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CHAPTER ONE

The Life Between Lives
The flickering light of twin candles danced across the hardwood floor, their little flames barely clinging to the wick in the early morning stillness.

On the couch, curled up in a loose tangle of limbs, tail, and sass, Loona nuzzled her cheek into Blaze’s chest, her breath a soft exhale against his fur. Her claws still had little smudges of blood beneath them from yesterday’s contract, but her body was warm, relaxed, and draped in one of Blaze’s oversized shirts. It smelled like gunpowder, smoke, and him.

“...Don’t move,” she mumbled, eyes still closed. “If you move, I’ll throw you into another goddamn realm.”

Blaze chuckled quietly, the vibration in his chest making her groan in protest. “I haven’t moved,” he whispered, arms still gently around her waist. “I’m breathing. That’s legal, right?”

“No,” she muttered, pushing herself closer against him. “Stop it.”
He smiled to himself, feeling her tail flick lazily across his legs. Moments like this didn’t come often. Not in Hell. Not for people like them. But here? In this strange little pocket of existence carved from stolen time and rule-breaking magic?

It felt like living.

The apartment was quiet save for the hum of Mangle’s processor rebooting somewhere in the other room and the occasional glitched laughter from Mal0 echoing off the kitchen tiles. They followed between the realms when able.
A white paw suddenly slithered up from behind the couch, knocking over a mug labeled “Demon Daddy” as Mangle’s head popped up, tilted at a strange angle.

“Room temperature cuddles detected,” she sang in a sweetly corrupted voice. “Consider this a threat: I want in.”

“Denied,” Loona muttered without opening her eyes.

“I can fit,” Mangle purred, already climbing over the back of the couch like a fuzzy, inverted spider.

“She's gonna do it,” Blaze sighed.

Mal0 popped her head in from the hallway, hoodie half over her eyes, tapping her screen with twitchy fingers. Her voice came from the phone, distorted and low:
"Cuddl3.exe... p3nding."
“Great,” Loona groaned, sitting up enough to grab a pillow and hurl it across the room. “Why is everyone always in our bed?”

“Couch,” Blaze corrected. “This is the couch.”

“This became the bed after you snuck back in at 2AM with a damn ice cream cake.”

“It said 'Sorry You Died Again' on it,” Blaze protested with a grin. “I thought it was thoughtful.”

Loona rolled her eyes and shoved him over. Mangle slid in immediately beside her, arms curling around both of them like she was claiming them.

***
Later that day, Blaze stood before the portal.

Mistral had threatened to lock it after the third time he tracked infernal ash into the carpet, but it was still his favorite entrance to the underworld. A soft shimmer of red light flickered behind his coat rack, revealing the unstable tear that bled hellfire when you whistled the right tune.

He glanced over his shoulder.

Loona was at the kitchen table, boots up, sharpening a switchblade while talking shit to Mal0 through emojis. She glanced at him briefly. “Tell Blitz to keep his hands to himself. I’ll rearrange his ribs again if I have to.”

“I’ll let him know,” Blaze said, throwing on his jacket and flicking the collar. “Be back before sunset.”

Loona raised an eyebrow. “Uh huh. I better not find a trench coat-shaped scorch mark in our sheets again.”

“No promises.”

He vanished into the flame with a smirk.

HELL – THE INFERNAL OFFICE OF I.M.P.
“HEY! Look who’s back from the ‘Land of the Not-Quite-Dead’!”

Blitzo’s voice rang out the second Blaze emerged from the portal, the office immediately hitting him with the smells of gunpowder, ink, coffee, and whatever the hell Moxxie was trying to cook in the microwave.

“Nice timin’,” Millie greeted with a cheerful wave, adjusting her holsters. “We got a reeeeal juicy one today.”

“Another cult leader?” Blaze asked.

“Nah,” Moxxie piped in. “Some social media influencer that made a deal with a pride demon and now she's summoning flesh golems made of lip filler.”

Blaze blinked. “That is... very on brand.”

***

The sky was starting to purple, soft clouds drifting overhead.

Blaze stepped back through the closet door, only for Mal0 to immediately hold out a spray bottle.

“Y0u sM3LL lik3 ash,” she muttered through static. “Spray.”

He grumbled and complied, shaking off his coat.

From the kitchen, Loona called out without turning around, “We get any new bounties?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Easy in and out! Pretty standard today. Something smells great!”
***

Hell was gross.

It didn’t matter how long you lived in it, how many gigs you pulled, or how sweet the burning skyline looked when the ash clouds parted—there was always something under your foot, in your drink, or cackling at you from a garbage can.

Which is exactly why Loona and Blaze were currently strolling through Wrath’s retail district, a.k.a. Infernal Costco, where demons bought oversized weapons, venom-infused coffee beans, and cursed furniture at bargain prices.

Blaze carried two bags in one paw, a massive double-bladed axe slung across his back—one Loona had insisted on getting “just because it looked cool.” Loona herself was scrolling her phone with one claw while sipping something unholy and iced, a spiked collar necklace from a nearby stall dangling from her finger.

“Ten bits says you break this one in a week,” Blaze said, nodding at the collar.

“Ten bits says you’re paying for the next one when you help me break it,” Loona shot back.

He smirked. “Deal.”

They stopped at a stall selling flameproof lingerie and lava-touched jewelry. Loona eyed a spiked garter belt. Blaze eyed her eying it. Neither said anything, but the tension said everything.
Just another day in Hell. Just another moment that felt... normal.

And then the atmosphere shifted.

Not in temperature, but presence.

A lazy heat rolled over them—not from the smog, but from something honey-sweet and soul-scorching. A swarm of golden sparkles shimmered into view ahead of them, spinning midair before coalescing into heels, a curve-hugging silhouette, and a pair of flared, transparent wings.

Queen Bee-lzebub descended with a glow of glitz and menace, sipping from a tall, golden drink shaped like a beehive, her mane and tail flowing in that class lava-lamp fashion.
“Looooooona~” she sang in that sultry, melodic voice. “And Blazey!”

“Oh shit,” Loona muttered, half-amused. “Buzzkill incoming.”

Blaze grinned. “Hey Bee. We win a prize or something?”

“You did, sweetheart.” She landed with a dramatic twirl, her extra arms already reaching to hug Loona, pinch Blaze’s cheek, and wave at a confused lava imp trying to hawk boiled eyeballs nearby. “The prize is me. You're fucking welcome.”

Loona actually smiled at that.

“You out shopping for another dozen pairs of sunglasses?” Loona asked dryly, returning the hug with a single pat.

“I’m building a goddamn brand,” Bee said with mock offense. “And excuse you, I sell those for fucking charity.”

“Is the charity you?” Blaze asked.

She winked. “Every time.”

After some idle teasing, Bee’s tone shifted. Just a little. She stepped closer to Loona, cocking her head and giving Blaze a side glance that was far too knowing.

“Hey, babe,” Bee said sweetly. “You mind if I borrow your badass for a sec?”

Loona arched a brow. “Yes.”

Blaze raised his brows too. “...What’d we do now?”

Bee snorted. “Relax. Not for that. I mean—unless you want to watch, but no—this is a chick chat.”

Blaze hummed. “Tempting.”
Bee grinned and took Loona by the elbow, guiding her a few paces away.

A few stalls down, beneath a canopy dripping with fireproof tar and hanging worms, Bee’s tone shifted again. The smile stayed, but her eyes lost a bit of the shine. “So,” she began, almost casually. “How’s everything going?”
Loona narrowed her eyes. “We’re good.”

“I can see that.” Bee’s lower left hand twitched, fiddling with the zipper on her belt. “Really good, actually. You two’ve been glowing lately. Even down here.”

Loona didn’t reply. Just watched her.

Bee met her gaze. “You know I’ve always liked you, right?”

Loona nodded. Slowly. “...Yeah. You’re alright.”

“I’m more than alright, sugar,” Bee said, trying for humor—but it didn’t quite land. She sighed and leaned in closer, voice quieter now. “Listen… I’m hearing whispers. Stuff I usually fucking ignore. I mean—Hell’s always buzzing with trash talk, but this one’s... different.”

Loona’s jaw tightened. “About what?”

Bee’s golden eyes flicked toward Blaze, who was now haggling over something with a chaos imp and clearly losing. “About him.”

Loona said nothing.

Bee kept going. “You know I’m high up. I have ears in a lotta halls. And lately? There’s been… paperwork. Black file kind of shit. Redacted names. Shuffled duties. And words like 'anomaly' and 'non-processed entity' getting thrown around.”

Loona’s breath hitched, just slightly.

Bee’s voice dropped lower still. “Whatever strings he pulled to walk free? They’re fraying. Hell’s not built for souls like his. And him bouncing back and forth like this? It’s setting off some fucking alarms.” She looked Loona dead in the eyes. “I don’t know if it’s real yet. But if someone is looking into him? I need you to know, babe... it won’t just be him on the chopping block.”

Loona stiffened.

Bee placed a warm hand on her arm. “I’m not saying run. I’m saying… be ready.”

Loona didn’t say anything.

She just stared past Bee. Past the stalls. Past Blaze.

Bee gave her arm one last squeeze.

Then, with a wink and a wink and another wink, she buzzed away in a shimmer of gold and rose-scented ash.

Loona didn’t move.

Not until Blaze wandered back up beside her, holding a cheap ring with a skull on it and a single stolen candy stick in his mouth.

“Hey,” he said. “You alright?”

Loona stared at him.

He was smiling. Idiot. Casual. Alive.

And yet… not supposed to be.
“...I’m fine,” she said.

And for now, it was true.

But something in her chest had already started to burn.

***
Blaze flopped backward onto the couch, arms out wide, tail swaying lazily over the edge. A newly purchased candy stick hung from the corner of his mouth, half-melted and probably half-sentient, but it tasted vaguely like sin-strawberry, and that was enough.

Loona stood in the kitchen, slowly unpacking a bag that held a mix of Hellish grocery goods: charred bat wings, soul jerky, and a very pink soda she definitely wasn’t going to admit she liked for stupid reasons.
She kept glancing over at him.

That dumb smile. That relaxed breath. Like nothing was wrong.

Maybe there wasn’t.

Maybe Bee was just being overdramatic. She did have a flair for theatrics.

...But she wasn’t wrong often.

“You good?” Blaze asked suddenly, breaking the silence. “You’ve been real quiet since Bee buzzed off.”

Loona blinked. “I’m always quiet.”

Blaze raised a brow. “Yeah, but this time it’s quiet-quiet. Not your usual fuck-off-I’m-busy quiet.”

She shot him a look, lips twitching. “Maybe I’m just tired of your voice.”

“You love my voice.”

“Ugh,” she grunted, rolling her eyes. “Unfortunately.”

He grinned and patted the spot beside him on the couch. “Then come suffer beside me.”

She hesitated.

Just for a second.

Then dropped the bag on the counter and flopped down next to him with a grumble. His arm moved around her shoulders naturally. Familiar. Warm. Her head eventually leaned in.

But even as they settled into that safe, quiet rhythm...

She was thinking.

Bee’s words. The rumors. The idea of paperwork.
The idea of someone targeting him.

Across the room, Mangle was perched atop a stack of DVDs, tail curling around her like a sleeping cat—though her optics were open, watching. Tracking.

Mal0 lay upside down on the chair, fingers dancing across her phone screen like she was texting some eldritch entity into existence.

The TV flickered on.

Then off.

Then on again.

Static burst across the screen for half a second—just a shape, like a flame frozen in place—and then it resumed like nothing happened.

Loona glanced at it.

Blaze didn’t even notice. He was busy trying to open a bag of soul chips with his teeth.

Mal0 made a soft warble from her position. “Th@t w@s n3w...”
Loona’s eyes narrowed. “What was?”

The phone speaker crackled as Mal0’s voice came through again, more focused this time. “Signal. .H3llsigil. No author. Origin untrackable. Not your portals.”
Blaze finally got the bag open—pop!—sending chips flying across the room.

“Y’know,” he said with a full mouth, “weirdest thing happened earlier today when I left I.M.P.”

Loona looked over at him sharply.

“What?”

Blaze shrugged. “My pass didn’t work at first. Like the flames didn’t recognize my pattern. Had to kick it once.”

She sat up. “Wait. Are you serious?”

He blinked. “...Kinda? I figured it was a glitch. I mean, I did spill beer on it.”

Loona didn’t laugh. Not this time.

And Blaze finally noticed it. Her eyes. The way her jaw was tight.

He frowned. “Hey. What’s wrong?”

She looked at him—really looked at him. His soft pink hair, falling over one eye. That smile that somehow hadn’t been lost even after everything. The fact that he shouldn’t be here. Not anymore.

Not really.

And yet he was.

“Nothing,” she said finally, standing up and brushing her hands off. “I’m gonna shower.”

He watched her go.

Didn’t press.

Didn’t follow.

But the flicker of static on the TV returned for just a second longer this time.

And this time… Blaze saw it.

Just barely.

Loona didn’t sleep that night.

She tried—curled up beside Blaze, her tail over his stomach, his arm around her waist—but her eyes stayed open long after his breathing slowed. Every few minutes, her gaze flicked toward the TV, the phone Mal0 left charging, the slightly shimmering closet-door portal.

Nothing happened.

But she felt it.

Something was wrong.

The next day, while Blaze was out—off with Millie on a recon mission that would probably end in explosion and tacos—Loona slipped into her old habits.

The first place she hit was a bar.

The Chainsmoke Lounge—a bottom-rung dive where demons with cracked horns and soul rot whispered about things that didn’t make it into public ledgers.

The bartender recognized her and went pale. “Loona. H-Hey. I—listen, if this is about the liver juice incident, I paid that imp back, okay?”

“I don’t care about your damn liver shots,” she said, sitting down and flipping out a sketchy screenshot Bee had sent her.

A redacted infernal memo. Origin: unknown. Subject: “Unregistered Entity Activity – Layer Drift Breach: Confirmed.”
Most of it was blacked out.

One word remained: Morvane.
“Seen anything like this cross your ledgers?” she asked flatly.

The bartender’s lip curled. “Where’d you get—?"

She leaned forward slowly. “Try again.”

