy to say yes to being pleased. The necromancer down there had told me to “shut the fuck up.” I couldn’t remember the last time that had happened.

“I don’t think you need to know yet.”

I heard a long sigh from her. “If it’s a nun or some other kind of believer—”

“Nope, not a nun. You didn’t think there’d be nuns at the Dracula book club, did you?”

“I do not presume to know anything about that weird book you’re so obsessed with, or the weird books nuns are obsessed with. Fine, don’t tell me.”

“It’s a he,” I said, speaking in a low voice. I’d crept closer to Nelly again, sticking to the shadows. He’d pulled the sleeves of his sweater down, apparently in an attempt to keep his hands warm. It was cute.

“I said don’t tell me.”

“I love to disobey.”

“You love having the last word. Look, I need to go light your sex throne on fire before you get home and change your mind. Bye.”

The angel hung up on me. That was fine. I was busy anyway, watching the human watch the zombie and savoring the fact that he’d allowed me to give him a nickname. It was a tenuous bond, but a bond all the same. It would be enough to get him to throw himself at me before the week was out, I was sure of that.
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Lionel





Almost four years ago.


The day had been long. There’d been a fire, and using my power to make the dead talk after they had been burned, their skin black, the fetid stench of charred flesh saturating the air… 

Fires were never good scenes to be called to.

My ears were ringing from all the magic I’d used as I drove home from the station through spring’s twilight gleam. I kept under the speed limit, holding the wheel at ten and two and feeling like I hadn’t slept in days while simultaneously being high on espresso.

The stench plus a crime scene that had been both charred and waterlogged was most certainly a grand reason to make sure I’d had my tetanus booster. There had been many bodies to go through, their confusion about being dead clinging to me like yet another layer of that stench of burned life.

I wanted a good long shower, but I was hungry. Long days were usually ramen days for me, but as I hit the brakes for a red light, my stomach churned at the idea.

“I need some real food.” I tapped the wheel while I waited for the light to turn, wondering where to sate my cravings.

Cooking something simple was an option, but it would entail going shopping—my fridge had an echo and some hot sauce and nothing else—then preparing whatever I’d bought.

My tired mind wasn’t going to be able to handle such a complicated endeavor, and anyway, I had no illusions about my culinary skills. There was a pizzeria on my way home, and getting some takeout there wouldn’t take me all that long. I didn’t normally splurge on eating out, but fuck me if raising burned bodies didn’t entitle me to something nice.

I sped up when the light turned, determination almost making me go as fast as I could. My mouth was watering. Calories would be wonderful, and then I could enjoy the resulting food coma in the comfort of my own home. With any luck, Christine—Detective Rice—wouldn’t wake me from it with her usual spiel: murder.

The pizzeria’s neon sign was broken, flickering like a heart about to give out. That made me think of the sounds of limbs moving under skin that had grown flaky as pastry, and I shuddered as I put my Honda into park.

It was partly hunger that had me jogging toward the entrance, but also, the evening air was chilly, and my jacket had absorbed too much of the smoky air. I’d dumped it in the trunk and was wearing only my second nicest hoodie.

Walking into the pizzeria was almost like a portal fantasy, but the one where you’re dropped into something so mundane it’s actually really comforting. The place smelled good, like food, oil, and spices, and while it was small—just four tables with red and white checkered tablecloths and wooden chairs—there wasn’t a single burn mark, and no unstable flooring I needed to watch out for.

They had a menu up on the wall behind the counter. Next to the register in a big glass bowl, there were fortune cookies in shiny wrappers. Off brand for Italian food, but I wasn’t going to judge anyone if I got a free fortune cookie out of it.

I smiled at the man behind the register, who’d been scrolling on his phone.

“Hi.”

He nodded in a supremely bored way. “Hey. Know what you want?”

I skimmed the selection of pies. “Veggie lover. The big one.” I’d have leftovers, a.k.a. breakfast. Look at me planning ahead like a pro.

He punched that into his register. “Any extra toppings?”

He didn’t so much as look at me, and that was absolutely fine. The last thing I needed today was small talk.

Behind me, someone else came in through the door as I said, “Nah, just the basic pie.”

“Nelly, is that you? How unexpected.”

I froze. The server looked up from entering my order, his eyes widening and his cheeks taking on color. He smiled, but not at me.

I turned, needing to make sure I wasn’t hallucinating random immortals as an aftereffect of raising a whole family burned to death in their own home, but no, I wasn’t.

