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To all of my readers who patiently waited for this book, thanks for sticking around. 
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WE’VE ALL HEARD OF wedding day disasters, like when a jealous ex-lover crashes the ceremony and causes a scene or the photographer cancels at the last minute. 

Now let me tell you about my wedding day—the day thousands of demonic spiders chased my fiancé and me off the elevator and into the Devil’s den. And don’t get me started on hellacious honeymoons. I spent the night shaking horny Monkey Hitler off my leg.

Instead of sipping margaritas on a sunny beach with a rock on my finger and the man of my dreams beside me, I’m demonic and deserted, stuck inside Hell’s Hotel with a bad case of fleas, praying our sadistic host doesn’t throw us out. 

To say my wedding day was a disaster would have to be the understatement of the millennium. I just hope our friends can save us before it’s too late, because that squirming thing on my fork definitely doesn’t taste like chicken, and I forgot to pack my SPF 10,000 sunblock.
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Chapter One
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Sergeant Santiago Sanchez

I FOLLOWED ARCHANGEL Cam with rigid steps as a lead weight settled in my gut. I was about to meet the Big Man face-to-face for the first time, and I feared I was underdressed in old camos and boots. I should have borrowed a toga from Cam. Then again, I doubted I’d look as regal as Cam, who walked in his knee-length Grecian robe with a confident gait that could only be perfected after thousands of years of practice. Even more impressive, a casual observer wouldn’t notice Cam’s wings, which he’d tucked behind his back, the exposed tips of pale feathers blending in with his long blond hair. 

I had no idea how Cam managed to arrange a meeting, but I haven’t been this nervous since the Taliban had blown up my Humvee. I clenched my hands, breathing through a tight chest as we walked across the slick marble floor, under an archway, and onto the verdant grass. 

The view was more breathtaking than the gardens in the pyramid. A tropical waterfall flowed into a serene river skirted with bright flowers and fruit trees. The grass, which was a golf-course green, seemed to stretch on for miles, cresting at a gently sloping hill.  

In the distance, a man hit golf balls toward the hill. Cam had already warned me God would take on the appearance of a person I’d most admired during my mortal existence. I’d looked up to many heroes back on Earth; which one would God choose? 

As we approached the golfer, I was not surprised to see my old battalion commander turn to us with a cheery smile. I wondered who God looked like to Cam, as the Archangel had been with God since the beginning of creation. 

I took the commander’s outstretched hand, silently reminding myself this wasn’t the commander but the creator of Earth, the heavens, and all the stars. “It is an honor to meet you, Your Holiness.” I numbly spoke my rehearsed line before God released my hand. “I’d like to thank you for seeing me on such short notice.”

The deity shrugged before motioning toward a white wicker table and chairs at the edge of the green. “I always have time for war heroes.” 

I blushed as I followed the commander, aka His Holiness, to the table. I’d never considered myself a hero. I’d been just a soldier doing his duty, and though I’d paid the ultimate price, I had no regrets. After all, my afterlife hadn’t been so bad. I’d gotten to haunt Earth for thirteen years as the captain of a ghosting unit, and then I’d helped prevent the apocalypse and defeat a demon army while making some great friends. 

I was ready to start a new chapter in my afterlife, living in a pyramid sanctuary on the top layer of hell. Though I would have preferred to reside in Purgatory, a few of my friends—one of them a particularly pretty redhead—had been banished to hell, and I wasn’t leaving without them. Fortunately, their pyramid had almost all the luxuries of Heaven, from healing holy water to lavish suites and verdant gardens. Unfortunately, their main food staple, the ambrosia fruit, had been rotting and falling off the trees. Though we didn’t need food to survive, it was a luxury I would rather not do without. 

Following Cam’s lead, I sat on a wicker chair, gratefully accepting a glass of wine from His Holiness. The liquid was sweet and smooth and tasted like ambrosia. I looked at Cam, hoping the angel wouldn’t take too long to get to the point. We had already decided before our meeting that Cam would do most of the talking. After all, Cam had thousands of years of experience communicating with the deity. 