He swallowed. “There’s rumors. That someone’s been hopping planes. But it ain’t a sin. Not Goetia either. Word is... someone broke the chain. A soul that died, came back, and kept both ends of the leash. That shouldn’t be possible.”

She already knew all that.

“What happens to someone like that?” she asked.

He looked around. “They disappear. Quietly. Not with a bang. With paperwork.”

Later, she sat under a broken neon sign in the Dustspike Warrens, hood pulled low, messaging one of her few real contacts: a succubus named Ravia, ex-lover of a soul broker who got caught stealing memories.

Ravia didn’t show up in person.

But she sent something.

A file. A warning tag. And two words: "See Stolas."
***
It was well past midnight when Loona arrived at the mansion, that lavish dark-glass spire Stolas called home. The place shimmered with stars even though it was always twilight here.

Stolas’ study waited.
The owl demon looked up from a spellbook as she entered, blinking. “Loona? How unexpected.”

“Yeah, well. I need to ask something.”

Stolas closed the book and leaned on one clawed hand, curious. “I assume this is about your charming little wolf?”

Loona didn't answer.

“I heard the whispers,” Stolas said softly. “They’ve reached even my perch.”

She stepped forward, jaw clenched. “Is Hell gonna take him?”

Stolas’ amusement faded. “No,” he said after a moment. “Not yet. But he’s... not protected. Not anymore. Not fully.”

Loona’s claws twitched.

“Something got him in a door he should’ve never seen. But doors in Hell don’t stay open unless they belong to someone. And Blaze?” He looked at her meaningfully. “He doesn’t belong.”
She grit her teeth. “Then make him belong.”

Stolas gave a sad little chuckle. “It doesn’t work that way, darling. He’s unwritten. And that’s what makes him dangerous. To them. I have no sway in this. You remember what your father went through? This is far worse than using a grimoire without proper permissions.”

“To who?” she growled.

Stolas didn’t answer.

Not directly.

But he turned and pulled down an ancient scroll. Held it out.

The paper was worn. Old as sin. Covered in names of known threats.

Demons. Angels. Traitors.

And near the bottom… in red ink that hadn’t faded…

"Blaze Morvane – Soul Unbound"
Status: Undefined
Threat Class: Escalating
Loona stared.

Her claws dug into the velvet of her gloves.

“Why didn’t you say anything?”

“Because I didn’t think it would matter,” Stolas said quietly. “Until now.”
CHAPTER TWO
Don’t Take This From Me
It was late.
Past the hour where anything good happens in Hell. The streets outside the apartment were quiet for once, save for a distant explosion and the shriek of something winged being pulled into a trash grinder. Typical ambiance.

Inside?

Too quiet.

Blaze was at his desk—feet up, music low, pink hair falling over one eye as he scribbled into his journal. Little notes. Story ideas. Dumb puns. A weirdly detailed doodle of Mangle playing the drums.

The closet portal shimmered faintly beside him, its hellfire hue pulsing like a heartbeat.

Loona slammed the door open.

Blaze jumped, pen slipping.

“...Hey,” he said carefully. “You look like you either want to kiss me or kill me and I’d like to emotionally prepare for either.”

“Shut up.”

Yep. Kill. Definitely kill.

He blinked as she stormed in, ripped his feet off the desk, and shoved his journal aside.

“You need to stop,” she said.

Blaze stared. “...Stop doodling Mangle with a bandana?”

“Stop going back and forth like this!”

Her voice cracked.

That stopped him.

Loona never cracked.

He sat up straighter, ears twitching.

She paced once, claws dragging down her face in frustration, then turned on him.

“I talked to Bee. I talked to Stolas. I’ve been digging through records that burn when you look at them too long. Blaze, you’re not just breaking some tiny law. You’re a walking violation.”

He tilted his head. “I mean, yeah, I bend a few rules—”

“This isn’t bending,” she snapped. “This is ripping holes in the system and walking through them with a soda and a smirk. You died, Blaze. You weren’t supposed to come back. And now you’re hopping realms like it’s nothing, living in one and working in another—with me—and Hell’s starting to notice.”

He opened his mouth.

She cut him off.

“They’ve tagged you. You’re not even classified properly. You’re a fucking soul unbound. Do you know what that means?”

He didn’t answer.

Because he did.

And now, so did she.

Loona’s breathing was sharp, like she’d run here from the second circle. Her tail bristled, her eyes wild—not angry. Scared.

She’d never looked at him like that before.

Not even when she thought she was going to lose him during a mission. Not even when she thought she couldn’t trust anyone.

“I don’t care that Hell’s stupid or broken or cruel,” she said, voice quieter now, but trembling. “I don’t care that you cheated death. I don’t care that the closet smokes or your heartbeat skips when you shift realms.” Her hands shook. “I care that someone might take you from me.”

That silence was deafening.

Mangle peeked out from the bedroom, saw what was happening, and gently pulled Mal0 back with a soft: “Not now.”
Blaze finally stood.

He walked to her. Slow. Careful.

And put his hands on her arms.

“Loon,” he said softly. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“You didn’t,” she snapped.

He smiled faintly. “Liar.”

Her lips wobbled.

He leaned in, resting his forehead against hers.

“I never meant for any of this to happen. Not this way. I didn’t plan to die. Or come back. Or piss off the entire underworld. But I did. And you know what I don’t regret?”

“What?” she whispered.

“Meeting you again after. Seeing you every day.”

Her eyes squeezed shut.

“I’m gonna fix this,” he said.

“You don’t even know what this is yet.”

“I’ll figure it out. I always do.”

“No, you don’t. You improvise until it explodes and then smile through the fire like an idiot.”

He grinned. “...You like that about me.”

“I hate it,” she growled.

He kissed her.

She let him.

But even as her claws gripped the back of his shirt, even as their bodies pressed close—

Her mind raced.

Because this wasn’t a contract they could shoot their way out of.

This was Hell.

And Hell didn’t let go.

***
The I.M.P. office was unusually quiet today. Which, in Hell, usually meant something was either about to explode or already had and no one wanted to admit it.

Millie was in the back room cleaning a blood-slicked blade with her usual upbeat humming. Moxxie sat on the couch, attempting to fix a crossbow that had fired backward the last time they used it.

And Blitzo was in his office, yelling at someone over the phone about shipping delays for live unicorn bait.

So yeah. A normal day.

Mostly.

Loona sat behind the reception desk, arms crossed, legs up, tail twitching over the edge. Her eyes scanned the clipboard in her lap but didn’t read a damn word of it. Her claws tapped against her bicep in an erratic rhythm.

She was tense.

Too tense.

Blaze knew that rhythm now. The tell.

He sat on the corner of her desk, one leg dangling, sipping something warm from a travel mug labeled “Bitch Juice”—definitely hers, not his.

“You alright?” he asked.

“Fine.”

“Uh huh. Totally believe you.”

She gave him a side glare.

He grinned.

But that grin faded a bit when he saw her eyes flick toward the door.

The portal.

Like she was waiting.

Or dreading.

Moxxie glanced over from the couch. “You know, you two have been weirdly quiet all morning. Not that I’m complaining. It’s just weird.”

Loona didn’t answer.

Blaze shrugged. “She’s worried I’m going to get arrested by the hell cops.”

Moxxie blinked. “I’d rather not file another report for that.”
“Bullshit,” Loona muttered. “And they’re called infernal enforcers. You don’t want to meet them.”

Millie poked her head out, cheery as ever. “What’s this about gettin’ arrested, sugar?”

“Nothing,” Blaze said quickly. “She’s just anxious.”

“I’m not anxious,” Loona snapped.

Millie tilted her head. “You do got that twitchy tail thing goin’ on.”

“I always have a twitchy tail thing.”

“Not this twitchy,” Blaze said. “This is, like, five twitches per second. That’s high alert.”

“Don’t you have a mission report to fake?” she growled.

“Already did it,” he replied, smug. “Turns out if you write in cursive and add a lot of blood splatters, no one questions the details.”

“Blaze,” Moxxie groaned. “You can’t just forge mission reports.”

“Sure I can. I even drew a little doodle of the target exploding. Added realism.”

Loona sighed.

Deep. Heavy. Shaky.

Blaze leaned in a little closer.

“Okay, for real,” he said, voice softening. “Talk to me.”

She didn’t answer at first.

Just stared at the clipboard again. Then finally whispered:

“I watched Blitz get cuffed and dragged in front of a tribunal made of actual sins, Blaze. I sat in the back and couldn’t even growl. They debated whether to kill him like he was just... paperwork.”

Blaze’s smile faded.

“And you,” she continued, “you’re not just breaking rules. You’re rewriting them. You don’t belong anywhere on the registry. You have no title, no grimoire. You weren’t meant to come back. You’re just here. Existing. Between things.”

Blaze looked down at his mug.

“...Still better than jury duty,” he said gently.

“This isn’t funny.”

“I know,” he admitted, setting the mug down. “I know.”

She finally looked up at him. And for once—there was fear in her eyes.

“You think they’ll do to you what they almost did to him?” Blaze asked.

Loona didn’t answer.

Because that was the scariest part.

She didn’t know.
From the back office, Blitzo yelled: “HEY, WHO THE FUCK KEEPS USING OUR PRINTER TO DRAW SMUTTY FANART OF FREYA CRESCENT?!”

Blaze raised his hand without looking. “That’s me.”

Loona punched his arm. Hard.

But not to hurt.

To ground.

And then the lights flickered.

Just once.

All the bulbs in the room blinked in unison. Like a breath held. A moment skipped.

The TVs stuttered static.

The portal frame behind Loona glitched—just for a second—showing not the surface, not Hell… but nothing. A void of burning crimson code and flickering black.

Then it was gone.

Just as quick.

Moxxie blinked. “...Did anyone else see that?”

“Power surge?” Millie offered.

Loona’s ears were straight up now.

And Blaze?

His reflection in the glass of the portal lingered… a moment too long.
The lights died.

Not flickered—died.

All at once, plunging the I.M.P. office into a sickly, humming darkness. The only illumination came from the red emergency glyphs scrawled along the walls—sigils that hadn’t activated since Blitz tried to accidentally summon using a clearance-level coffee machine.

Blaze was mid-sentence when it happened.

“...Okay, so the joke is the soul says ‘exorcise me like you mean it’ and then the priest—”

The floor shook.

A boom rattled the walls. Not an explosion—no fire. No chaos.

Just... presence.

Loona was on her feet instantly.

Moxxie yelped and dropped his crossbow. Millie grabbed it before it clattered. Blitzo stormed out of his office, a pencil behind one ear and a dead stare in his eyes.

“The fuck now?” he snapped. “If this is another Lust Ring singing telegram from Stolas, I swear—”

The wall behind him imploded.

Not shattered—folded inward, clean and silent like a page being turned in a book made of concrete.

And through it stepped—

The Enforcers.
Not soldiers. Not bounty hunters.

No faces.

Just towering figures in black, obsidian-like robes etched with glowing infernal scripture. Six of them, moving in silence, feet never quite touching the ground. Their masks glowed dim red, with a single vertical line down the face.

They were wrong.

They weren’t Hell. They were the system beneath Hell.

“...Oh shit,” Blitzo muttered, voice suddenly very small.

He backed up, raising his hands. “Heyyy, uh, I think there’s been a mix-up. Unless this is about that parking ticket thing, in which case I totally fucking paid that. Haven’t done anything illegal you should even know about!”

The enforcers didn’t even glance at him.

Their focus was forward.

Past the desk.

Right at—

Blaze.
Loona moved first.

Claws out. Positioned between them and him, her hackles raised.

“No!” she growled. “You’re not taking him.”

The lead enforcer raised one palm. Not threatening—just a gesture. Her entire body locked up instantly. Muscles seized. Limbs froze.

“Subject: Loona. Registered under Blitzø of I.M.P. Designation: Hellhound.”
“Status: Co-conspirator. Interference: Denied.”
A binding ring of black script exploded beneath her feet. She dropped, knees buckling, muzzle snapping shut like an invisible hand gripped it.

“Mmhf—!!”

“Loona!” Blaze stepped forward—

And five black-gloved hands immediately trained devices on him. Not weapons.

Instruments of judgment.

The lead enforcer spoke again, voice static-filled and hollow:

“Blaze Morvane. Unclassified entity. Post-mortal anomaly. Violation of interrealm boundaries. Unauthorized return from death. Recurrent breach of infernal protocol. The Court of Sins summons you.”
The air turned cold.

Moxxie was pressed against the couch, whispering, “Didn’t we already do this?! He’s not supposed to be here—”

“Let her go,” Blaze said. “This is about me.”

“Confirmed.”

Loona hit the floor, gasping—but before she could recover, two enforcers moved to stand beside her, still and silent. Watching.

Blitzo stepped up now.

“No no no, hold up!” he barked, waving his hands. “You can’t just waltz in here and rip out my contractor—what about my rights?! My team?! My very profitable seasonal violence business you fuckers already tried to ruin?!”

The lead enforcer didn’t blink.

Didn’t move.

But the air itself pressed down.

“You were not charged. Yet.”
Blitzo wisely shut up.

Blaze stood very still.

His fingers twitched.

That stupid smile tried to surface—but faltered halfway.

“Okay,” he said, voice light but shaky. “So... I know I don’t technically belong in any ring, and yes, I may have snuck through a few unauthorized doors, and I may have forgotten to register myself after dying—”

“You were never meant to be registered.”
The voice of the enforcer was final. Terrifying.

A judgment from the system itself.

And Blaze?

Blaze’s smile broke completely.

“I don’t suppose... I could plead insanity?” he offered weakly.

No answer.

The lead enforcer lifted a hand—and a seal of glowing red chains formed in midair, wrapping around Blaze’s limbs. Not tight. Not painful. But absolute.

Like his very existence had been tethered to a verdict he hadn’t heard yet.

He turned his head just enough to look at Loona.

She was on her knees, eyes wide, reaching—but still restrained by that pressure. Her mouth trembled, her claws dug into the floor.

“I’ll be okay,” Blaze said softly.

And then, with a shimmer of code and fire—

He was gone.
CHAPTER THREE
Ashes of Aftermath
The office was still.

Too still.

Not even the usual distant screaming from the streets outside. Just quiet.

No one moved.

The wall was still cracked open, faint smoke rising from the scorched entry wound the enforcers left. The portal behind the desk sparked. It hadn’t recovered from the forced override.