It was the Devil, in the flesh, wearing nice clean clothes, not a soot stain anywhere, and that deceptive smile that seemed to say, “Hey, I’m just a normal hot guy, come hither.”

The guy behind the register cleared his throat, getting ready to do some hithering all right. “Welcome. What can I do for you tonight?”

I rolled my eyes. Talk about good-looking people having it easier in life.

The Devil smiled like a cat being offered a really fat canary on a silver platter. “I haven’t decided yet. Let me get in line while I think about it.”

With that, the Devil walked right up behind me, put a hand on his hip, and smiled down at me.

“Sure. Let me know if—”

I went for one of the fortune cookies, letting the paper crinkle as loudly as I could. “How much do I owe you?”

The server glanced at me as if he’d forgotten all about me, then frowned at his screen. “Twenty-eight seventy. Feel free to wait at a table while we get your order ready.”

“Sure.” I went for the wallet in my back pocket, only to realize it wasn’t there. “Shit. Sorry. I left my wallet in my jacket and—my car’s just outside. I’ll go grab it real quick.”

The guy looked less than thrilled, his annoyance plain in the way his mouth turned down when he fixed me with the most eye contact he’d given me ever since I’d walked in. I should have just gone with ramen. Ramen never judged me.

A hand landed on my shoulder before I could even turn. “That’s fine, Nelly. I’ve got you. You can owe me.”

Lucifer’s hand was warm. Then again, it was possible I was just cold.

I looked at him. “I really don’t want to owe you.”

The Devil smiled, his hand sliding away and leaving only the memory of warmth behind. “Then it will be my treat. Forgetfulness might be a symptom of head trauma, and—”

“I’m fine!” My hand clenched around the fortune cookie I’d taken, making the vacuum-sealed wrapper pop loudly.

“Hey, you’re only supposed to take one of those after you pay,” the server said, being the least helpful he’d been all night.

“I’m paying for him,” said the Devil, and smooth as a snake slithering through an oil spill, he handed the guy his fancy credit card. Of course it was black. None of the legends about the Devil had ever mentioned humility.

I could feel the heat rising to my face. “I’ll pay you back.”

The Devil smiled. “You don’t have to.” He cocked his head. “Do you even remember who I am?”

I didn’t have a mirror in front of me, but I could feel my color deepen. Yes, it was only ever going to be ramen from now on. My low-effort meal had turned into a cognitive exam administered by none other than the Devil his own damn self. Fuck my damn luck.

“Lucifer,” I said.

His face fell, that left eyebrow pointing skyward again. “It’s Lucy. Lu-cy. Have you been forgetting things a lot since that night I dragged the de-animated zombie off you?”

I would have told him to go fuck himself, thank you very much, but there was a civilian here, plus the Devil had just paid for my food. As it was, I could already hear the guy mumble “Zombie?” as he handed the card back over to Lucifer.

“My memory is fine, but I don’t have to prove that to you.”

“Hmm.”

“I just want my damn pizza, okay? And your address. So I can pay you back. I don’t have cash on me right now.”

The server piped up. “Hey, if you were going to steal that pie—”

I spun. “I wasn’t! It’s not like he’s the only person with a credit card, okay? Mine’s in my jacket I’m pretty sure. Do you want me to show you?”

The guy was giving me The Look. I knew it well. The last time I’d been given it had been at a funeral home where things had gotten unsavory in the extreme and I’d ended up with…fluids all over me. At least we’d taken the murderous embalmer out in cuffs. And Detective Rice had given me the rest of the day off because the funeral guests had either given me The Look or…fainted at the sight of me.

“All good, man. Your food is paid for, okay? Chill.”

He glanced away as if he didn’t want to deal with me, as if I was unhinged or something. I didn’t get the chance to push back against his false perception of me, because Lucifer was dangling a business card in front of my face, holding it in his long, neatly manicured fingers.

“It’s Milton Avenue. Where I live. It’s printed on there so you can’t forget.”

I snatched the card from his fingers and narrowed my eyes at him. Damn, but he was tall. “My memory is fucking fine, okay?”

“Okay. Say, what’s my name?”

I groaned and stomped away to one of the empty tables, where I plopped into a chair. Lucifer chuckled while I did my best to ignore him, turning my attention to the fortune cookie that was still whole in its wrapper.