Cam pushed aside his glass, folding his hands in front of him while leveling God with a serious expression. “Your Holiness, as you know, a few ghosters from level thirteen have decided to reside in the pyramid on Hell’s first level.” 

His Holiness grimaced and slowly sipped his wine. “Yes, I know the story.” 

“They have been subsisting on ambrosia fruit,” Cam added.  

God held up his wine glass, swirling the amber liquid. “Ambrosia wine is my favorite.” He flashed a wry smile. “Although you know you don’t need any food when you’re dead.” 

“They know,” Cam said evenly, “but the sweet flavor brings them a small measure of happiness.”

God’s eyes narrowed to slits. “My original intent of Hell was to provide punishment, not happiness.” 

“My Heavenly Father,” Cam pleaded, “every soul dwelling in that pyramid has either atoned for their sins or descended from Purgatory.” He nodded to me. “Some have earned enough credits to get into Heaven.” 

Heat flamed my face when God looked me over with an assessing gaze. “Yet they choose to live in Hell,” God said through a frozen smile.

Cam leaned forward. “They choose to sacrifice their own comfort and safety, My Lord, so they could be with their friends.” 

“Their damned friends,” God added with a frown.  

“About the fruit, My Lord,” Cam continued, his face a mask of serenity and composure. “Something strange has been happening to it.” Cam reached into a pocket in his robe and placed a fruit on the table. The skin, which had once resembled the bright green of the mango, was now covered with soft brown bruises. 

God’s brow furrowed as he picked it up, eyeing it curiously. “What did you do to it?”

I knew I had that deer-in-the-headlights look when God looked accusingly at me. “N-nothing, Your Holiness.” Damn, I sounded so green.  

The juices ran down God’s arm when he held up the fruit and crushed it. “You mortals take the natural bounty I give you, modify and poison it “—he waved his fist at me—“and then you blame me for your diseases.” 

I swallowed a lump of nervous energy. “We haven’t done anything to modify it.” 

“They harvest it the same way the Nephilim did,” Cam agreed.  

God frowned at the fruit. “It’s been poisoned.” 

I jerked back. “Poisoned? How?” 

God smashed the ambrosia against the table, splattering rotten chunks everywhere. We jumped back when a black spider as big as my palm raced out of the debris, skittering across the wicker. God’s fist came crashing down on top of the creature, which surprisingly squealed as God smeared its carcass into the table. 

My breath stilled when God looked at us, thunderstorms brewing in his eyes. “Do not bring any more of these abominations into my realm.” 

Cam held out both hands in an apologetic gesture, his face almost as pale as his white robe. “I’m sorry, My Lord, I didn’t know.” 

“If there was one,” God said through clenched teeth, “there are more.” 

“How many more?” I asked, hardly knowing where I’d gotten the courage to speak. 

“Thousands, maybe millions.” God lifted his hand, grimacing at a long trail of spider entrails dangled from his palm. “They will ravage all of hell, including your pyramid,” he said, wiping his hand with a cloth napkin.  

Ravage my home? No! 

I leaned forward, clenching the edge of the table with whitened knuckles. “How do we stop them?”

God looked at the splatter. One of the eight legs was still moving. Scowling, God threw the napkin over it. His face hardened, his voice dropping to an ominous rumble. “Destroy their mother.” 

* * *
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Ash MacLeod

“CREDITORS UNION, PLEASE hold.” I hit the blinky button on my clunky landline phone and connected another call. “Creditors Union, please hold.” Gah! Didn’t these people have anything better to do on a Saturday, and what was I doing at work today anyway? Oh, yeah, my boss was an asshole. I pushed the last button with a stifled curse. “Thank you for calling the Creditor’s Union. This is Ash. How may I direct your call?”

“Ashley MacLeod? This is Lovelace.” A familiar nasal voice squeaked through the receiver, though I knew his squeak was meant to be a growl.  Unfortunately for Lovelace, he’d been a late bloomer and had died before puberty set in, or maybe his balls never dropped. Whatever the case, his growly voice made him sound like a Chihuahua on crack. 

“What do you want?” I asked, not bothering to mask the annoyance in my voice. 

“I demand to know the status on the inquiry.” 