And in the middle of it all, Loona knelt on the floor, hands clenched into fists so tight her claws had pierced her gloves and skin.

Drops of blood.

Breath shaking.

Tail coiled like a fuse.

She wasn’t looking at anyone. Not at Moxxie, who had dropped the crossbow again and was visibly shaking. Not at Millie, who knelt beside him with a worried hand on his shoulder.

Not even at Blitzo, who was pacing the floor in frantic circles.

“They took him,” Loona whispered. It came out broken.

“Yeah, no shit they took him!” Blitz snapped. “Did you see those guys?! That wasn’t just Hellguard Level-Three intimidation tactics—those were full-on Sins-sanctioned enforcers! That's like... court-martial level nope! That’s red-seal summon shit! Those fuckers are beyond hell cops!”
“He tried to joke,” she said, barely hearing him. “He always tries to joke…”

Millie opened her mouth to say something comforting.

She didn’t get the chance.

Loona stood.
Fast.

Her hands shook with barely restrained rage. Her fur bristled. Her pupils were wild slits.

And then she screamed.

Not words.

Not even language.

Just a guttural, ragged cry—an explosion of helpless fury, all teeth and trauma and terror. Her voice scraped across the office like broken glass on steel, shaking dust loose from the cracked ceiling.

Then she turned—and punched the wall.
The same wall where the enforcers had stood.

CRACK.
A chunk of wall flew across the room, embedding in the desk. Sparks sprayed from the circuitry behind it.

“LOONA!” Blitzo yelled.

She didn’t stop.

A second punch. Then a third.

She grabbed a chair and hurled it across the room. It shattered against the filing cabinet. Paper and ash spilled out. Moxxie ducked.

Loona’s claws raked across the floor. Her muzzle twisted. Her eyes were wet now—fur streaked, bleeding from her knuckles, but still swinging.

Everything that had been held in since Bee’s warning, since Stolas’ scroll, since that damn portal flickered—it all came out.

And finally—

Finally—

She dropped to her knees.

Chest heaving. Hands trembling. Face hidden beneath her tangled bangs.

“I couldn’t stop it,” she whispered.

No one said a word.

Blitzo looked at her. For once, without sarcasm. Without his usual deflection.

“...Loony,” he said, stepping closer, “you know I’d do anything for you, right? And I know you’ve been through shit. We’ve been through shit. But this... this is big. Even bigger than when they dragged my ass in.”

Loona didn’t look up.

She just breathed.

Blitz crouched beside her.

“...We’ll figure this out.”

“No,” she said. “I will.”

He blinked.

Her eyes finally met his.

Furious.

And focused.

“I’m not letting Hell take him. Not again. Not without a god damn fucking fight.”

Blitz nodded, quietly proud... and quietly terrified.

Because when Loona got that look?

Someone was about to bleed.

***

Somewhere Below Hell.
The cell was cold.

Not by temperature—by absence.

Light didn’t behave right here. Sound didn’t echo. Magic didn’t hum. And time… felt like it forgot to tick.

Blaze sat on his knees in the center of a stone circle etched with runes that glowed whenever he moved. The chains wrapped around his wrists didn’t clink—they pulsed. Responding not to pressure, but intent. One wrong thought and they would tighten.

He tried once—just once—to slip into that liminal place between the realms.

The chains responded instantly. He blacked out for ten seconds and woke up coughing black ichor.

So now, he didn’t move.

Didn’t joke.

Didn’t smile.

Not since they took him.

Not since he saw her reaching for him.

“Loona…” he whispered, breath visible despite the lack of air. “Please be okay…”

The door to his cell hissed open without a sound.

Two figures stepped through.

One radiant with golden wealth that gleamed even in this lightless place. Rings on every finger. Sleaze on every smile.

Mammon.
The other dripped salt and disdain. Female, tall, lanky, dressed in dark attire and two heads that somehow got together. One demon, the other serpent-like.

Leviathan.
Blaze didn’t flinch.

He looked up. Slowly.

Because something told him these weren’t the kind of individuals you looked away from.

Mammon spoke first.

“Hey there, Smokey. You know who we are?”

Blaze blinked.

“Golden Tree Santa and Emo Lizard Twins?”

Mammon grinned.

Leviathan didn’t.

“Blaze Morvane,” Leviathan said, voice like water forced through stone. “Born. Died. Returned. Breached every recorded layer of interrealm division and committed unauthorized soul persistence.”

“...Is that a legal term or a band name?”

“You are an anomaly,” they continued, one head occasionally speaking instead of the other. “A soul without classification. Your existence destabilizes the infernal balance. You do not serve a ring. You do not hold a grimoire. You were not bargained for. You simply... are.”

Mammon circled him, eyeing the chains like a jeweler inspecting a gem. “You know what that means in our books, champ? You’re a bad investment. No claim. No chain. No yield.”

Blaze’s voice was quieter now.

“What about Loona?”

Leviathan’s eyes narrowed. “You are not on trial for emotional attachments.”

Mammon chuckled. “Cute though. Real tragic. Star-crossed lovers, demon-style. You gotta know she’s not exactly in the clear either, right?”

Blaze’s fists clenched.

Mammon leaned closer.

“You dragged a native hellhound outta her place in the cycle. You think she ain’t being questioned? Watched? You think the girl who’s been sniffing around tribunal records and infernal leaks didn’t trip a few runes? She’s bottom of the barrel, pup, just like… you.”

Blaze swallowed hard.

Mammon leaned in closer, voice dropping to a whisper. “You wanna save her? Give us something. Tell us why you’re still here. What loophole you found. Who helped.”

“I didn’t find anything,” Blaze snapped, louder now. “I didn’t cheat death. I just… came back. It happened.”

“That’s not how death works,” Leviathan said.

“Well,” Blaze breathed, “it’s how it worked for me.”

The chamber pulsed.

Chains tightened slightly.

Mammon straightened, stretching his arms. “Well, that’s not gonna be good for you, champ. See, what you did? It ain’t forgivable. Hell doesn’t like chaos it didn’t authorize.”

Leviathan finally stepped closer. “You should not be here, Morvane.”

“I know,” Blaze whispered.

Leviathan leaned in, his voice like the crushing weight of the ocean: “Then why are you?”

Blaze looked up at them. Eyes hollow. Still burning. “For her.”

***
The sky over Hell never really slept. The clouds churned like a constant bruise, lit by the burning lights of the city below, but right now?

It felt too quiet.

Up on the roof, Loona paced like a caged animal.

Her claws scraped concrete. Her tail lashed. Her feet hit the same path over and over again—circling the little rooftop table, Blaze’s folded coat still draped over one of the edge.

It smelled like him.

That soft, stupid scent. Smoke and cotton candy and faint ozone from all his tech garbage.

She hated it.

She loved it.

She wanted to scream into the sky until it cracked.

“I could break in,” she muttered to herself, pacing faster. “Find out where they took him. Get Mal0 to scramble the portal locks. Mangle could spoof a summons. I could—fuck—I could kill someone if I had to—”

Her claws dug into her arms. Her thoughts were racing now.

“Maybe I find Mammon. Bribe him. Trade something. My fucking soul if that’s what it takes. I don’t care—I'll make a scene—Blitz might know—I’ll—”

“You called?”

Loona froze.

Blitz stood near the access door, one foot up on the broken rooftop fan unit, arms crossed, expression... not his usual smirk.

Something tired. Something aching. Something understanding.

“I had a feeling I’d find you up here,” he said gently.

Loona didn’t move.

Didn’t look at him.

“...Go away.”

“Can’t. It’s company policy to harass emotionally compromised employees with loud, inappropriate comments until they cry or punch me.”

Nothing.

He took a step closer.

“...Look, kid, I know this is... a lot.”

“You don’t know shit,” she snarled.

And there it was.

The voice that usually scared everyone else.

But not Blitz.

Not now. Not this time.
He nodded slowly. “You’re right. I don’t know what it feels like to love someone who technically doesn’t belong anywhere. Who broke every rule just to stand beside you. Still know what it means to fight for it.” He looked out at the skyline. “I just know what it’s like to be dragged away in chains. To sit in front of a room of monsters who want to kill you for the bullshit you did. Fucking judged. To have your life balanced on a scale you never asked to be on.”

Loona’s breath hitched. “...You got out,” she muttered. “You got out because Stolas took the hit.”

Blitz was quiet. Then: “Yeah. He did. And I’m lucky he was stupid enough to care that much.”

Silence again.

Loona finally turned. Her eyes were red, her voice cracking now.

“They’re not gonna let Blaze go, Blitz. This isn’t a grimoire theft or a contract violation. He’s a glitch. A soul that walked back from death and didn’t ask permission. That’s... that’s worse than what you did. They’ll make an example of him.”

Blitz nodded slowly. “Probably. Boy copied grimoire portal knowledge. That’s…”
She inhaled sharply.

And Blitz stepped forward, placing a hand on her shoulder. “But here’s the thing. I like that pink-haired idiot. He’s annoying. He makes the office smell like toasted bubblegum. But he gets you. And anyone who does that? Is worth fighting for. If my damn daughter love this son of a bitch, then so be it.”

Loona swallowed hard.

“He’s scared for you,” Blitz added softly. “I could see it. Even chained up. Even when they dragged him through the damn floor. He wasn’t worried about the trial. He was worried about you.”

She clenched her fists. “I know.”

Blitz gave her shoulder a squeeze. “Then we figure something out.”

“How?” she snapped. “The courts don’t bargain. They judge. And you saw what they almost did to you. To us.”

“Yeah,” he said. “But I’m still here. You’re still here.”

He looked at her then. Really looked. “And I’ve never seen you like this. Not even when I was on trial. This isn’t just rage. This is... something else.”

Loona’s voice dropped to a whisper. “...I don’t want to go back to who I was before him.”

Blitz didn’t have a joke for that. He just nodded. “Then we get him back. No matter how insane it is.”

She finally looked him in the eyes.

The rage was still there—but now it had purpose.

Resolve.

And behind it?

Love.

Blitzo didn’t say goodbye.

Just gave her one last squeeze on the shoulder, nodded without words, and stepped through the rooftop door—letting it close with a gentle click.

And then it was just her.

Alone again.

On their roof.

She stood there for a moment, hands at her sides, staring at the spot where Blaze had once nearly fallen trying to climb the fire escape with a box of ramen and some stolen fireworks.

Her breath hitched.

She reached into the inside of her jacket and pulled out a pack of smokes. Same brand she always used. The one Blaze hated—said it made her breath smell like burnt shoe leather.

“Still better than your cheesy cologne,” she muttered to no one, voice rough.

She lit it.

Inhaled.

Exhaled.

Let the smoke drift upward, mixing with the sulfur-thick sky above.

Hell’s skyline blinked in the distance, visible… but not. The towers of Greed. The glowing rift of Gluttony. Somewhere out there, he was in a cell, probably making dumb jokes even with chains on. Probably worrying about her more than himself.

She sat on the rooftop edge, letting her feet dangle.

The wind picked up slightly—carrying with it the noise of the city, distant screams, laughter, the hum of a portal engine. But all she heard was the quiet.

And her own heartbeat.

Loona didn’t cry.

Not now.

She had earlier. Her fists still ached from the violence that followed it. But now? She was emptied out.

Her smoke burned slowly in her hand.

“Fucking idiot,” she muttered.

She stared at the city lights. The flicker of fire across glass. So many people living and dying, and he wasn’t even supposed to be among them. Not anymore.

But he was.

Because of her.

Because he wanted to be.

And now they were going to punish him for that.

She pulled out another smoke.

Lit it off the end of the first.

Closed her eyes.

And breathed.

Just for now.

Just to feel something other than rage.

CHAPTER FOUR
Where He’s Not
Loona’s eyes opened slowly.

The dim light from the hellscape sky filtered in through the blinds, casting the apartment in red and gold streaks.

She didn’t move at first.

Just stared at the ceiling.

Something felt wrong.

Not the quiet—she liked the quiet.

Not the faint smell of ozone—Mal0 was probably messing with the router again.

Not even the half-empty beer bottle on the nightstand or the three-day-old pizza box she’d mentally committed to throwing out tomorrow.

No.

It was the cold.

Her arm reached without thinking, sliding across the bed to where warmth usually waited.

To where his heartbeat thudded. Where his stupid hair would tickle her snout and he’d snore faintly unless she smacked him.

Her hand landed on a cold, empty pillow.

And her chest tightened instantly.

Right.

He’s not here.
Her claws curled into the sheets.

She sat up slowly, her breath catching in her throat.

The bedroom still smelled like him. Like smoke and sugar and shampoo he never admitted to using. His jacket was still on the chair. His holopad still on the shelf, blinking with some unfinished sketch he forgot to close out—one of them together.

She stared at it for a long time.

And then she stood.

Her movements were slow. Mechanical. She didn’t shower. She didn’t eat. She didn’t yell at Mal0 or shove Mangle out of the way when she skittered through the kitchen.

She just grabbed her coat.

And left.

***

The smell hit her first—like honey and smoke, citrus and sin. The streets of Gluttony pulsed with golden light, surrounded by dancing swarms and soft laughter from unseen corners.

Loona didn’t care.

She marched through the sweet-sick paradise until the massive double doors came into view—carved with comb patterns, pulsing gently to a rhythm that wasn’t music but felt like it.

Two drone-like attendants fluttered down, crossing spears before her.

“Hold it—”

“Tell her it’s Loona.” Her voice cracked. “She’ll listen.”

A pause.

Then they vanished.

Moments later, the doors opened, honeylight spilling out like liquid.

And there stood Queen Bee-lzebub.

Wings soft and glowing. Four arms crossed. A drink already in one hand, but her eyes were serious.

She smiled at first. But it didn’t last. “Loona,” Bee said. “You look like shit.”

“I need to know where they’re keeping him.”

Bee’s eyes narrowed slightly. “I can’t tell you that.”

Loona stepped forward. “You owe me—”

“I owe you nothing,” Bee snapped, wings flaring slightly.

Loona bared her teeth. “You said you’d be there for me! For us! You said—!”

“I am fucking here,” Bee barked, her voice shaking the walls. “But I’m not stupid enough to poke the damn tribunal in both eyes while flipping off Satan’s staff!”