I was hungry enough to not care what anyone thought about me devouring the damn thing, so I did. I crunched down on the last of it, doing my best to ignore the Devil placing a complicated order where he substituted several things for several other things. The fortunes in these cookies were all bogus anyway, but I turned my attention to the tiny piece of paper in the hopes of ignoring the Devil.

Life is like licking honey from thorns, the fortune read.

I stared at the paper, then tore it into even smaller pieces.

“Did that cookie to anything bad to you?” asked the Devil.

I looked up to see him standing over me, his own fortune cookie in hand, smiling even as he covered me in the shadow of his broad shoulders and wide chest and—

Lionel Hawkes, get a fucking grip. Immortals are not for fucking, period.

“I think my pizza is almost ready.”

“Are you planning on eating alone?”

“Yeah. People do that. They eat alone all the time.”

Lucifer shrugged. “And sometimes they eat together.”

If I didn’t keep my eyes on his immortal ass, this guy might just eat me. It was bad enough that I now owed him money, worse that he knew who I was. And he had run into me in this area of the city, which was potentially even worse still.

“Do you live around here?” I blurted out, my subtlety gone like the windows and wallpapers in the burned-out house.

Lucifer frowned. “Nelly, you know where I live. I just told you my address, don’t you remember?”

“I don’t have fucking amnesia, I’m just not a walking compass. I don’t know every road in this city.”

“Hmm.”

He tore the wrapper of his cookie off without looking. He was looking at me instead, sort of in a concerned way. Maybe he was waiting for me to realize I didn’t know my name and had no idea where I was. If so, boo-hoo.

“Has anyone told you that you smell of foul flames and burned things, Nelly?”

That actually made me self-conscious. I wasn’t a stranger to getting smells on me. Dead people could get smelly, and I was fine with it so long as I could give them a voice, but there were always other people; the living kind. On days like this one, being among other living people really sucked, and I recalled fondly the calm and peace I’d had on the shore of the river with the dead zombie on top of me, pre-devilish intervention.

Lucky for me, the server called my order. I was up in a flash and squeezed around Lucifer to grab my food and hightail it out of there.

“I’ll pay you back ASAP, Lucifer,” I said, more or less running out of that pizza place I wouldn’t ever set foot in ever again.
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Lucifer





Almost four years ago, later.


The necromancer was escaping me. That was a libido-crushing realization, especially after I had worked so hard to run into him again. 

I walked into the warzone that was Trony’s and my home with a few boxed pizzas in my arms. There were large paint buckets or something in the hallway, and I had to step over those. I made my way past the kitchen to where my alleged sex throne had stood on its humble pedestal. Trony had taken a sledgehammer to the pedestal, which felt a little bit extreme, even for an angel.

“Trony! I brought food.”

I followed the thunking of her heavy work boots to the rooms at the other end of the house. The walls there were coming down to create a wide-open area suitable for all kinds of fun, and finally, finally, there’d be room for an indoor Jacuzzi. The angel met me in a plastic-covered scene that would make any forensic-minded serial killer salivate.

“What do you mean, you brought food?” she asked.

I held up the warm pizzas. “These.”

Trony frowned, walked toward me, one hand on her hip, and lifted the lid of the topmost pie.

Still frowning, she said, “Why would you think this is food? What even is this? Mold pretending to be mozzarella? Are you broken, Lucifer?”

I sighed. “I’m not forcing you to eat it, but you’ve been working so hard, burning my sex chair and taking down walls. I didn’t want you to have to cook on top of that.”

She let go of the lid, and it sank back toward the mold-slash-mozzarella. “It’s because of that thing you want, isn’t it. What even is your problem? Ask nicely for them to spread their legs and get this out of your system.” She wiggled her fingers at my face as if something were wrong with it.

“This?”

“If you were one of those human males, I’d call it a midlife crisis.”

“I don’t have that, Trony.”

I had pent-up everything though, she was right about that. Perhaps asking the pretty necromancer to spread his legs would help, but that scent of smoke about him—more like an aura than a smell—it made me…want to feed him pizza? That didn’t sound right.

“You—” Trony began, ready to insult me for buying her food. She didn’t get to follow through though, because the doorbell rang.

Unless my magic and wards were failing me, there was necromancy out there.

“Hold these.”

I shoved the pizzas at Trony, who wrinkled her nose as she took them, then made my way past paint brushes, hammers, ladders and all those other things the house apparently needed. Before opening the door, I ran a hand through my hair, but it was fluffy and perfect. Of course.