Awww, how cute. Too bad I wasn’t intimidated by my creditor anymore. Ever since he’d been caught with his hand in the cookie jar, he’d been on administrative leave (aka sent to the corner with a dunce cap on his skinny pencil head) while the big bosses at the Creditor’s Union investigated numerous complaints made against the lying, cheating weasel.  

“The status is still pending,” I said with a disinterested slur. 

I’d sneaked a peak at his file yesterday, and so far the investigation wasn’t going in his favor. What the hell had the douche been thinking? Committing financial fraud on earth was a big enough sin to land someone in the basement (aka flaming pit of doom) but it took some big, fat, hairy balls to steal credits in Purgatory, which was kind of shocking, because I’d always figured Lovelace’s scrotum resembled two shiny little marbles.  

“I demand you people drop these false charges!” 

I winced, holding the phone away from my ear at his nails-on-chalkboard screech. What an idiot. His eternal fate was on the line, and the guy had the nerve to make demands? He was either really brave or really stupid. I wasn’t one to make bets, but if I’d been in Vegas, I would have wagered ten thousand credits on stupidity.  

I slouched in my seat, reluctantly bringing the receiver back to my ear. “The Creditors Union didn’t file the charges. We’re the ones investigating. We’ve had over a dozen complaints from your clients”—including one from me—“that you’ve mishandled their credits.”  

“This is bullshit!” he yelled.  

I cringed, but then I inwardly smiled when I remembered what was in his file.  “Hmm, let’s see. So far this past year you’ve sent one person to the Penthouse despite insufficient credits and two unlucky souls to level two, even though they were slotted for the upper tier of Purgatory. And then there’s the ten clients who claimed you’ve lost over 100,000 credits and the question of how you’ve managed to earn double the max amount of credits for a level two credit counselor, despite the fact that you haven’t worked any overtime.” My voice rose along with my ire, and I imagined he was sitting across from me, so I could hover over him from behind my desk and jab a pencil in his scrawny chest. “You’re absolutely right, Mr. Lovelace. This is bullshit. You do know the max penalty for credit fraud?”

“Yeah,” he groaned. “I know.” 

I so wished I had the ability to bitch-slap him through the phone. “Then I suggest you stock up on sunblock,” I said in a voice dripping with so much sugar, I imagined him drowning in it. “Have a nice day,” I hissed before hanging up. 

Damn, that had felt amazingly good after the many times Lovelace has tried to screw me over since my untimely demise by electrocution. First he’d sent me to the Penthouse, aka Heaven, where I got to eat all the cheesecake I wanted, without getting explosive diarrhea, and have sex with the hottest stud east of the pearly gates. Then he’d sent the Grim Reaper back for my soul. Apparently, Lovelace had miscalculated my credits, and I was actually supposed to have been on level two in Purgatory, which was one step above the top level in Hell. The place had stunk to high heaven, not to mention it was eternally dark and infested with rats. 

Thankfully, the grim who collected me also had a crush on me, and I’d had the hots for him, too. I had the melted panties to prove it. The grim, Aedan O’Connor, lent me enough credits to get to the top level of Purgatory and even moved me into an apartment in his building. It didn’t take long for Aedan and me to find our own slice of heaven. Unfortunately, a sadistic demon’s blood-slave trapped me in Hell not long after, and Aedan had to go down and rescue me. 

That’s when I knew I’d found a keeper. I mean, he’d risked an eternity of damnation to save my soul. I knew guys from the 1900’s were chivalrous, but this went beyond laying his coat in a puddle so I could cross it. And who did that shit, anyway? If guys really threw their coats over puddles every time a nice ass walked by, they’d go bankrupt from all the dry cleaning bills. 

“Ashley!” a familiar booming voice called from the other room. “Where’s my damned coffee?” 

Ugh. I tensed up every time my asshole boss said my name. “Coming, Mr. Head.” 

I looked at the phone. Thankfully, the other two callers had hung up. I stood and smoothed down the sides of my dress, a 1940s number my grandma had leant me, a starched blue dress with little white polka dots, a wide white collar, and matching sash. Despite the fact it made my tits look like torpedoes, I loved how it flared at the hips, concealing the extra bit of fluff on my behind and thighs. Aedan liked my curves, though. He said I had the body of a “real woman,” and he preferred to have something to hold onto at night.  