Loona flinched.

Bee exhaled sharply and softened—just a little.

“I’m a fucking Sin, Loona. That comes with limits. I hate it. But if I step in where I’m not allowed? They’ll erase me. Not scold. Fucking erase. And then we’re both fucked.”

Loona’s claws shook at her sides. “He’s not even a threat. He’s just... Blaze. He makes coffee too sweet. He wears socks in bed. He watches trash TV at full volume. He’s not some evil fucking god or some prophecy. He’s just... mine.”

Bee looked away. Then said, softly: “I know.”

“I can’t lose him.”

“I know.”

“You’re not gonna help me.”

“I want to,” Bee said, stepping forward and putting two hands on Loona’s arm. “More than you know. But I can’t. And you know that.”

Loona didn’t shake her off.

She just stood there.

Breathing. Trembling.

And then: “I hate this.”

Bee nodded. “Me too.”

“I’m so fucking scared.”

Another nod.

Loona looked up at her—eyes redder than normal, lips twitching.

And Bee, gently, wrapped her in all four arms.

Just held her.

“I’m sorry, sugar,” she whispered.

“I don’t want sorry,” Loona said.

“I know.”

Loona hadn’t cried again.

Not in Bee’s arms.

She’d just stood there, swallowing the weight like gravel in her throat, trying not to fall apart under the warmth of someone she sometimes partied with. Someone who danced on tables and now wore responsibility like a noose of gold and nectar.

But all warmth fades eventually.

And the chill came quick.

Bee’s comm-stone buzzed. An infernal glyph flared above it, dripping with legal sigils and tribunal runes.

The Sin of Gluttony sighed. “Fucking typical.”

Loona looked up.

Bee glanced at her apologetically. “That’s the Court. They’re drafting the witness roster for the hearing.”

Loona’s ears twitched. “You’re going?”

“I don’t have a choice. When the Sins are called, we answer. Even if it’s just to nod while Satan scowls at everyone.” Her gaze dropped for a moment. More serious now. “I can’t stop what’s coming, Loona. I wish I could. But I can speak on his behalf. And I will. He’s not a danger. He’s a dumbass. A marshmallow-souled, pink-haired space case who thinks rules are suggestions.” A faint smirk touched her lips. “Maybe if the tribunal pulls their heads out of their stone-etched asses, and I argue well enough... you two will get your happy ending. And maybe I get that threesome.”

Loona blinked. “...Seriously?”

Bee winked. “I mean—if he survives, I earned it.”

Loona gave a dry, broken scoff.

It wasn’t quite a laugh. But it was the closest she’d come in hours.

Bee leaned in, touching her forehead briefly to Loona’s. Her wings buzzed softly, affectionately. “Good luck, hellhound.”

“Don’t need luck,” Loona muttered. “Need Blaze.”

And then, with a whirl of glittering smoke and a low-frequency hum that rattled Loona’s ribs, Bee vanished.

Duty called.

And Loona was alone again.

She didn’t wait.

Didn’t stop.

Didn’t hesitate.

By the time she hit the I.M.P. office again, her claws were scorched, her fur dusty with infernal soot, and her eyes locked on the one thing that still gave her hope:

The portal.

The one to the surface. To the living realm. The one she and Blaze had used for errands, lazy afternoons, and midnight rooftop runs.

It shimmered faintly. Unused since the day he vanished.

She stepped up to it.

The sigils flickered.

Loona tapped the pad.

Nothing.

She tapped again. Harder.

The glyphs glowed red.

ACCESS DENIED – SURFACE LOCKDOWN
Her jaw clenched.

She hit it.

Again.

And again.

ACCESS DENIED – ACTIVE INVESTIGATION STATUS IN EFFECT
Her snarl cut through the room.

Mangle peeked out from the corner but said nothing. Even she knew better.

Mal0 watched from the ceiling, phone held in her hand, but no glitches filtered in this time. No snarky voice. Just static.

Loona pressed her hand flat against the portal’s frame.

“Come on,” she whispered.

The symbols pulsed.

Red.

Unyielding.

Not because she didn’t have clearance.

But because she was connected to him.

To Blaze.

The system knew.

And it was shutting her out. Without Blaze, she couldn’t access it.
Loona leaned forward, resting her head against the glowing edge.

Eyes closed.

Breath trembling.

“Please,” she whispered again.

But no one heard.

CHAPTER FIVE
Court of Flame and Chains
The Infernal Tribunal.
A realm unto itself—floating between the circles of Hell, unclaimed by any ring. A crucible of silence, shaped like a massive courtroom carved from obsidian, bone, and flame. Above, the ceiling swirled with chained galaxies and burning constellations—every star representing a soul that was judged here and lost.

The floor glowed with heat, runes spiraling out from the center like cracks in glass.

At the core of the chamber—Blaze Morvane knelt. Chained by wrists, ankles, and soul-thread. Even his breath echoed with magical restraint.

He looked up slowly.

The gallery above was packed with demons, nobles, and bureaucrats. Watchers. Witnesses. Cowards and critics alike.

And above them all, seated upon seven seats shaped by sin and dominance...

The Seven.
Beelzebub (Gluttony): Wings soft but coiled, radiant, sitting with her arms crossed and jaw tight. She didn’t look at Blaze yet—but her foot tapped with frustration.
Asmodeus (Lust): Reclining sideways with a wine glass, flames flicking lazily, amused and visibly annoyed to be woken early for “legal crap.”
Mammon (Greed): All polished gold and bladed teeth, rifling through ledgers, calculating cost-benefit ratios even now.
Leviathan (Envy): Drowned in silk and contempt, arms folded, staring at Blaze like a disease that offended their order.
Belphegor (Sloth): Barely upright, eyes half-lidded, yawning, legs over the throne arm. The only one sleepier than Blaze usually looked.
Lucifer (Pride): Absent. As always. His seat, gleaming and cold, untouched for centuries.
And then...

The center throne. Taller. Cracked. Scorched by law itself.

A roar of draconic fire boomed through the chamber.

And Satan arrived.
He didn’t walk.

He descended.

A being of fire and judgment. Crimson-scaled. Wings folded like jagged blades. Horns like a crown of thorns. Tail lined with infernal glyphs. His voice burned when he spoke, low and grinding.

Satan. Sin of Wrath. Lord of Law. King of Infernal Order.
And he was not pleased.

“I am summoned,” he growled, clawed hands flexing as he took his seat. “Because one soul decided the rules were optional.” Yet he sounded more tired than anything.
The chains on Blaze pulsed.

The chamber darkened.

Satan’s eyes—burning like miniature suns—locked onto him.

“Blaze Morvane. Former mortal. Deceased. Denied entry to Heaven. Delivered unto Hell.”

Mammon stood. “And then left, might I add. No toll. No permission. No chain. Just poof. Gone.”

Leviathan’s heads nodded to one another. “He didn’t leave Hell. He evaded it. Bypassed cosmic order through unregistered resurrection.”

Asmodeus chuckled. “Not to interrupt the brooding, but—this guy didn’t even use a Lust Ring exit. No demonic interference. No pact. Just... waltzed back to life like he forgot his keys.”

Satan motioned for their attention. “And he remained. Outside the cycle. Between the living and the damned. Neither soul, nor sinner. Breaching realms freely. Aligning himself with native Hellkind. Corrupting stability.” His claws clanged on the armrest. “And worst of all...” He leaned forward. “You did not ask.”

Blaze looked up now.

Eyes not defiant.

Not mocking.

But serious.

Solemn.

“I didn’t plan any of it,” he said softly. “I didn’t cheat anything. I died. I fell. And then... I came back. Not by spell. Not by deal. I just was. I’m a quick learner.”
Leviathan hissed. “Blasphemous entropy.”

Mammon grinned. “Or maybe a bad investment finally hitting the market.”

Bee finally spoke, her voice quieter but firm. “I’ve seen him. I know what he is. He’s not a weapon. Not a plague. He’s just... dumb. Sweet. A good idiot with a history of soul-stuff that isn’t his fault.”

Satan’s eyes narrowed at her. “You speak as witness, not defender. Restrain your sentiment, Beelzebub.”

Bee stiffened.

Blaze turned his head toward her.

She wouldn’t meet his eyes.

Satan stood. And when he stood—everything shook.
The galaxies above the chamber shifted. The runes below burned brighter.

“This trial shall determine the right of existence for Blaze Morvane,” he declared. “Should he be claimed. Removed. Or... rewritten.”

He raised his hand, palm open.
The flame he formed split into three hovering symbols.

A broken chain.

A soul being devoured.

A scale tilting toward mercy.

And all around Blaze, shadows moved.

The trial had begun.
The runes beneath Blaze’s knees flared brighter, searing red into his peripheral vision. The chains didn’t tighten, but they thrummed now—like they were eager, waiting for a verdict. Above, the three trial sigils still hovered in a slow, foreboding orbit.

Across the chamber, the Seven Sins sat in silence.

Except Leviathan.

Both heads stirred now—one elegant and demonic, her voice smooth and slicing; the other, serpentine and whispering, curling over her shoulder like a predator eyeing prey. She leaned forward as her courtroom parchment shimmered into being, unfurling into the air, its runes glowing green and wet with static.

"Blaze Morvane,” she began. “Unregistered entity. Interplanar trespasser. Unauthorized reanimation. Unprocessed soul lacking designation or rightful chain. Current association with a native Hellhound of violent pedigree. Witnessed breaking of four containment wards, bypassing of death sigils, and occupation of two planes of existence—without granted license, pact, or sigil."

Her serpent head hissed softly, a whisper only Blaze heard: You walked through death like it was a door left ajar... and took something with you.
He clenched his jaw, eyes lowered. “I didn’t take anything,” he muttered. “I just… came back.”

Leviathan’s smile was cold. “And that is precisely the problem.”

Meanwhile—far above, in one of the corridor-spoked waiting chambers carved into the obsidian cliffs of the tribunal, Loona stood frozen.
The I.M.P. team had been gathered. Millie was pacing. Moxxie was clinging to a binder of case notes like it would shield him from damnation. And Blitz… Blitz was trying not to fidget.

Loona didn’t move.

Not since they brought her through the portal and up the marble steps into this place. That smell was back—burned stone and ozone. That same one from when Blitz had been dragged in front of the Seven.

But this time?

This wasn’t Blitz.

A demon usher stepped forward, his body faceless and horned, robes fluttering without wind. "You are called to sit among the witness tier. You will speak when the Court addresses you."

Loona didn’t even nod.

She just followed—silent, stiff, her claws curling with every step.

Down below, Satan finally rose again, clawed staff burning hot in the silence.

"Let the accused be unchained... partially."

The air tightened.

The soul-bindings loosened just enough for Blaze to raise his head. His arms remained bound at the wrists, but the weight around his neck dropped away with a burst of steam.

Satan's eyes were locked on him.

"You stand before the Court of Sins to answer for your trespasses against the infernal order. This is not the first time someone has broken the rules. But it is the first time someone did so without power, pact, or purpose."

He leaned forward, voice low, dangerous.

"You defy the pattern. And we want to know why."

Blaze swallowed hard, shoulders stiff.

He didn’t look at the audience. Didn’t try to find Loona, even though his instincts screamed that she was there now.

He just breathed.

And answered.

“I didn’t know I wasn’t supposed to be alive.”

A pause.

"After I died, I didn’t see light, or fire. I just… woke up again. Back in the world. Nothing told me to. No contract. No voice. No bargain. I just existed again. So I went with it."

Bee glanced sideways at Satan from her throne but didn’t interrupt.

Blaze continued, voice steadier now.

“I didn’t plan this. I didn’t try to escape Hell. I never asked to break your laws. But I found someone. A reason to stay. So I kept living. Kept fighting. Kept learning. Kept loving.”

He finally looked up.

Straight at Satan.

“I’m not a threat. I’m not here to disrupt the system. I just...can’t go back to the way I was before.”
The courtroom stirred. A low murmur in the crowd—shock, disdain, curiosity.

Leviathan’s serpent head tilted. “A romantic. How quaint.”

Mammon snorted. “And unprofitable.”

But Satan didn’t move.

Only his eyes narrowed.

“This Court recognizes your plea,” he said coldly. “But your words do not absolve you. They only mark the road we now walk.” He turned to the glyphs in the air. The burning symbols hovered—each one more terrifying than the last. "You have plead not guilty by intent. But law is not bound by intent. Law follows action. And by your actions alone… your soul hangs by a thread.”

The chamber echoed with the weight of it.

“You may speak once more before we question you. Choose your words wisely, Blaze Morvane.”

Blaze's breath caught. “I won’t leave her.”
And above, seated with I.M.P., Loona stared down at him.

She didn’t blink.

She couldn’t.

Because every second she saw him in those chains?

Every moment she watched him plead for his right to exist?

It broke her in places she didn’t even know she had left.

The runes above the chamber pulsed with deeper color now—anger-slick crimson, bureaucratic gray, envy-stained green. The air grew heavy again, like every breath Blaze took had to pass through judgment first.

Satan sat back in his throne, fiery eyes narrowing. With a single tap of his clawed finger against the judgment staff, the sigils above shifted positions—flaring briefly as if to mark a transition.

“Let the Sins speak.”

The invitation was not a suggestion.

It was a sentence.

Mammon was the first to lean forward—gold chains clinking across his jester-like suit, his grin all slick teeth and polished threat.

“You got any idea how expensive it is to keep the realms in balance?” he asked lazily. “How much paperwork, labor, and licensing it takes just to send one properly processed soul to damnation? I lose millions every time someone skips the system.”

Blaze raised a brow. “So… I’m guilty of tax evasion?”

Mammon bared his teeth. “You’re guilty of undermining the economy of eternity, muttnugget. Do you realize how many fucking demons, soul brokers, and contract devils would sell their horns to learn how you did this?”

“I didn’t do anything,” Blaze said. “I woke up… and learned a few things from your books.”
Mammon scoffed. “You say that like it’s an accident. But it’s not. You came back without payment, without deal, without mark. That’s free real estate, baby.”

The crowd murmured again.

Asmodeus was next. He didn’t lean forward—he simply tilted his glass and studied Blaze over the rim, lounging like he had somewhere better to be.