Nelly, the necromancer who had trouble grasping the concept of a de-animated zombie, stood out there, backlit by the yard lights. He held out his hand.

“Here, take it.”

I looked down. He was so adorable in those black clothes he vanished in. I yearned to strip them off him and explore whether he was more or less adorable with my cock in his mouth.

“Nelly. You want me to take your hand?” I leaned against the doorframe, making sure my shirt rode up and revealed some skin. Would he want to lick it?

“What? No! The money, take the damn money! I’m not owing you like some pauper.”

I lifted a brow at him. “Pauper? Fancy word, that.”

“Just take the damn money. After all, there was a fire, and I stink, just like you said. Take it, and I’ll go and leave you to your…painting or whatever.”

“Renovations. Do you want to come inside and have a look?”

“No! I want you to take the money so I don’t owe you anymore.”

He was getting very agitated now. That probably wasn’t good for him, given his possibly compromised memory, but seeing humans, especially the pretty ones, getting worked up when confronted with someone as powerful and supremely handsome as myself—

“Will you fucking just take this? My arm’s about to fall off. Fucking hell. The day was long enough without you behaving like a godsdamned circus clown.”

Feisty.

“Very well,” I said, reaching for the offered bills and coins. He’d counted it out exactly, nothing owed either way. A shame. “But—”

“No buts. Buts my ass. I’m so done with today. Don’t talk to me again, okay? I owe you nothing, and there’s no reason for us to ever talk again. Bye.”

With that, he stomped off toward a pitiable car, moving like a cartoon mouse running from an exceedingly smart and very good-looking cartoon cat.

I stayed perfectly still as I watched him pull away from the curb, because the way I was leaning would let him see some skin if only he looked back at me in his rearview mirror as he pulled away from the curb.

Behind me, the sound of Trony’s work boots on the floor announced her approach.

“What was that?” she asked, chewing on a mouthful of the yucky mozzarella pizza.

“You said not to tell you, but I want him.”

She peered past me at Nelly’s rear lights. “In that case, he’s going the wrong way. Where did you mess up?”

Since Nelly was out of sight, I spun. “I didn’t. He came back here just to see me. He’ll be back to ask me to fuck him before long.”

The angel casually took another slice from the box and bit into it, saying, “Looks like he gave you money though. Did he give you that for looking all sexy?”

“What? No, of course not.” Although…had he? Come to think of the money, there had been no reason for him to rush here and present me with cash. He couldn’t have eaten yet, not unless he’d gulped down his food on the drive here.

There really was no hurry to settle what he owed me unless he wanted to use that as a way to get closer to me, but given that he’d driven off without so much as considering fellatio…

Trony snorted. “You are so not used to a human saying no to you.”

“Well, why would they?”

“Your taste in food. This pizza is really bad.”

I groaned. “Fine. The pizza won’t happen again. Want to share the rest of it in the outdoor Jacuzzi? I just have to get a few books. I have some research to do.”

Trony glared at me as if she’d swallowed lemons. “Are you going to read your smutty books again while I’m there? Out loud, like last time?”

I shrugged. “Only if I want your opinion, Trony.”

She threw the greasy crust at me. It bounced off my chest—my very appealing chest, I had no idea what Nelly’s problem was and why he hadn’t taken his time to look—then handed me the food.

“Fine, but only because I care. I got a new bikini, and I’m changing into that. And if you read me anything weird like the last time—”

“Shifted sex isn’t that weird.”

“If you read me anything that weird, I’m leaving you alone in that big Jacuzzi with subpar Italian food and no sex throne to get off on.”

It was easy to forget, but Trony was an angel, after all, and she could be really, really mean sometimes.
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Lucifer





Less than four years ago.


Trony was mostly done commanding the host of builders and craftspeople, and everything was all new and shiny. I sat in front of the new TV in the front of the house, right next to the kitchen and close to the door. The latest in today’s set of romance movies had just started. 

So far, there was a city person who had inherited her cool aunt’s house, and everything was pointing to the cool aunt having been a badass witch, broom and all. The city person had just found herself with a burst pipe in the bathroom—while taking a shower, no less—but her neighbor, the all-around handyman and possibly werewolf, was coming to the rescue, and he was bringing his wrench. The witch heir, when she knocked on his door, had been wearing nothing but a towel.