I imagined myself a pinup girl as I sauntered to the coffee machine and poured Mr. Head a tall cup of steaming liquid. Then I proceeded to add the “enhancers,” as he liked to call them, namely a little milk and sugar and a lot of rum. 

“Hurry the hell up!” he yelled. 

I twitched, then proceeded to stir longer than necessary, adding more coffee until it reached the rim of his cup. I inwardly smiled, imagining Mr. Head spilling hot liquid down his shirt when he tried to drink it. 

My boss could kiss my ass. The guy’s nag-o-meter had been stuck in overdrive ever since I’d landed this job at the Creditors Union, a facility where we managed all things relating to credits. Credits were pretty damn important in Purgatory. If a soul earned enough credits, he or she could move up another level. Purgatory had twelve levels total, floors two through thirteen. Level fourteen was what we ascended referred to as the Penthouse, aka Heaven, where everything was perfect, from the cheesecake to the sex. Oh, and I’d lived in my dream home, complete with a cappuccino maker, margarita machine, and my own personal valet. Of course it took a whole lot more credits to move up there, and since Aedan and I had been bumped down to level ten after he got canned by the Grim Union for losing his spare scythe, we had a heck of a long wait before we ever made it back to Heaven. 

Too damn bad, because I couldn’t imagine myself working for an asshole like Head—or as I had affectionately named him, Mr. DickHead—for another thirty to forty years. DickHead’s first name was Richard, so he was asking for that moniker. I could only imagine what his childhood had been like. What I wouldn’t have given to have been a fly on the wall during classroom roll call. “Head? Head? Is there a Dick Head in the class?” 

I sauntered into DickHead’s office and set the coffee on his desk with a thud, not caring when it sloshed over the rim of the cup. “Here you go, sir,” I said perkily, stifling a burst of laughter when he swore and began mopping up the spill with a paper napkin. 

I loved to mess with my boss. I couldn’t help it. I suspected he tolerated my attitude because he knew nobody else would put up with his bi-polar moods, and by bi-polar, I meant he alternated between being an asshole and being a major asshole. Today he was definitely being a major asshole, making me work when I’d specifically asked for this Saturday off. 

My eyes widened when I checked the ancient, rusty clock on his bookcase. It was almost three! I was getting married in three hours!

Head waved me away with a flick of the wrist after he threw the napkin in the wastebasket by his desk. “That will be all,” he said gruffly. “Get back to work.”

I stared down at his big, balding head. He needed to work on his comb-over. His hair was so thin in places, it looked like someone had slapped his noggin with a few wet noodles. He really did have a ginormous head for such a little man. I imagined he was one of those bobble-head dolls. I often wondered what would happen to him if I flicked his chin. Would his head wobble back and forth for ten minutes?  

“Mr. Head,” I said sternly. 

He looked up at me with an impatient gleam in his eyes. I hated when my boss gave me those looks, as if I was as insignificant as the mold growing on the faded floral walls. Level ten really did have a mold problem, and I didn’t think there was enough bleach in all of Purgatory to clean it up.  

He motioned to the paperwork scattered across his desk. “Can’t you see I’m busy?”

Grrr. He’d made a mess of the files I had so neatly organized for him. I had done all the work, filling out expense reports and adding up numbers on ancient calculators, since Purgatory was too cheap to invest in decent computers and accounting software. All he had to do was sign off on them. Instead, he’d combed through every page and scattered them in the process. I often wondered if he created extra work just to make himself look useful when the truth of the matter was I did both our jobs, even though he was earning double my credits. 

Kind of reminded me of a saying we had in Purgatory. “In life unchained, in death unjust.” I’d worked for an asshole back on Earth, and now that I was dead, I was stuck working for an even bigger poop chute. 

I tilted my chin, scowling at his balding buffalo head with hardened resolve. I’d prevented an apocalypse in Hell. I would not let this prick intimidate me. “I need to leave early.” 

“What?” His pale face reddened, and his eyes bugged as he jumped from his chair, nearly knocking over his coffee. “You can’t go early. You’ve got cases to process.” 