“So what I’m hearing,” he purred, “is that you died, got denied by both sides, and now live like some kind of sad-sack romantic bouncing between the sheets and the grave.”

Blaze frowned. “...I’m monogamous now.”

Asmodeus laughed. “Oh, how charming.” Then, with sudden focus, he added, “Love doesn’t keep you alive, sweetheart. Power does. And you? You’ve got something even I can’t seduce.” His smile faded just a little. “That’s terrifying.”

Belphegor yawned from her throne, speaking around it with disinterest. “Can we just chain him to a rock and throw him into the River of Lost Souls? Honestly, this is exhausting.”

No one answered her.

Even the serpent head of Leviathan gave him a brief, contemptuous glance before turning back to Blaze. Her voices—both of them—spoke now.

“You are a point of failure,” she hissed. “A fissure in the foundation. You may not understand what you are, but your ignorance is no shield.”

Her serpent head slithered lower, closer to Blaze’s bound form.

“You didn’t come back alone. You brought potential. You made it seem... possible.”

The demonic head added with icy precision, “And that is what makes you dangerous.”

Blaze’s heart pounded now. “But I’m not trying to—”

“You don’t have to try,” Leviathan snapped. “Your existence is enough. If others believe death can be reversed without cost—if word of that spreads—it will break everything we contain.”

Bee stirred in her throne now, arms folded tightly.

Blaze turned toward her. “I never meant to cause that. I didn’t even know it was possible until I saw it happen. I had things to do over there still. I wasn’t—”

Leviathan’s dual voice echoed. “Intent. Is. Irrelevant.”

Satan stood again, tall and burning.

"The case has now been made clear. Not through malice. Not through deceit. But through your very being, you have destabilized a truth that defines us all." He paced now. The stone beneath him scorched with every step. “Mortals fear death. They obey it. Without that fear, the cycle collapses. The threat is not Blaze Morvane, the soul. The threat is Blaze Morvane, the precedent.” He turned slowly. “Tell us, then. What will you do if we let you remain? If we allow you to walk again, untethered, while others watch?”

Blaze didn’t answer at first. Then, finally, quietly, “...I’d go home.”

“To her?”

He looked up.

There was no doubt.

“Yes.”

Above, in the witness gallery, Loona’s breath caught in her throat.

And her claws dug into the railing.

Satan’s gaze narrowed again. “You will not be condemned yet. But the trial proceeds. We will call witnesses. Their words may sway judgment—toward mercy, or toward oblivion.”

The fire flared.

“Let the first be called.”

CHAPTER SIX
Even A Sin Can Burn
The moment was thick with tension, the heat of judgment searing through the chamber like brimstone in the lungs.
From above, the Sins sat in eerie silence. All eyes turned toward the throne of Gluttony.
Bee’s jaw clenched.

She didn’t flinch, didn’t hide—but anyone who knew her could see it in her wings. The way they twitched slightly. The way her third right finger tapped her thigh in a rhythm too calm to be natural.

Satan’s voice echoed again.

“Beelzebub. Sin of Gluttony. You are called.”

A hum rumbled through the audience.

Not many got to see a Sin testify. Let alone be held to account.

Bee stood slowly, her radiant mane and tail shining gold, wings folding as she descended from her throne in a drift of glowing nectar and lazy heat. Her heels clicked against the polished obsidian as she stepped down to the center of the chamber, just left of Blaze’s position.

He didn’t look at her.

She didn’t look at him either.

Not yet.

Satan remained seated, judgment staff pulsing with dull flame. His voice was even, but his gaze cut like razors.

“You were aware of Blaze Morvane’s unusual realm traversal. You were aware he was not of native classification, nor licensed for planar shift.”

Bee lifted her chin. “Not at first.”

“And yet,” Leviathan interjected, both heads watching sharply, “you failed to report him after awareness was achieved. You not only withheld this knowledge, but fostered interaction between the unclassified anomaly and a native Hell-born.”

Bee’s wings tightened.

She didn’t snap.

She didn’t pout.

She spoke clearly.

“I knew him as an oddball. A romantic. Not a fucking threat. His realm-jumping seemed more... glitchy than dangerous. Half the time he couldn’t even use a portal without spilling a damn soda on his holopad.”

Asmodeus let out a soft “Awww,” and smirked, sipping his drink.

Bee glanced sideways, then back toward the tribunal.

“Blaze Morvane is stupid. Endearing. Annoying. He bounces realms the way some of us bounce boyfriends. I didn’t see a breach. I saw a goof. And yeah... I thought he and Loona were cute together. Still do.”

There it was.

Out in the open.

Loona’s breath caught upstairs.

Moxxie made a noise. Millie squeezed his hand.

Bee finally turned and looked at Blaze.

And he looked up at her, his eyes unreadable—but searching.

“I didn’t know what he was,” Bee said, softer now. “I still don’t. But I know what he isn’t.”

She turned to the Sins.

“He’s not a fucking weapon. He’s not a damn manipulator. He’s not an insurgence in disguise. He’s just... Blaze. A walking glitch. One that somehow makes a hellhound laugh. And that’s rarer than fucking gold down here.”

Silence.

But Satan didn’t look moved.

He slowly rose again, every inch of his towering form humming with heat.

“You have spoken in defense of the accused,” he said, voice low. “But your inaction enabled his trespass. Your silence delayed judgment. And your emotional investment compromised your impartiality.”

Bee’s breath hitched.

It was subtle.

But real.

“You would have this Court believe your negligence stems from sentiment,” Satan continued. “Then perhaps sentiment has no place among the Sins. Did you, or did you not take multiple unsanctioned trips to the living realm to engage in your spoils, Gluttony?”

He stepped down a single stair—that alone sent a tremor through the floor.

Bee’s four arms tensed.

“I have considered,” he said, “whether you should stand trial as well.”

Even Blaze’s eyes went wide now.

Bee’s smirk twitched—an old defense reflex—but her wings drew in tight, body still. “I... understand,” she said slowly. “But may I remind this Court I have always honored my ring, my duties, and the weight of my sin.”

Satan gave a nod.

“One ruling at a time. Your fate shall be reviewed after this verdict concludes.”

She nodded once more.

Then—without looking at Blaze again—she turned and returned to her throne.

Her heels no longer clicked.

They dragged.

Above, Loona leaned forward.

Her grip had cracked the railing beneath her.

They were going after Bee.

Bee.
And if that’s what they’d do to a Sin…

What the hell would they do to Blaze?
The crackle of shifting runes signaled the change.

Satan’s voice echoed again, calm and merciless:

“The Court now calls a representative from Immediate Murder Professionals. Witness: Millie.”

Up in the gallery, Millie flinched.

“I... huh? Wait—me?”

Moxxie gripped her hand, clearly trying not to pass out. “Do you want me to—?”

“No,” she muttered. “I got it, sugar.”

Her boots clacked softly as she descended the long obsidian staircase to the central floor. Her figure looked tiny in the presence of the thrones, like a spark dropped into a volcano.

Blaze’s eyes followed her, wide but silent.

Millie stood to the side of the flame-lit judgment circle, nervous but trying not to show it.

“State your role,” Leviathan demanded. The serpent head curled close like it could smell nerves.

“Millie,” she said, trying to steady her voice. “Field operative and combat specialist for I.M.P. Been with the team since... the start.”

“Your organization,” Leviathan continued, “has been previously sanctioned for misuse of demonic contracts, unsafe realm passage, and procurement of royal materials. It is already under scrutiny.”

Millie swallowed. “We... uh... we’ve cleaned up a lot! We even started logging kill counts!”

Mammon chuckled.

Asmodeus rolled his eyes.

Satan didn’t move.

Leviathan pressed on. “Were you aware of Blaze Morvane’s unique status? His... lack of death designation?”

Millie hesitated. Her tail curled slightly at her boot. “...Not right away.”

A silence fell.

And that was worse than any outburst.

Satan’s voice came like molten steel.

“But you did become aware. And continued employing him.”

“Yes,” Millie admitted, straighter now. “Because he’s good at the job. Because he protects the team. Because he’s a good person. We don’t got many of those down here.”

Asmodeus raised a brow. “Oh, that’s cute.”

Millie’s eyes snapped toward him, fire in them now. “No—it’s true. He didn’t ask to come back. He just... kept showing up. And when he did, he made us laugh. He made Loona smile.”
Loona closed her eyes tight, still listening.

Satan’s claw tapped once against his chair. “And when your team discovered he had no chain, no brand, no claim from any ring... you said nothing.”

Millie hesitated. Then nodded. “Yes. Because we knew what would happen if we did. Didn’t exactly roll out the welcome wagon last time.”
Leviathan’s eyes narrowed. “So you conspired by silence.”

“We protected him,” Millie shot back.

Satan stood again. “You enabled him. Your team sheltered a threat. This is not loyalty. This is negligence.”

Millie’s hands balled into fists. “He’s not a god damn threat!”

And that silence again.

Blaze looked at her—quiet. Thankful. Crushed.

She caught his gaze and tried to smile, but it didn’t quite make it.

Satan’s voice broke the stillness. “Return to your seat. You will be reviewed later.”

Millie exhaled, chest tight, and turned to leave.

She passed Blaze without a word—but her hand brushed his, briefly. Just enough, like a silent high-five.

He looked at her. Soft.

“Thanks, Mil.”

She didn’t speak. Just nodded firmly.

Then climbed the stairs again.

Up in the gallery, Loona sat motionless.

Her leg bounced.

Her claws dug into the stone rail.

Because they were going down the list.

And soon?

They’d call her, and she’d be ready.
“Moxxie, field strategist for I.M.P.—approach.”

The command struck like a lightning bolt.

Moxxie jumped, nearly dropping the binder he was gripping like a teddy bear.

Millie gave his hand a squeeze as he shakily stood. “You got this, hon.”

“Right. Right! Just like we practiced. Don’t mention the unfiled dimensional breach forms. Don’t mention the portal splicing incident. Don’t mention the tax issue…” And down the stairs he went, every step a betrayal of his body’s will to turn and run.

Blaze caught sight of him from his chains and immediately mouthed, “Don't panic.”

Moxxie gave him a tight, agonized smile that said too late.
He reached the bottom, adjusted his tie—despite the fact that it was visibly on fire from the ambient heat—and cleared his throat.

"Um, h-hi. Moxxie. Tactical Lead. Logistics. Uh... paper forms.”

Leviathan curled forward, both heads watching him like a mouse on trial. “State your understanding of Blaze Morvane’s classification.”

Moxxie blinked. “W-well, he wasn’t listed on any death records, no soul ID, no ring-marked passage permits, and no integration with post-mortem bureaucracy, which technically means he falls under Class U.N. - Unnatural Non-designate…”

He realized he was talking too fast.

Satan’s gaze did not blink.

Asmodeus sipped his wine with interest.

Mammon looked like he was already prepping a fine for talking too long.

Moxxie coughed. “But! But! While irregular, I’d argue his functional integration into our workflow showed intent toward stability, not rebellion! You know—community value! Purpose! A wholesome, interpersonal, eh… vibe!”

There was a silence.

Asmodeus grinned. “So your legal defense is: he had good vibes?”

Moxxie stared. “...Yes?”

Satan stood.
“Moxxie of I.M.P. Your record shows you were the most informed member of your company in regard to legal protocol.”

Moxxie deflated. “Yes…”

“And yet you failed to report Blaze Morvane’s non-entity status. You failed to flag his realm breaches. You failed to disclose his improper residence in the living realm. Despite knowing all of it was unauthorized.”

Moxxie let out a high-pitched whimper. “Y-yes…”

“You attempted to categorize him—justify him. You gambled on red tape instead of doing your duty.”

“But he was our friend!” Moxxie blurted, hair puffing. “He watched movies with us! He cleaned the portal pad! He saved Millie when that Revenant Queen tried to eat her spleen! He—he’s not a monster!”

The words echoed.

Hard.

Up in the gallery, Loona closed her eyes again, her chest tight.

Blaze’s head dipped. Not in shame.

In… gratitude.

Satan, however, remained unmoved. “You will not be judged here,” the towering Sin said, his claws gripping the staff. “But your inaction is noted. Return to your place.”

Moxxie let out a sound halfway between a sigh and a wheeze.

He turned to Blaze on his way back up and muttered, “I tried, man.”

“You did good,” Blaze said quietly. “I’m proud of you.”

That nearly made Moxxie cry on the spot.

Millie grabbed him the second he got back to the gallery, hugging him tight. His ears were twitching like mad.

Loona didn’t look at him.

She was watching the center of the room.

Waiting.

Because she knew what was coming.

The court’s rune-lights shifted hue again—pale orange with notes of dull silver. A bureaucratic pulse rolled through the chamber like a yawning beast roused from another nap.

Satan did not rise.

Instead, he leaned one clawed hand against his temple and sighed. The kind of sigh that held centuries of fatigue.

"The Court calls Blitzø."

The final word came out flat. No fire. No thunder.

Just pain.

Up in the gallery, Loona groaned under her breath.

Blitzo stood with a confident clap of his hands, throwing his coat back over his shoulders like a hero entering Act Two of his own musical.

"Back by unpopular fucking demand!” he announced loudly as he strutted toward the stairs. “Let it be known—I did not expect to be subpoenaed by the same towering lava lizard who once told me I had 'less decorum than a flaming skunk orgy.'"

As he passed Millie and Moxxie, he gave them finger-guns. Moxxie visibly shrunk. Millie facepalmed.

“Blitzo,” Loona growled, low and warning.

“I got this, sweetheart. Totally under control. Daddy’s got courtroom charisma.”

He hit the central floor with a dramatic spin and turned toward the thrones, placing both hands behind his back in an almost-military stance.

Satan was visibly considering spontaneous combustion.

“You have been here before,” he said coldly.

“Mmhm,” Blitzo nodded. “Still think the snack selection sucks, by the way. Pretty sure Wrath trials get those crispy hell peanuts.”

“You were tried for high theft of demonic artifacts and gross misuse of a Goetia grimoire,” Satan continued, his claws drumming once against his staff. “You were only spared due to interference from a member of the Ars Goetia—an error I regret to this day.”

A few murmurs of agreement fluttered through the upper gallery.

"Aw," Blitzo smirked, "I’m touched. You remembered.”