I sighed and looked in the direction of our front door. Nelly hadn’t come back to ask me if I would please, please sleep with him. His pizza money was in my pocket, and his golden eyes were so much nicer than the actress’s.

I grabbed one of the new cushions and hugged it to my chest, then let my head loll back on the couch.

Voices and footsteps approached from the gallery.

“I want class, but I also want sex,” Trony said. “A beautiful devil feeding an innocent twink pomegranate seeds, for example. And you can be explicit. Cock, tits, all the good bits.”

“That’ll take me a while. You want big canvases.”

Trony stopped behind my couch, the painter at her heels, sketchbook in hand. His eyes brightened when he saw me.

“Big is good.” Trony focused on me. Her look was scathing. “Lucy, you smell.”

“Huh? No, I showered. I remember showering.”

“Excuse me, but can I sketch him?” the painter asked.

Trony clicked her tongue. “No, you cannot. He’s pathetic, and he smells like angel butt, and that’s coming from me, the only angel in the building. He doesn’t deserve to be in a painting.” She crossed her arms. “You’ve watched dozens of these fucking rom-coms, and they all go the same way. They get together, they break apart, they get together again, and then if it’s a good one, they get naked together. That new TV? It’ll be ruined like your sex throne if you keep this up, and you know what I did to your sex throne.”

I’d thought her glee about that chair would fade soon, but she was hanging on to it with the bite strength of a medium-sized alligator. Yes, every now and then I had enjoyed sitting there during a celebration, but that didn’t make it a “sex throne.” I’d only had sex on there a couple of times, give or take.

“What did you do to the sex throne?” asked the painter. I saw him sketching, but I wasn’t interested. I looked away.

Why hadn’t Nelly come back here? Why wasn’t he begging to feel my cock inside of him yet?

I rubbed my face with my hands. “Maybe it’s amnesia after all, and he forgot where I live.”

Trony rolled her eyes. I could almost hear her annoyance. If her annoyance were a raccoon, it would have invaded my trash can, would have nested there and feasted every night while I lay dreaming of the pretty necromancer knocking on my door and begging.

“He doesn’t want you because, and write this down, you smell of angel ass.”

“But, Trony—”

“Everything in this house is pristine. I cleaned every nook and cranny after the builders. You could eat off these floors. And yet, you stink.”

I ignored the witch heir staring at the handyman’s butt as he fixed her pipes and leaned back. “Painter? Painterling? Tell it true, do I really reek?”

The artsy person cleared his throat and clutched his sketchbook to his chest.

“Everyone has their limits and is used to different things. For example, my college roommate once got drunk, threw up, and then slept on the bathroom floor. He stank, you know.”

“Like angel butt,” Trony said.

“But, Trony, I’m waiting.”

She looked confused, but then her lips pressed tight, and her eyes shimmered with furious sparks.

“Are you telling me you’ve parked your ass down here because you’re waiting for that human to come calling? The one who ran away from you?”

“He didn’t run away from me, he just wanted to pay me back. When he had done that, he left, but he didn’t run.”

“Payback’s a bitch,” the painter whispered.

I craned my neck farther back. “Why are you taking sides? A moment ago you wanted to paint me. I would have offered to pose in the nude, but not with that attitude.”

Trony faced the artist. “I have been dealing with this for a very long time, and there are few things I get to savor while handling this one. You better make those paintings as large as a leviathan’s butthole and naughty as a nun’s thoughts because admiring them will be one of the few joys in my life.”

He wrote that down. “You also said you want them classy?”

“Of course I want them classy. If I want the place to look like the middle of a porn shoot, I just call a few people over. Come to think of it, Lucy, how would you feel about an orgy? A few nice humans who won’t ghost you.”

Her words were like thorns, and I jumped right up. Trony took a step back and wrinkled her nose.

“He didn’t. He’s just not been back yet, but he’ll come. And then I’ll make him come. I may draw it out, but I always deliver. I’m the Devil, after all.”

The artist was still taking notes. This was either cause for celebration or concern.

Trony started doing some kind of yoga breathing technique before putting on a saccharine smile.

“Lucy. Have you ever considered that you’re thinking about this all wrong?”

“No.”

“Yeah, that was rhetorical. My point is, perhaps instead of smelling up my couch, you should be the proactive element. Read a few more of your smutty books, fuck, watch more of those yucky cishet movies even. Figure out how to romance someone who, by nature, likes what most other human magic users loathe: dead shit.”