Was it my imagination, or did his head bobble?

“Mr. Head,” I said with an impatient groan, “I’m not supposed to be at work today.”

He puffed up his scrawny chest. “Neither am I, but you don’t see me complaining.” 

I clenched my hands until my nails broke skin. “But it’s my wedding day.” 

His jaw dropped, and he looked at me as if I’d grown another appendage, or in his case, asked for five extra minutes on my thirty-minute lunch break. “You’re getting married? Why didn’t you tell me?” 

Okay, I really needed to get out of here. The urge to flick his head was too tempting. “I told you about this two months ago, and I’ve reminded you every week since.” I brushed past him and pushed aside paper, pointing at the glaring red letters: ASH’S WEDDING. “Look. It’s on your calendar.” 

He scratched the back of his scalp, crunching the gobs of hair gel that kept his few follicles in place. “Shit.” 

I folded my arms, glaring at him. “The ceremony is in three hours.” 

“Three hours?” He threw up his hands. “What the hell are you doing here?”

How had I known he’d somehow make this out to be my fault? “Because you threatened to fire me if I didn’t come in.” 

His chest deflated as he fell into his padded leather chair. He pointed at me with an accusatory scowl. “All right, but I expect you back at work first thing Monday morning.” 

All I had to do was lean over and flick his head. I could tell him it was an accident, that I had head-flicking Tourette’s, or maybe I was trying to scare away a gnat. I tucked my hands in my armpits. “I’ll be on my honeymoon, Mr. Head.” 

“Honeymoon?” he snarled, looking at me as if I’d just let an explosive, wet fart. “How long is that supposed to last?”

I gritted my teeth. “A week.”

“A week!” He jumped from his chair again, and his ginormous head was definitely bobbling. “I can’t go without coffee for a week.” 

Seriously? That’s all he thought I was good for? Or was he more upset he wouldn’t have his slave to do his job for him? “I’m sure my temp replacement knows how to brew coffee.” 

He pouted, falling into his chair once again before hanging his head in his hands. “I hate dealing with temps.” 

“You’ll survive,” I grumbled.  

Just one flick, Ash. One little flick. His head’s so big, he might not even feel it. 

“She won’t make it strong enough,” he whined like a spoiled toddler, angry after being sent to time-out, “and she’ll probably add too much creamer. Why do you have to get married, anyway?”

I set aside my obsession to flick my boss’s head as Aedan’s bright blue eyes and sexy, slanted grin flashed in my mind. I swear I felt my heart doing summersaults. Despite our outdated level-ten apartment, with its shag carpet and puke-green 70s refrigerator and my horny grandpa living in the spare bedroom, my afterlife was still pretty close to perfect when Aedan was holding me in his embrace. I almost didn’t mind hearing the creaking of Grandpa’s sex swing through our thin walls or working for eternity’s biggest douche. 

“Because I love him, Mr. Head,” I said on a dreamy sigh.  

The jerk actually had the nerve to laugh before waving me off as if I was a fly buzzing around his head. “Fifty years from now, you two will be so tired of looking at each other, you’ll be begging to work weekends.” 

I tensed. “I seriously doubt that.”  

“You’ve got a lot to learn, Ashley MacLeod,” he chuckled. “Eternity is a long damn time. That ball and chain will feel like a noose.” He wrapped his hands around his neck as if for emphasis. 

I turned up my chin. “Aedan is the best thing that’s ever happened to me. He risked his soul to save me from hell.”

“He’ll come to regret it,” he snickered. “You both will.” 

I seriously doubted that, because Aedan was nothing like Mr. DickHead. My jerkface boss had started out on level two sixty years ago for good reason. He’d been bumped up to level ten so quickly because his wife had loaned him the credits. If anyone had any regrets, I was positive she did. 

I walked toward the door. “Thanks for the pep talk, Mr. Head.” I waved in his direction, not bothering to give him another glance. “Have a nice day.” 

“Enjoy the honeymoon while it lasts,” he called while I was slamming the door behind me. 