Leviathan’s serpent head coiled, eyes narrowing. “And now your company has harbored another violation.”

“Yeah, I know,” Blitzo admitted, voice finally lowering. “This one’s on me too.”

A pause.

The Sin heads stirred.

Even Blaze blinked.

Blitzo rubbed the back of his neck, exhaling sharply.

“Look, I didn’t know what Blaze was when he showed up. He just looked like some dumb hot wolf with a tragic haircut and a weird smell. Thought Loona was just... letting another stray follow her home.”

Loona’s claws clenched.

He glanced up at her.

“But then I saw him on missions. The guy kept getting shot for my employees, and I don’t even pay them that well. He stuck around when things got bad. When I got bad.”

He looked back at the Court, a little more serious now.

“Yeah, he doesn’t belong anywhere. I get that. But neither do any of us. That’s why I hired them. That’s why they stay. Because misfits? We make it fucking work.”

Satan rolled his eyes. “What is this, an underdog musical?”

Mammon grunted. “All this sentiment’s cute, but the mutt still broke the system.”

“I’m not denying that,” Blitzo said, hands raised. “I’m just saying… the system was already cracked. You’re just mad someone slipped through the gap without kissing your damn rings.”

That drew silence.

Even Satan tilted his head.

“Bold words,” the red giant rumbled.

“I’m fucking full of 'em.”

Blitzo let out a slow breath and looked over at Blaze again.

The pink-haired wolf gave him a small, grateful nod.

Then Blitzo looked up at the thrones once more.

"Last time I was here, someone else took the hit for me. So if you wanna drop another hammer? Drop it on me. I hired the bastard and kept him. Would do it again just to see my daughter smile.”

Satan raised a brow.

“I was unaware you and Blaze shared guilt.”

“We don’t,” Blitzo said, shrugging. “I just know what it feels like to be in those chains. And no one deserves to go through that alone.”

There was a pause.

Leviathan’s heads whispered quietly to one another in a forgotten tongue.

Then Satan nodded once.

“You may return. Your record shall be appended... again.”

“Yaaaay,” Blitzo muttered with flat sarcasm, spinning on his heel and trudging back to the stairs.

Loona watched him pass. For once, she said nothing.

But her heart was pounding now.

One by one, they'd spoken.

Now only one name remained that she knew of.
And she knew they’d call it soon.

CHAPTER SEVEN
Burnout Break
The heat in the chamber was a slow, crawling thing now—less fire, more pressure. After Blitzo’s testimony, the silence had grown heavy again. Not the kind of silence that precedes a shout. The kind that suffocates.

Blaze knelt quietly.

The chains buzzed around his wrists like anxious wasps.

He couldn’t look up anymore.

Couldn’t look at Loona. Couldn’t look at Bee. Couldn’t look at anyone.

He’d heard them all speak. Heard what they saw in him. And every kind word—every attempt to defend him—just felt like another chain around their necks.

He hated this.

All of it.

Then, a sharp tone echoed through the chamber—a clear ding that vibrated from a bronze bell floating above the gallery.

“Pursuant to Infernal Code 96.13, Subsection ‘I’m Not Dying For This,’ the Tribunal shall now observe a mandated twenty-minute recess,” a disembodied voice announced with bureaucratic cheer.

There was a moment of stunned silence.

Then Asmodeus let out a long, theatrical groan. “Oh thank the tits of Tantalora. I need to pee and I’m not even biological.”

Mammon muttered something about “shareholder meetings.”

Leviathan's heads curled back in opposite directions to whisper privately.

Bee… just sat there.

Still.

Still processing that she might face trial next.

Up in the gallery, the I.M.P. crew slumped collectively like a deflated balloon.

Millie leaned into Moxxie. “You were real brave, hon.”

“I think I forgot my name halfway through.”

“You remembered his, and that’s what mattered.”

Loona didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

She stared at Blaze down below, unmoving in his circle, still in chains, his head hung like the weight of his own existence had gotten heavier.

Behind her, Blitzo slumped into a bench and pulled a grimy snack bar from his jacket. “Anyone want half a peanut-soul-crunch?”

“Absolutely not,” Moxxie croaked.

Millie patted his back gently.

Loona finally stood.

Not dramatically. Not with fury.

Just... slowly.

“I need air,” she muttered.

She turned, walked toward the corridor arch that led to the observation balconies, and pushed past two infernal ushers who tried to stop her.

No one followed her.

Not yet.

Down below, Blaze heard the shuffle.

The steps.

He knew it was her.

And when the final echo faded and she was gone, his hand tightened in the chains as the platform lowered him down to the holding area.
He whispered, so quiet no one heard:

“...Please don’t run from this.”

The holding cells beneath the tribunal weren’t made of stone and iron—they were made of pressure. Time sat wrong here. Breath lingered too long in your lungs. And the silence? It pressed against your skin like regret.

Blaze sat alone.

He hadn’t moved since they brought him down again—arms bound at the wrists, shoulders slumped forward, head tipped back against the cold obsidian wall. His tail lay limp beside him. His eyes, red-rimmed and exhausted, stared at the flickering glyphs above the door.

He didn’t know if he was waiting for more questions… or the sentence.

Or if this was it.

If this was where it ended.

Then the door hissed open.

Soft steps.

Not the boots of the enforcers.

Not the heels of Satan’s clerks.

No… this was someone lighter. Familiar.

Then he saw the glow.

The flicker of radiant wings brushing the top of the frame as Queen Bee-lzebub ducked through, her lower arms crossed tightly over her abdomen while the top pair gently held back—

Loona.
For a moment, no one said anything.

Loona stopped in the doorway. Frozen.

Blaze didn’t move. Didn’t dare.

Bee sighed, stepping aside, letting the silence stretch.

“Well,” she muttered dryly, “I’m already probably going on trial after you, so… fuck the rules. I figured if I’m getting fucking flamed for treason, I might as well do something nice first.” She looked at Loona, eyes gentle. “I’m giving you five minutes.” Then to Blaze. “Don’t waste them.”

And with that, she stepped outside and let the door hiss shut behind her.

The moment the door sealed, the stillness between them shattered.

Loona stepped forward. Stopped. Stepped again. Then launched into motion.

Blaze opened his mouth to speak, but her arms were already around him—gripping him like she might fall through the floor if she didn’t.

He didn’t say anything.

He just leaned into her.

His chains clinked softly as his head pressed into her shoulder.

Her voice came low. Rough.

“...You dumb, pink-haired, realm-hopping son of a bitch.”

His breath caught. “Hi.”

She pulled back slightly, her claws gripping his arms—careful not to tug the bindings. “Why didn’t you tell me it was this bad?”

“I didn’t know it was.”

“Bullshit.”

He gave a tiny, pained smile. “Okay, like... forty-percent bullshit.”

She shook her head, nose brushing his. “I can’t do this. I can’t watch this. I sat there while Bee—while Blitzo—tried to speak for you. And all I could think was that I should’ve been there first.”

Blaze’s eyes softened. “Loon…”

“You don’t get to die again,” she snapped. “Not while I’m watching. Not while I still haven’t made you suffer for all your annoying flirting and your dumb socks-in-bed habit and your habit of leaving the milk out—”

“I don’t even drink milk—”

“—Exactly!” Her voice cracked.

And then her hands curled behind his neck and she pulled him in again.

Their foreheads met, her breath ragged.

He whispered, “I’m scared.”

She whispered back, “Me too.”

Another pause.

Then: “I love you.”

It came out together. The same time.
Neither flinched.

Blaze’s throat tightened, the words nearly caught in his chest.

“I love you too.”

And there it was.

Truth.

Simple.

Pure.

In a place made of rules, flames, and punishment—it cut through like nothing else.

Outside the door, Bee leaned against the wall, arms crossed, eyes closed.

She didn’t say anything.

But she smiled.

A little.

Because fuck the rules.

***
The bell tolled low and grim.

Recess ended.

The tribunal chamber filled once again with glowing glyphs, suffocating heat, and an audience of whispers—everyone waiting. The Sins took their seats in the high flame-thrones. Witnesses returned to their gallery.

Satan’s claw tapped the edge of his armrest.

“The court shall now reconvene. The next witness—”

CRACK.
The main doors slammed open so hard the hinges screamed.

A pair of enforcers scrambled aside just in time as Loona stormed into the chamber like a damn cannon shot.

Eyes blazing. Ears up. Tail lashing behind her in barely-contained fury.

Every step echoed.

Clack.

Clack.

Clack.

Until she stood, not in the witness box, but dead center of the flame ring. Right where Blaze had been judged. Right where her mate still knelt.

She didn’t even glance at the thrones.

Didn’t bow.

Didn’t ask permission.

She just stood there, arms crossed, fire in her breath.

“I’m not waiting for your fucking call,” she growled.

Satan straightened slightly, his brows furrowed in amused irritation. “You were not summoned.”

“I don’t care.”

Leviathan’s serpent head hissed, but the more human one leaned forward, intrigued. “And what, pray tell, is your justification for interrupting official tribunal proceedings, Hellhound?”

Loona snapped her claws outward, gesturing to the chamber. “You’re all sitting up there judging a guy who didn’t ask for any of this. You think he chose to end up the way he did? You think he wanted to be stuck between worlds, fighting for his right to breathe, to exist, to love someone in this shitty-ass place?”

She pointed to the flames beneath them.

“I’ve lived in Hell my whole life. I’ve worked in it. I’ve bled in it. Bottom of the barrel, right? And for once, someone saw me. Treated me like I was more than a tool. More than a mutt. Blaze didn’t give a damn about ranks or rings or species. He looked at me and gave a shit.”

She stepped forward. The air rippled with her fury.

“And you want to punish him because the system’s broken enough for someone to slip through it? You think he’s the danger? No. The danger is that you let this realm rot so long that someone decent feels illegal.”

There was silence.

Even Mammon stopped chewing his gilded gum.

Even Asmodeus stared at her like she’d just grown a second head. His two other smaller heads did the same.
Bee’s lips curled into the smallest of smirks.

Satan leaned forward slowly, his massive form casting an ever-growing shadow down toward her.

“You speak boldly, Hound.”

Loona didn’t flinch. “You wanna muzzle me again? Try it. But you’ll hear every word first.”

Blaze, still in his circle, eyes wide, couldn’t speak. Couldn’t breathe.

Loona’s voice cracked—but didn’t falter.

“I love that dumbass. And if you think I’m just gonna sit quiet while you rip him apart, you picked the wrong fucking bitch.”

Another silence.

Then…

Satan laughed.
Once.

Low.

Then leaned back.

“So noted.”

He tapped his foot against the floor once more.

“The court recognizes Loona. Hellhound of I.M.P. Daughter of Blitzø.”

“Step into the witness box.”

Loona’s lip curled.

“Gladly.”

And as she walked to the stand, she didn’t look at the Sins. She looked only at Blaze.

And in that glance?

Was everything.
CHAPTER EIGHT
Rulebreaker’s Rhythm
Blaze didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

He remained kneeling, still shackled, still half-drenched in sweat from the heat, from the fear… from the trial. But his heart?

It wasn’t trembling now.

It was burning.

Because every voice before—Moxxie, Millie, Blitzo, Bee—they had tried.

They had cared.

And it meant something.

But when Loona kicked in that door?

When she snarled at the Sins like they were nothing more than bureaucratic gnats trying to swat away her future?

When she said she loved him—

He could’ve died all over again.

And he would’ve been happy to do it.

His throat tightened as she stepped into the witness stand. Tall. Furious. Radiating hellfire and unspoken heartache like it was a second skin.

She looked nothing like the girl he met nearly a year ago.

And yet… she was everything he ever saw in her.

No disguise.

No walls.

Just Loona.

And she was here for him.

He wanted to speak. To call out. To whisper something, anything—

But even his voice felt too small for the moment.

So he stayed silent.

Let her own it.

Let her take the fire.

Because if there was anyone in Hell who could walk through it and come out whole?

It was her.

Satan’s clawed hand slammed his staff down once. “Let the record now reflect: Loona of I.M.P. stands to give testimony.” He leaned forward, and this time there was a crack of a smirk on his ancient, draconic face. “You seem eager, Hound. Very well.” He gestured to the tribunal’s glowing sigils. “You’ve walked both paths—earth and hell. You’ve shared residence, affection, and intimacy with the accused. You, more than any, should know the truth.” His voice dropped into a low rumble. “So tell us. What, exactly… is Blaze Morvane to you?”

Loona crossed her arms.

Her claws flexed.

And she didn’t hesitate.

“You wanna know what Blaze Morvane is to me?” She leaned forward, fangs on full display. “He’s the first person who made me feel like I wasn’t just some dirty mutt with daddy issues and a bad attitude.”

A few chuckles from the gallery—nervous. Bee gave a bittersweet grin.

Loona didn’t care.

“He listened. He cared. He looked at me like I mattered. Not just because he wanted to fuck me—though let’s be real, he did—but because he saw me.” Her voice cracked. “And when shit got hard? When I was spiraling? He stayed. Even when I pushed. Even when I screamed. Even when I didn’t think I deserved him.” Her tail twitched. “I know what I am. I’m a Hellhound. I’m bottom of the chain. I’m not a Goetia. Not a Sin. Not a noble.” She looked right at Satan. “I’m the type of creature your system uses until it breaks—and then tosses in the fucking gutter.”

The serpent head of Leviathan hissed, but the humanoid one stayed quiet.

Asmodeus? Silent too. But his fingers pressed tightly against his lips, his eyes troubled. 
Bee stared with a heat in her eyes that could melt a throne.

“But Blaze?” she continued, quieter now. “He didn’t treat me like a rank. Or a tool. Or a lay. He treated me like a person. When I spoke? He listened. But he never left.” She looked over her shoulder at him, still bound in chains. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “And he made me want to stay.”

A beat.

She looked back at the thrones.

“I know this isn’t normal. I know it’s not allowed. But I don’t give a fuck.” She held her arms wide now. “You wanna put me on trial? Fine. Do it. But don’t act like this is about justice. This is about fear. You’re scared someone broke your little red rules. That someone found something real in the fucking cracks.”

Another silence.

And then—

Satan hit the ground like thunder.

