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A Conversation with Lilith: The Case for a Modern Death Department
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Avareth lounged across from Lilith, sipping what mortals would call "coffee" but what was, in fact, the distilled essence of existential dread served in a chic black mug.

“I’m taking over Death,” Avareth announced, as if she were mentioning a casual promotion.

Lilith arched a delicate eyebrow, swirling her own beverage—probably infused with the regrets of politicians—before replying. “Bold move. You’re sure?”

Avareth scoffed. “Of course. The demon running it now is stuck in the fifth century! You should’ve heard him the other day—‘we must respect the ancient ways!’ Ancient ways, Lilith! The man still sorts files with parchment and wax seals. Wax seals!”

Lilith hummed in thought. “To be fair, some of those traditions have merit.”

“Yes, and so does bloodletting, but we don’t do that anymore,” Avareth shot back. “I’ve been watching the numbers, and they’re abysmal. Our reapers are slow, we’ve lost countless collections to technical errors, and don’t even get me started on the paperwork backlog—someone just processed a death certificate from the Black Plague last week! The Black Plague, Lilith!”

Lilith smirked. “You know, I did wonder why I got a memo about an unexpected soul influx from 1347.”

Avareth threw up her hands. “That’s what I’m saying! Hell’s supposed to be efficient. It’s in our branding! Meanwhile, this department is running like a medieval monastery. It needs an overhaul, and I’m the demon to do it.”
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