Mr. Head had no idea what the hell he was talking about. His marriage was probably dismal because Mrs. Head hated being committed to a fat-headed little douche. I’d had the unpleasant experience of meeting Mrs. Head once. The woman was a miserable mess. I could see it in the rigid way she walked, as if she had a flagpole wedged up her ass. She’d been nice enough to me, but whenever her husband addressed her, lines of remorse framed her eyes and mouth, lines no amount of Botox could erase. Yeah, the woman was miserable, but I didn’t have to be. For starters, Aedan was nothing like Head. Sure he had his flaws, but being an incompetent idiot wasn’t one of them.  

Aedan was more than competent, especially when it came to dusting demons, and then there was that other thing he was really good at. Really, really good. Without spilling too many details, let’s just say he had one hell of a talented tongue. Mmmm. Just thinking about making love to Aedan set my panties on fire. I so couldn’t wait to be married to that man, and I especially couldn’t wait until we scorched the sheets on our honeymoon.  

* * *
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I WALKED THROUGH THE door to our cramped apartment and shrugged off my jacket and heels with a groan. 

Aedan came out of the bedroom, looking debonair in a tailored black suit that was at least a century out of date. He had on one of those fat burgundy ties I think was called a cravat, a satin vest, and a high white collar. He’d grown out his sideburns, and they blended with his wavy hair, making him look like he’d just stepped out of a Jane Austen novel. 

Wow, he was a delicious hunk of man meat. I couldn’t believe he was going to be all mine. 

When he saw me gaping at him in the doorway, his brow furrowed and his normally bright blue eyes turned a dark cobalt. He stomped across our puke-green shag carpet with muffled steps. Grabbing my shoulders, he looked down at me with a pout.  “Ash, what took you so long?”

I rolled my eyes. “You know I work for Purgatory’s biggest prick.” 

He tucked a strand of loose hair behind my ear, that bottom lip of his hanging so low, I was tempted to nibble it. 

“I wish you’d quit that job.”  

I jerked back. “So it will take us twice as long to get to the top?”

He pulled me into his arms, looking at me with an intensity that made my knees wobble. “I don’t care how long it takes, as long as we’re together.” 

God, I loved this man. I leaned up, wrapping my arms around his broad shoulders, and ran my hands through his thick, wavy hair. I batted my lashes, flashing my naughty, but pretending to be innocent, smile. “What do you say we start this honeymoon early?” 

He growled in response, claiming me with one exquisite, panty-melting kiss. I had no idea how long our lips were locked. Long enough to make that uncomfortable ache between my thighs swell into a throbbing need, and long enough to saturate my undies to the point I knew I’d need to change them before our wedding. 

Our wedding! 

I pulled back with a gasp, panting against his mouth. Reluctant though I was, I pushed him away and checked the time on the DVR.  

“Inés has to do my hair,” I squealed. “She’s probably freaking out.” 

Aedan grabbed my ass, hauling me against his rock-hard erection. “Inés can wait.” 

“Aedan, that’s rude.” I pushed him away, “accidentally” swiping the tight bulge beneath his pants. I knew I was being a tease, but I couldn’t help myself.  

“But I want you,” he begged, grabbing my hand and placing it back over his bulge. Aw, jeez. I really, really was tempted to run into the bedroom for a quickie, but then I thought of our honeymoon tonight, and how much better sex would be with a little suspense.  

I pulled back, crossing my arms. “No means no.” 

I couldn’t help but smile when he jutted a foot forward, reminding me of a hungry predator, and I was a big, juicy fillet, tenderized and seasoned for a romp beneath the sheets. 

I skirted the sofa, nearly tripping over our pale blue, -secondhand luggage. “Help me with these.” I picked up a suitcase and shoved it against him.

I grabbed the garment bag holding my wedding gown, a beautiful 1940s throwback my grandma had lent me. I’d fallen in love with the dress the moment my grandma had brought it from Heaven. It made me look like a pinup model, complete with a perky bustline and a tight waist that flared at the hips, concealing my womanly thighs. I’d spruced it up a bit with a red sash and glossy red pumps, and the result was fabulous. I couldn’t wait until Aedan saw me in it.    

“What’s in this?” He frowned, reaching for my bag. 