He rose to his full height. His wings curled inward behind his back like smoke wrapping a blade. “This court has heard passion. Pain. Loyalty.” He looked at Bee. “At best, this is a tragic romance built on lies and loopholes. At worst?” His gaze snapped to Blaze. “This creature is a walking breach in infernal security. A soul that defies order. That moves between realms with impunity. If such knowledge were ever stolen, replicated, or shared…”

He didn’t finish the thought.

He didn’t have to.

Loona’s breathing hitched.

Asmodeus turned away.

Bee clenched the armrest of her throne with all four hands, silent.

Satan’s voice dropped to a growl. “There is only one verdict that ensures the sanctity of Hell’s law remains unbroken.” He turned to the court. “To contain the threat. Erase the anomaly. Remove the variable.”

He raised his claw.

“Blaze Morvane—”

The air didn’t move.

Even the fire in the torches dared not flicker.

Satan’s claw hovered above the rune-stamped stone—its glowing red sigils waiting for his judgment to make them burn permanent.

His voice was final.

Flat.

“—is to be erased.”

Not executed. Not destroyed.

Erased.
Anomaly protocol. A law older than Lucifer himself.

To prevent copying. To prevent memory. To prevent the spread of powers no one understood—especially not powers that let a mortal soul freely walk between the worlds of life and death.

The chamber didn't react right away.

It froze.

Loona didn’t understand it at first. She blinked. Tried to process the words. Then her hands trembled. “What...?”

Bee stood. Her chair clattered behind her, wings twitching with disbelief. “Wait, hold on—Satan, that’s not—You can’t—”

“This is not a debate, Gluttony,” Satan growled. “This court has made its ruling. The sentence will be carried out.”

Loona stepped forward. “No.” Her voice was small.

No one looked at her.

She clenched her fists. Claws dug into her palms until blood rose. “I said no.”

Still no answer.

So she screamed. “NO!”

Her voice shook the walls. The ground cracked beneath her boots. Flames in the chamber flared as her eyes snapped to blaze-red and her fangs fully bared.

“You’re going to kill him?! For what?! For being alive?! For finding a way out?! For being better than the shit this place forces on everyone else?!”

Satan’s glare narrowed. “He is a walking breach.”

Loona lunged forward, only for guards to intercept—four enforcers locking arms, struggling to contain her as she snarled and thrashed like a wild infernal storm.

“HE’S NOT A THREAT!” she roared. “HE’S THE BEST FUCKING THING THAT EVER HAPPENED TO ME! I WON’T FUCKING LET YOU DO THIS!”

Bee moved to help her—was stopped by a flick of Leviathan’s tail.

Even Asmodeus stood now, voice quiet. “Satan… are you sure? I’ve… I’ve loved someone I shouldn’t too. You know that.”

The draconic lord’s gaze cut through him like a blade.

“You loved. This is a breach of Hell’s order.” He turned to Blaze. “You should not exist.”

And Blaze?

He didn’t move. He didn’t cry.

He just… looked at Loona.

Her eyes. Her fury. Her agony.

And he gave her the smallest, saddest smile. “I’m sorry,” he whispered.
The bell tolled again.

Final.

The sigils sealed.

The guards dragged Blaze away.

And Loona?

She was left screaming.

Held back.

Powerless.

And not one of them could meet her eyes.

***

Hours before the end, Blaze sat quietly now.

Not shackled this time.

There was no point.

The cell had no doors. No windows. Just a cube suspended in pure infernal silence. No sounds. No time. Only flickering light from runes that pulsed like a slow countdown.

He didn’t fight it anymore.

Didn’t scream.

Didn’t joke.

He just sat with his knees drawn up, tail curled around one side, forehead resting on folded arms.

Not for himself.

But for her.

He could still see her—held back, eyes wild, screaming his name like it would anchor him to this world just a little longer.

It almost did.

Almost.

But nothing felt real anymore.

***
“You’re all fucking cowards.” Bee snarled. Her voice snapped across the conference chamber like a slap, wings flared wide, gold shimmering like a warning light. “I vouched for him. I saw him. And I know what real fucking danger looks like.”

She pointed straight at Mammon, who didn’t even glance up from his jewel-encrusted phone.

“You wanna talk breaches? You auction souls to the highest bidder.” Then to Leviathan, serpent head sneering. “And you hoard secrets so deep you forget which ones you wrote.” Her bottom hands clenched. “If he dies, if this goes through, don’t think for a second that this doesn’t change everything.”

Satan didn’t move.

Didn’t blink.

Didn’t care.

“The ruling is made. Speak again, and you’ll share his sentence.”

Bee flinched.

But she didn’t speak.

Not this time.

Not yet.

***

Loona stood on the same rooftop they used to sit on after missions.

Where they shared smokes, beer, silence.

Where Blaze would rant about his latest story idea—always some dumb wolf with pink hair and a heart too big. 

Where he once kissed her so softly she forgot how angry she was at him.

Now?

The wind was colder.

The stars were gone.

She clutched his hoodie to her chest—black, torn, faintly scented like campfires and mint—and dropped to her knees on the tiles.

She didn’t cry.

Not yet.

Instead, she pulled out her phone.

Opened the contacts.

Tapped Bee’s name.

Her thumb hovered.

Then moved to Blitzø.

Then to—

“No.”
She stood suddenly.

Not like herself.

Like something older.

Her tail whipped behind her, lips peeled back in a snarl.

They wanted to erase Blaze?

They wanted to remove the variable?

Then they better fucking prepare for a new one.
She pulled her jacket tighter. Shoulders square. Teeth bared.

If Hell wanted to play gods?

Then it was time someone taught them what it looked like when a Hellhound broke the leash.

CHAPTER NINE
Promises Through Fire
The execution grounds were built to impress.

Ancient, circular, carved into the flesh of Hell itself—runes older than the Sins themselves pulsing like the beat of a heart that had long since stopped caring. The crowd was silent. No cheering. No judgment.

Just stillness.

Like everyone was waiting to see if the world would flinch.

Blaze was led forward in silence.

His chains didn’t clink. They hummed. Bound not by steel, but by laws etched into the bones of reality. Magic that didn’t simply kill you—unmade you.

The guards didn’t speak.

The witnesses didn’t breathe.

And Loona—

Loona screamed as she dove inward.
“Blaze!”

The enforcers moved swiftly.

Loona?

She was faster.

She dove under them and weaved to the side before she slashed the face of an enforcer. They were on her, but her strength had exploded, and gasps filled the room as she threw both of them off her before cutting down the third.

“Loona!” Blaze stood, but only for a moment, before the spell chains yanked him back into place.

“LET ME GO! LET ME FUCKING GO!”

She fought like a wild animal when she was finally restrained by six armored enforcers, her wrists bound in spell-woven cuffs. Her fur was damp with tears, her muzzle twisted in fury. Her voice had broken an hour ago but she kept using it anyway.

“Blaze!” She screamed until her throat burned.

Blitz hurried beside her. Silent. Shaking. His hand hovered over the blade at his hip he knew wouldn’t help.

Bee wasn’t there.

Couldn’t be.

But if she was?

She’d be screaming too.

Satan stepped forward. Towering. Unyielding.

“Blaze Morvane.”

He didn’t call him anomaly.

Didn’t call him creature.

He said his name.

The draconic head lowered to look him in the eye, and the heat in the chamber doubled.

“Do you have final words before the verdict is carried out?”

Blaze looked up.

Eyes calm.

Chains tight across his chest, breath shaking… but no fear.

Only one thing left to say.

He turned—not to Satan, not to the crowd.

To her.

To Loona.

She was still thrashing. Still screaming. “NO—BLAZE—YOU FUCKING DON’T—”

Their eyes met.

And he smiled.

That same stupid, lopsided smile she always pretended to hate.

And he spoke—

Voice soft.

Certain.

Even as the runes beneath him began to glow white-hot.

“I’ll come back to you.”

The circle rose.

Energy screamed.

Reality bent inward.

And Loona’s cry shattered something in the air.

“BLAZE!!!”

The light consumed him.

Everything turned white.

Then red.

The erasure spell ignited.

Reality screamed.

Blaze’s body began to unravel—not just flesh, but existence itself, threads pulled from time and soul.

And then—
Light.
Not hellfire. Not flame. Not pain.

But pure, radiant, impossible light.
It crashed down like a second sun had been born in the depths of Hell itself.
White-gold and burning with the power of a realm older than infernal law.
The spell circle sputtered. Runes fractured.

The chains on Blaze didn’t melt—they ceased to exist.
The crowd recoiled. The Sins stood in shock.

And when the light cleared—standing at the center of the ruined execution platform—

Was Amaterasu.
She stood tall and elegant, the red markings on her white-furred body glowing softly beneath a brilliant halo of flame that never scorched, only warmed. Her golden eyes were calm. Focused.

Clad in celestial robes of layered silk, glowing symbols danced along the material. Her fur shifted in a breeze that did not belong to this realm.

And in her presence?

Even Satan stopped.

“…Amaterasu,” he muttered, sounding not surprised—only tired.

She bowed her head slightly.

“Satan. It’s been a long time.”

The infernal king grunted. “Not long enough, apparently.”

Leviathan hissed under her breath. Asmodeus sat up straighter. Mammon stopped texting.

The chamber listened.
Amaterasu turned—graceful, effortless—and looked at Blaze.

He knelt where the spell had begun to consume him, breath shuddering, body untouched—but changed. Glowing threads still clung faintly to him like embers.

She placed a hand gently on his shoulder.

Her voice was music. Steel wrapped in sunrise.

“Easy now, little wolf. I told you I wouldn’t let you fall.”

Blaze blinked. “A-Ama…?”

She smiled.

“You’re not quite mine, Blaze Morvane. But you’re not quite theirs, either.”

She turned back to the court.

And now?

Now she was fire.
“Your judgment has been rendered without my voice,” she said, sharp but regal. “And that violates the oldest law of realmwalking.”

Satan’s eyes flared. “Realmleaping is forbidden in Hell.”

“And yet permitted in mine with the right clearance,” she answered evenly.

Her arms extended, and from her sleeves poured light—soft and golden, forming an ancient scroll that unfurled between them all, covered in glowing characters none but the divine could read.

“Blaze Morvane’s soul was bound to my light the moment I spared him from the Ring of Sinners upon his death.”

Satan sighed, rubbing his temples. “So that’s how it happened.”

“He walks between, not because he defies your Hell… but because he belongs to more than one realm.” The scroll she held pulsed once, final. “I never relinquished that claim.”

A hush.

Satan seethed.

But he said nothing.

Because this wasn’t politics.

This was cosmic law.
And no one—not even he—could overrule a divine claim.

Amaterasu slowly stepped forward.

“And as such, any execution ruling made without divine quorum is nullified.”

The scroll burst into flame. White flame.

Gone.

Amaterasu turned back to Blaze.

Kneeling before her, tears in his eyes, still glowing faintly from the severed erasure.

“…You weren’t supposed to interfere,” he whispered.

She smiled. “I didn’t.” Her gaze turned to Loona. “I just showed up late.”

CHAPTER TEN
Judged By The Sun
The divine light had dimmed to a warm glow now.

Amaterasu stood calmly where the execution platform had once burned. Her presence softened the scorched stone, leaving delicate flowers and grass where none should exist.

Blaze remained kneeling. Quiet. Shaken.

But when Amaterasu spoke, her voice was not gentle.

It was the sun at zenith.
“Blaze Morvane.”

He looked up.

“You stand accused of violating not just infernal law—but spiritual balance. Realm leaping without divine sanction. Tethering your soul between the living and the damned. Endangering the veil. And now…” Her gaze shifted briefly to Loona. “…entangling another in your path.”

Loona growled softly—but didn’t interrupt. Her muzzle trembled.

Amaterasu took a step closer, her shadow falling over Blaze like the curve of an eclipse. “Explain yourself. Now. Not with jokes. Not with dodged answers. But with your truth. Why did you walk between realms?”

Blaze hesitated. Then stood. Shakily. But tall. “…Because I couldn’t breathe in just one.” His voice cracked. But he kept going. “Because I woke up in a world I didn’t belong to. Because my memories screamed in two directions. Because one part of me knew light… and another only knew ash.”

His eyes flicked toward Loona, then back to the goddess. “I walked because I couldn’t live without answers. Without fixing something—in others. In myself.” He swallowed. “And… because of her.”

The chamber was silent.

“I never planned to fall in love,” Blaze said, softer now. “I just wanted to help. To matter. And then this snarling, angry, lonely hellhound stomped into my life and dared me to mean it.” He looked straight at Amaterasu now. “And I did. I do. Every second. Every breath.”

He stepped forward. “I didn’t leap to escape. I leapt to be there—for people who didn’t think anyone ever would be. So that I wouldn’t have to leave anyone behind.” A breath. “I didn’t break rules to cause harm. I broke them to keep living.”

Amaterasu studied him for a long, agonizing moment. Then… she smiled.

Just a little.

“There it is.” She turned to the court. “Hell's judgment has spoken. Now hear mine.” She raised her palm, and with a burst of golden light, a scroll of divine law reformed—this time bearing her sigil. “The soul known as Blaze Morvane is hereby recognized as a Dual-Bound Traveler. A rarity—yes. A danger—certainly. But not unmanageable.”

She stepped forward. “As the deity who holds partial claim to his spiritual thread, I offer the following terms in lieu of his erasure.”

Satan leaned forward, arms folded. “Let’s hear it.”

“One: Blaze will be granted a limited conduit—a divine seal—upon his soul, restricting passage between realms to necessity only. No joyrides. No detours.”

Blaze opened his mouth. Shut it again.

“Two: The veil itself will mark him. If tampered with or exploited by another, the magic will rupture. Only Blaze may use this path.”

“Three…” She turned to Loona. “…should any attempt be made to sever or control this bond by outside infernal force, I will consider it a breach of divine sanctuary.”

Her smile this time?

Wasn't warm.

Satan’s eyes narrowed—but he said nothing.

Amaterasu's arms folded neatly.

“And finally… should this not convince you…” She raised her hand once more.

“I call forth my final witness.”

The air shifted.

And then—

A ripple in the veil.

Like light bending through water. And out of that golden rift—she stepped.
A small figure.

Ash-white fur. Piercing blue eyes. Clad in robes embroidered with blossoms.

Mistral Morvane.
Blaze’s mother. Alive… but only barely.