My eyes flew open. Trony had a point, and I felt idiotic for not seeing it. Nelly was a necromancer with possible amnesia. Definitely a necromancer though, and they liked power. Centuries ago, it had been standard practice for them to keep a small horde of zombies around to do their bidding.

Buying a necromancer who liked power some pizza and thereby technically indebting him… Yes, that would have irked.

“Trony, I think you have a point. Romance. Yeah, I can romance a necromancer.”

The painter whistled. I ignored him.

Trony nodded. Her smile never reached her eyes. “I can tell you the first step toward reaching that goal. Shower and soap. So much soap.” She wrinkled her nose again. “I did get you a new conditioner. Maybe that’ll help.”

“Trony! You do care.”

“I care that you smell. Now go. I’m not done with the artist yet.”

He looked up. “You’re not?”

Trony struck quite the impressive figure when she wore skintight fake leather and silk, like today. The artist, poor thing, only seemed to have realized it now.

“You asked for inspiration. I’ll give you that. If you’ll please follow me.”

She walked away. The artist didn’t hesitate to follow her, but he paused before he vanished out of sight to whatever inhuman delight she had planned for him.

“Good luck winning your necromancer.”

If a human felt the need to wish me luck, then…I ran a hand through my hair, and yes, maybe it was a little greasy. But still, I didn’t need luck. I was the Devil. And I had already followed Nelly around a tiny little bit. How hard could this be?








  
  

4

[image: image-placeholder]

Lionel





About three to four years ago. 

In the history of human invention, there was nothing quite as confounding, as annoying, as troublesome as the humble shoe. I left the site where the bags with the body parts had been dropped wearing my black Converse. They squelched, making fart sounds as I walked through the mud of the development. Sunrise wasn’t too far off, and it should’ve brightened the sky by now, but gray clouds obscured it.

“Fucking rain,” I mumbled. The drizzle that had started up just as I’d been called out here took no note whatsoever.

One of the crime scene people heading toward the scene heard me and turned. “You didn’t walk all over the scene with those shoes, did you?” he asked.

I looked up from the safety of my hoodie. He flinched. Maybe it was the uncaffeinated state of me—my coffee machine was broken—or it was my magical necromancer aura—doubtful. Then again, he was heading toward the severed heads I’d just gotten to tell us everything they knew, and severed heads talking were the kind of thing that could get even seasoned detectives to look at me differently.

“I didn’t destroy your evidence,” I said. They always assumed I did, but I always wore gloves. I wasn’t a complete idiot.

He raised a placating hand, his heavy-looking forensics kit in the other. “That’s not what I meant. Rubber boots. You need some.”

He pointed at his own.

I sighed. “I had a pair, but then a zombie…you know.”

His eyes went wide. “I don’t, and I don’t want to. I’m Simon, by the way. Just transferred here a few weeks ago. I heard one of the units at Brunswick PD has their own necromancer. That’s you, right?”

That put me on guard right away, never mind how exhausted I was. Some people were bigots when it came to magic users, even more so when it came to necromancers, and I lacked the blood caffeine level to deal with anything like that.

“Yes. Lionel Hawkes.”

I didn’t even hold out my hand. Some people who weren’t quite bigots but were superstitious clung to an unfounded fear that magic users of any kind could read their minds or control them with the simplest touch.

Therefore, when Simon held out his hand to me, I stared at it for a good two seconds before I shook it.

“It’s so nice to meet you, Lionel! One of my colleagues said you can help identify how injuries were caused and even identify cause of death, is that true?”

I cocked my head but nodded carefully. “I did that already though. Done for the night, I’m afraid.”

Three people had been bludgeoned to death. Dismembered afterward though. Talk about small mercies.

Simon nodded. “I was called in as an extra set of hands. Anyway, I’m looking forward to seeing you work soon. Get yourself a new pair of rubber boots before then, yeah?”

And off he went, his own sturdy boots easily coping with the mud. I watched for a moment as the drizzle picked up again. At this point, I’d been outside long enough for the BPD consultant windbreaker I was wearing to have gotten soaked through as well, but I’d infused my hoodie and jeans with a water repellent spell before getting out of my car, meaning apart from where the rain had trickled down my neck, I was dry.

Except for the shoes.