I gasped, yanking it away from him. “It’s my wedding dress. Don’t look. It’s bad luck.” 

“We’re already dead.” He chuckled. “I think we’re beyond superstitions now.” He opened the zipper. 

Much to my horror, white taffeta and a red satin sash spilled out of the bag.  

“No, Aedan!” I shrieked, spinning, my hands shaking as I shoved the fabric back inside. I flashed him a warning scowl while clutching the bag to my chest. 

Aedan stepped back, holding out his hands in a defensive gesture. “Ash, what’s gotten into you?” 

“Nothing.” I fumbled with the zipper on the bag while averting my gaze. “I’m just nervous.” 

“Nervous?” 

I glanced up at him, and my heart twisted. He had this wounded look in his eyes, like he was my black Lab Jack, and he’d just been scolded for drag-racing his ass across the carpet.

I bit my lip, feeling like a ten-pound bucket of horseshit after all Aedan had done for me. I stared at my feet, unable to stand seeing the hurt in his eyes. “We’re about to make a huge commitment, Aedan.” 

“I’m already committed to you. I’ve been committed ever since I risked my soul to save you from Hell.”

Aw, jeez. Aedan knew exactly how to trigger my guilt-trip sensors. They all went off simultaneously, blaring, “YOU’RE A SELFISH BRAT!” while neon strobe lights flashed “YOU DON’T DESERVE HIM!” in my brain. I covered my face with my hands, choking on a sob. “You must think I’m horrible.” 

“No, I don’t,” he said soothingly as he took me in his arms, pulling me against him, his warmth radiating around me like an electric blanket. “If you’re getting cold feet, we can wait. “

“I don’t want to wait.” I looked up at him through watery eyes. “I want to marry you. I’ve never wanted anything more.” 

He flashed a weak smile, wiping the moisture from my eyes. “Okay, so why are you panicking?” 

“Mr. Head said we’ll get tired of each other,” I blurted and then instantly regretted it. Why would I ever listen to my asshole boss?  

Aedan laughed. “And you believed that jerk?”

“You’re right.” I smacked my forehead.  “I’m an idiot.” 

“You’re not an idiot. You’re a nervous bride.” Aedan tilted my chin, brushing soft kisses across my brow and nose before lingering a few moments longer on my lips. 

I sighed into him, clutching his collar like a lifeline, even though I didn’t deserve this man. “I shouldn’t be nervous, not after what we’ve been through together.” After we’d thwarted an apocalypse, survived an army of angry spiders, defeated a soul-sucking dragon, and endured Hell’s horny water, we could make it through a lifetime of morning breath and arguing over leaving the toilet seat up. 

Speaking of the toilet seat, last night Mr. Manners left it up again. After drinking too many margaritas with my grandma, Inés, Basil, and some girlfriends from work at my bachelorette party, I had to make an unexpected butt-crack of dawn trip to the bathroom. I’d been too tired and hung over to check the seat.  Since the ancient, clunky 80s toilets in level ten purgatory were slightly wider than my ass, I fell in with a splash and then a grunt. 

After screaming like a banshee, and calling Aedan every swear word in the book, he’d stumbled into the bathroom with half-lidded, groggy eyes, grumbling because I’d woken him from his beauty rest. Then he’d the nerve to laugh, his eyes bugging when he saw me flailing, trying to free my butt from the crapper’s hungry jowls. He grabbed both hands, tugging me a few times before I flew out of the toilet with an angry “pop,” falling on top of him. I was so mad, I’d jabbed him in the gut. He buckled over with a grunt, but he’d gotten off easy. My wet ass had been imprinted with the angry red ring of shame. I went to bed pissed off, scooting to the edge when he’d tried to cuddle.  

The toilet seat had been down when I woke up this morning. Even more surprising was that Aedan’s dirty socks and underwear had found their way to the hamper. And they said miracles only happened in Heaven. By the time I’d gotten out of the shower and sat down to a steaming cup of coffee, scrambled eggs, and bacon, I’d forgiven my fiancé. Besides, how could I have resisted his puppy dog eyes and pouty lips? We’d parted with a warm hug and a kiss, a really deep, panty-wetting kiss.  He’d begged me not to go into work. I should have listened. I’d known Mr. Head wasn’t going to fire me. Could my boss have been right? Was I subconsciously trying to get away from Aedan?

“You’re awfully quiet.” He kissed my forehead before looking at me with a playful smirk. “What’s going on in that pretty head of yours?”

“Oh, nothing. Just can’t wait to be Mrs. O’Connor,” I lied. Jeez, Ash, what a way to start off a marriage. 

“Well then, my beautiful bride,” he said as he laced his fingers through mine, “let’s hit the elevator.”
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Chapter Two
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I WORDLESSLY FOLLOWED my fiancé out of our apartment and to the other end of the hall, where Archangel Cam had installed our private elevator. I smiled at Aedan when he pressed the down button that would take us to the top level of hell. Yeah, we were getting married in Hell because some of our friends hadn’t been pardoned by God and were still stuck down there. Technically, it wasn’t really hell, since they were living in the Nephilim Army’s abandoned pyramid. Still, the thought of getting married anywhere near the vicinity of the fiery pit was starting to feel like a mistake. Talk about bad luck. Exposing my wedding dress to the groom paled in comparison to saying our vows in the Devil’s den, no matter how much it had been spruced up. 

Just as I started having real doubts about our venue, the elevator door dinged open, and I numbly followed Aedan inside. The elevator was darker than usual. A fluorescent bulb overhead was out, and another flickered as if the fuse had a short circuit. I really didn’t feel comfortable traveling to Hell in a dimly lit elevator. Actually, I didn’t feel comfortable traveling to Hell at all, but Aedan didn’t seem to be bothered by it.  When he pressed that sub-level one button, my stomach nearly jumped into my throat. 

No turning back now, Ash. You’re about to say “I do” for eternity.

Eternity. I couldn’t even fathom how long that was, because it never ended. 

Never, ever.

An eternity of coffee grounds, dirty socks, and toilet seats in the upright position. 

The metal doors shut with a squeak, and the elevator lurched.  My eyes bugged out, and I knew I looked like an animal caught in a trap. Aedan turned to me, a frown marring his brow.

“Ash,” he said as he laced his fingers through mine, “everything is going to be all right.” 

I swallowed a lump of nervous tension. What was wrong with me that I was terrified of marrying the man of my dreams? “You promise?” I pleaded, desperately searching his face for reassurance. 

He wrapped a strong arm around my waist, pulling me against him. “I promise, sweetheart.” He raised my hand to his lips, placing tender kisses on each knuckle and causing that slow drip in my underwear to turn into a steady trickle. 

I leaned into his warmth, placing a hand on his chest, soothed by the steady rhythm of his heart. “I love you,” I breathed.  

His eyes shone like starlight as he smiled down at me. “And I love you, more than my very soul.” 

“Oh, Aedan,” I cried, circling my arms around his neck as he captured my lips in a heat-searing kiss. 

When his hands wandered down my back and cupped my buttocks, that trickle turned into a stream as he lifted me up, pressing my backside into the elevator wall. I wrapped my legs around his waist, grinding my soaking undies against his erection while he deepened the kiss.

Hot damn! I’d never wanted elevator sex so badly in my life. I frantically fumbled with his belt, but then my hands went limp when he pulled aside my undies, flicking that swollen nub, and then inserting a finger into my tunnel of love. I moaned into his mouth as he finger-fucked me, deep and hard with that blessedly thick finger, his knuckles grinding into my swollen, buzzing button, that secret sweet spot that made all my sensual alarm bells go DING, DING, DING!  

I gasped when my orgasm claimed me, my sheath clenching tight around his finger, and when he circled my clit with the pad of his thumb, I cried again, as that little buzzer thumped against him like a bass drum. 

When he broke the kiss, breathing hot and heavy against my cheek, I threw back my head with a satisfied groan and closed my eyes as I slumped against the cool metal of the elevator wall. 

Hot damn. 

Okay, as long as Aedan was willing to finger me into oblivion, I’d put up with an eternity of raised toilet seats.  

I smiled when I heard Aedan unbuckle his belt. I was so incredibly sated, I didn’t even care if we got caught. 
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