I squelch-farted my way to the car, which I’d parked across from the construction site next to the other police cars, both marked and unmarked. I hesitated with my hand on the driver’s side door, then went to my trunk instead and tossed my Converse in. I’d wisely laid out a sheet of plastic in there, almost as if I were planning to transport bodies, but it was just for clothes I didn’t want inside the car. My gnawed-on rubber boots were there, as well as the wrapper of a granola bar I vaguely remembered devouring, though I had no idea where I’d gotten it.

“I should stop by the landfill,” I said, then cackled. “This is what no coffee does to me, it’s making me sound like one of the bad guys.” I opened my door and got into the car, soaking the seat in the process but really not giving a fuck at this point.

I turned the heating up high on account of my besocked and very much soaked feet, then left the scene in my rearview mirror.

It was a Monday, and traffic would clog the streets like a hairball in a drain soon, but I couldn’t just head home and sleep for the next ten to twelve hours. I needed shoes, preferably some that held spells better than those dead Converse in the back. The forensics guy was right about the rubber boots too—I needed them, had put off getting a new pair for the sole reason that I loathed shoe shopping.

My feet got cold on the drive despite my car’s best efforts, and the rain beat down on me, turning the morning light into an insubstantial ghostly flicker through my slick windshield, but I made it to the FerroFinn Center, Brunswick’s glitzy, 24/7 shopping opportunity. I knew they had a coffee shop.

The underground parking was pretty empty, and I only spotted one car coming in after me out of the corner of my eye, something sleek and black and vaguely European. Either way, I felt great about the prospect of not being seen by too many people who would give me weird looks.

“No reason to think walking around in your wet socks would be weird at all, right?” I glanced at the foot coverings in question. With all the rain and mud, they were barely even recognizable as socks. “Fuck me.”

I tried magic on them, but contrary to some people’s beliefs, socks and necromancy didn’t really mesh. Instead of a wet, flubbery mess, I ended up with a still wet but slightly stiffer mess. It was like walking on milk cartons, but really, it was fine. No fucking way was I putting on the mud shoes from the trunk, or the boots with the bite marks and that one zombie tooth sticking out of the sole.

I made it ten noisy steps from the car when I realized I was still wearing the BPD consultant windbreaker, so I walked my ass back and threw it onto the passenger seat before finally heading up to the stores.

“Need to be strategic about this,” I mumbled as I inspected the signage telling me what stores were on which floor.

I was seconds away from going to the second floor first to get myself those damn shoes, but I just couldn’t, not when the coffee place had a coffee bean on the sign. That was an invitation I couldn’t say no to.

“Double espresso, here I come.” With the prospect of blessed caffeine, my mood lifted.

When I got off on the third floor, there was barely anyone there, and the only looks I drew were from the staff of the various stores I walked past, though really, the soft background music covered most of the noise my milk carton socks made. If no one actually looked at the atrocities covering my feet, I was just another customer, not memorable at all.

I smiled at the lady in the coffee shop, who looked about as enthusiastic about making my coffee as I was about buying shoes, but I didn’t fucking care about her mood. She was making me coffee and putting extra espresso in, and that was good enough for me.

I tipped her generously before making off with my prize in hand, sipping carefully once I got on the escalator so as not to burn myself. I risked a slight scalding for a good swig though, and the coffee immediately settled my nerves, allowing me to take in the haven of consumerism all around me.

At this time of day, there were cleaning staff visible, the odd businessperson with a rain-slick umbrella just grabbing a pre-packed lunch, and people who sat on the benches and sort of stared into space—probably killing time here, either because they had nowhere to go or had a place they didn’t want to return to if they could help it. The shopkeepers weren’t too busy, most either looking at their phones or stocking shelves.

It was such an in-between time this early in the morning, and taking a look around this usually busy place allowed me to see the fringes of the everyday. I wasn’t sure I liked it, but didn’t think I hated it.

With the shoe store looming ahead of me as soon as I got off the escalator, I risked a second scalding gulp of coffee and made my way inside. I’d just buy the damn shoes quickly, maybe get one of those coffee filter holders for drip coffee, then head home. Easy-peasy, a half hour tops, and then my day would finally be over.

A shiver ran down my neck, as if someone were watching me, but when I turned, there was just the escalator and the elbow and knee of someone going up on it, just about visible before the person vanished.

“Lack of coffee can make you hallucinate.” I sipped some more.

Thus fortified, I went to buy some shoes.
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