Her form shimmered—half in spirit, half technological echo.

She looked at her son. Then at Loona. Then bowed her head to Amaterasu. “I’m here.”

Mistral Morvane stood in the center of the court, calm and composed.

White fur pristine, blue eyes sharp, glowing with the faint aura of Amaterasu’s divine light. Her lab coat was nowhere to be seen—replaced by ceremonial robes embroidered with sigils of knowledge and wisdom. A living mortal echo wrapped in divinity.

She looked… peaceful.

That was terrifying.

Blaze just blinked. “M-Mom…?”

“Hi, sweetheart,” she said, with a small smile. “You look like hell.”

“…I am in hell.”

“Excuses.”

Satan leaned forward, arms crossed.

“You are not of Hell.”

“No,” Mistral replied. “I’m not.”

“You are not divine.”

“I am under divine protection, and my research has touched the arcane threads that cross even your deepest tunnels.”

Leviathan scoffed. “You’re a mortal. What weight do your words carry in this court?”

Mistral didn’t flinch. She adjusted the folds of her sleeves. Then calmly stepped into the center of the Sins’ circle. “I am the reason Blaze Morvane exists as he does.”

The court stirred.

Satan narrowed his eyes.

Mistral continued. “He was born under my care. I raised him. Educated him. Watched over him when he messed up. In other words; as his mother, I know everything about him.” Her gaze swept across them. “You call him a breach. An anomaly. But all I’ve ever seen is a boy who tried to do the right thing.”

She turned, eyes landing softly on Loona—who stood, trembling, chained still but with tears in her eyes. “He made friends. He found a job. He found her.”

Loona’s eyes widened.

“And frankly,” Mistral added, “I like her.”

Loona’s jaw opened, then snapped shut. Her ears turned pink.

Mistral turned back to the Sins. Her voice sharpened. “Did he cross realms? Yes. Did he break your little rules? Certainly. But while you play keepers of chains, he was building bridges. Connections. Between the damned, the living, the broken and discarded.” Her gaze cut like a scalpel. “Is that not what redemption was meant to be?”

Satan opened his mouth.

Mistral cut him off.

“And before you object—yes. I am mortal. But I’ve walked beside death. I’ve charted the soul's fractal path across planes even your infernal maps don’t show. My credentials are more than academic. Test me. I dare you.”

Bee let out a quiet, “Holy shit,” under her breath.

Mistral didn’t even glance her way, but added flatly, “And you—Gluttony—you knew. You saw the signs. I have no doubt your affection for my son is genuine, but perhaps next time, a warning might be wise.”

Bee raised two hands in mock surrender. “Noted. Full body scan next brunch. Fucking got it.”

Millie tried to whisper something to Moxxie.

Mistral turned her head 10 degrees and they both snapped to silence like kids caught cheating on a test.

Satan rumbled again, deeper this time. “You do not command this court.”

Mistral stepped forward. “I don’t need to. But I will be heard.” Her hands clasped behind her back. Her stance was regal. “You may wield fire, chains, and damnation. But I’ve stood over my son’s unconscious body while his heartbeat fluttered between worlds. I’ve watched him fall. Rise. Fall again.”

She pointed to Blaze—trembling, head bowed, eyes wide. “And I’ve never—not once—seen him walk away from someone who needed help.” A pause. “And you would erase that?”

The silence afterward was thunderous.

Even Satan didn’t speak.

Mistral stepped back toward Blaze. Her hand reached out—just barely brushing his shoulder.

Soft. Warm.

“You are not a mistake,” she whispered to him. “And I won’t let anyone say otherwise.”

Blaze’s throat tightened. “…Thanks, Mom.”

Mistral exhaled softly. Then turned back to the court. “Well?” she asked, folding her arms. “You’ve had your say. The goddess has had hers. I’ve had mine. So now…” Her gaze met Satan’s unflinchingly. “…What happens next? Who must I debate to end this?”
Mammon’s claws clicked as he approached Mistral, gold chains swinging with every lazy step. His sunglasses glinted. His grin gleamed. He practically oozed disdain. “Awwright, let me get this straight,” he drawled, voice smooth as molten tar. “You’re just some mortal lab coat who cuddled the rulebreaker when he fell outta the cosmic dryer, and now you’re here, in our court, mouthin’ off to fucking royalty?” He looked Mistral up and down like she was a knockoff brand. “Lady, I’ve owned pocket dimensions with more weight than your entire soul. You think talkin’ like a substitute teacher is gonna—”

Mistral didn’t blink.

Didn’t flinch.

Didn’t breathe.

She slowly raised her hand… and snapped her fingers.

From her palm projected a cascading grid of light, unfolding like a blooming flower—every single interaction Blaze had ever had with the veil.

Date. Time. Location. Magical trace.

With commentary.
“Your kind never reads the fine print,” she said, eyes narrowed. “But I do. Every sigil. Every strand of magic that touched my son. Every corrupted enchantment he undid. Every soul he helped pass cleanly.” She stepped forward, eyes cold and merciless. “You claim to be wealth. Greed. Excess. But all I see is someone who’s never invested in anything that isn’t himself.”

Mammon’s grin faltered. Just slightly.

“I raised Blaze with nothing but time, patience, and care. Three things your kind wouldn't recognize if they fell on you in solid gold bricks.” Another step forward. “And for the record?” She leaned just a little closer. “You reek of expired cologne and unresolved mother issues.”

Mammon recoiled with a strangled noise.

Asmodeus howled with laughter. “Oh my Satan, she read him like a menu!”

Bee winced. “Damn, she really does have Blaze’s mouth.”

Loona… grinned. Just barely.

Even Satan exhaled a slow, rumbling breath. “…Enough.”

The court silenced.

Satan stood to full height now, towering and massive, the chains of law curling around his arms and crown. “The mortal has spoken. The divine has ruled. But Hell will still have its say.” He looked to the sins. “All seven of you will cast your vote now.”

One by one…

Leviathan, still coiled like a serpent, hissed, “He’s dangerous.” Vote: Against.
Asmodeus, languid and smiling, waved a hand. “Love’s stupidly wondeful. But it’s real. He stays.” Vote: In Favor.
Bee, arms folded. No hesitation. “Fucking duh.” Vote: In Favor.
Mammon, still sulking, snapped, “Nah. Toss ‘im.” Vote: Against.
Belphegor, barely awake in a levitating beanbag, gave a drowsy thumbs-up. “Whatever gets this over with…” Vote: In Favor.
Lucifer wasn’t present—but his vote had already been cast before the trial:
A diplomatic abstain. As usual.

That left…

Satan.
He stared down at Blaze for a long, long moment. Then at Loona. Then at Mistral. Finally… up at Amaterasu, whose divine light still shimmered faintly along the edges of the circle. He closed his eyes. And exhaled. “Cosmic law demands balance. Divine law demands mercy.”

A pause.

“And Hell? Demands accountability.” He raised a single clawed hand. “…The votes pass. Four to two, with one abstain. Blaze Morvane… is permitted to exist.”

Chains shattered.

The glowing sigils around Blaze’s feet fizzled out.

Satan’s gaze sharpened again.

“But know this,” he growled. “If that ability of yours is ever abused—if the veil is cracked, torn, or manipulated for power…” His eyes met Amaterasu’s. “…The cosmic court will burn with you.”

Blaze… fell to his knees.

The breath he’d been holding for hours left him in one trembling exhale.

Satan turned, heavy with annoyance.

“…Court dismissed.”

CHAPTER ELEVEN
The Idiot I Love
The moment the last rune dimmed and Satan turned his back, Loona bolted forward—hellhound muscles ripping through broken restraints like wet paper. No one stopped her.

Not this time.

Blaze barely had time to look up before she tackled him.

"—Oof!”

They hit the floor together, hard, but Blaze didn’t even register the impact—just the claws digging into his body, the wet heat of her breath in his fur, and the way her whole body shook as she held him.

Loona didn’t speak at first.

Couldn’t.

She just pressed herself tighter to him like he might vanish if she let go. She’d nearly watched him disappear. Not metaphorically. Actually. Gone. Unmade.

Burned from existence by some ancient rune while she screamed her throat bloody from behind six enforcers.

Now he was here.

Warm.

Alive.

And—of course—

“...You're such a fucking idiot,” she choked.

Blaze grinned faintly, breath hitching. “You say the sweetest things.”

She slapped his arm. “Don’t you joke right now—”

But the next second, she was kissing him.

Desperate. Fierce. All fangs and fire and wet tears smudged into his fur as their mouths crashed together like two comets on a collision course that refused to die out.

He didn’t joke again.

He just held her tighter.

Footsteps thundered as the courtroom floor opened to chaos.

Blitzo came skidding in first, immediately throwing his arms up. “HE’S NOT DEAD? HEY! HEY, HE DIDN’T FUCKING DIE! LOONA—HOLY SHIT—WE ACTUALLY GOT ONE!”

Moxxie arrived a step behind, clinging to Millie like a man who'd just seen his mortgage threatened by divine flames. “Oh thank Satan’s butthole, it’s over!”

Millie wiped her eyes, sprinting over to yank both Loona and Blaze into a crushing hug. “Y’ALL SCARED THE HECK OUTTA ME—DON’T YOU EVER DO THAT AGAIN!”

Blaze made a choked sound as he got smothered. “Can’t… breathe… ribs are… fictional now…”

Then—quiet steps.

A softer presence.

Mistral approached at last. No theatrics. Just a serene breath as she knelt and brushed Blaze’s bangs from his face. “You really did make a mess, didn’t you?”

He gave a watery grin. “Didn’t build a time bomb this time.”

She smiled. Then kissed his forehead. “…Don’t you ever make me speak in a court of demons again.”

He laughed—a weak, shaky thing—but real. “Deal.”

And then—light.
Sunlight.

Divine warmth spilling across the floor as Amaterasu descended like a mother moon glowing in a sunlit sky. Bee floated next to her, arms crossed, frowning… and then smiling.

“You’re lucky you’re fucking cute,” Bee muttered.

Blaze gave a sheepish thumbs-up from where he lay under Loona and a worried imp pile. “It’s the pink hair, right?”

“Hell yeah it is,” Bee said with a wink.

Amaterasu, ever regal, stepped close and offered him her hand.

He took it.

And the moment she pulled him up, she pulled Loona too—like they were meant to rise together.

“I’ll ensure the veil knows of this exception,” the goddess said, her tone still carrying that calm cosmic hum. “But make no mistake. You are watched now, Blaze Morvane.”

“I’d be insulted if I wasn’t,” he said.

“And you,” Amaterasu turned to Loona, “are stronger than even I anticipated.”

Loona blinked. “I—uh…”

“You remind me,” Amaterasu said gently, “of myself. When I was young.”

Loona flushed to the roots. “I—I don’t—shut up.”

Bee snorted. “You just got compared to a fucking goddess and told her to shut up. You’re the perfect match for this jackass.”

For a moment…

All of them stood there.

Drenched in divine sunlight and the afterglow of one hell of a victory.

An execution stopped.

A soul spared.

Two hearts—still beating.

Together.

Blaze leaned over, his voice low in Loona’s ear. “Still think I’m an idiot?”

Loona’s eyes were damp. Her voice cracked as she whispered— “…Yeah. But you're my idiot.”

The divine light had softened now, no longer pulsing with holy judgment but drifting lazily like sunrise haze over the court-turned-lounge.

Someone—probably Blitzo—had absolutely cracked open a minibar from the waiting room.

“Hell yes we’re celebrating!” Bee declared, throwing back a flaming tequila shot as if the courtroom hadn’t been a death sentence half an hour ago. “Our boy didn’t get vaporized, the rules bent just enough to let love fucking win, and I got to call in a favor from goddamn solar royalty. Fucking eat that, Mammon!”

Mammon was sulking in a puddle of melted ice, muttering something about lawsuits and glitter allergies.

Amaterasu sat regally at one side of the broken dais, her arms folded with a soft, amused smile. “I believe,” she said gently, “you told me it was an ‘emergency of epic ass proportions.’”

Bee winked. “Did I lie?”

A soft laugh. “No. No, you did not.”

Blaze sat cross-legged nearby, a light bandage on one arm, drink in hand, Loona half-curled beside him. She hadn’t let him go. Not even once.

“You contacted Amaterasu for me?” he asked, looking over at Bee.

Bee gave a dramatic gasp. “Obviously! What, you thought I was gonna let Hell erase my best mistake? Absolutely not. You two are too damn fabulous. Like, top-tier crossover energy.”

“Fabulous?” Loona raised a brow.

“Girl, shut up,” Bee said, taking another swig. “You are the goth hellhound of my dreams and your boyfriend looks like a bisexual vaporwave screensaver. Don’t act like you’re not fucking power couple material.”

Amaterasu chuckled behind her hand. “I had my doubts initially.”

Blaze raised a brow. “Really?”

“Oh yes,” the goddess said calmly. “When Bee first reached out, I assumed it was another chaos-throuple plan. You’re aware of her track record?”

Loona snorted into her drink.

Bee rolled her eyes. “Okay but in my defense, when two hot disasters are giving each other the eyes, I’m legally obligated to intervene.”

“You are not,” Satan rumbled from where he leaned against a scorched pillar, glaring tiredly at his notes.

“Too bad,” Bee grinned. “Still did.”

Asmodeus, lazily lounging across a bench nearby, chimed in, “Honestly, I’m just here for the drama. That trial? Chef’s kiss. You two made me feel things. And I love feeling things.”
Millie elbowed him. “You cried.”

“I leaked, thank you.”

Meanwhile, Mistral stood nearby, datapad already out, stylus dancing. Her voice was distant as she muttered into her recorder:

“Divine interference successful. Trial derailed via emotional support and tactical litigation. Note: Hell’s legal system strangely theatrical. Must research if fire pit judges are standard or symbolic. Additionally—”

“Mom,” Blaze called softly, “you’re journaling this?”

Mistral didn’t look up. “Of course. This is the most complex metaphysical courtroom proceeding in centuries. Also, your girlfriend threatened three sins in front of their peers. That’s going in the newsletter.”

Loona blushed again. “...Shut up.”

Amaterasu stood slowly, dusting off her robes. “Unfortunately,” she said with a hint of sorrow, “divinity waits for no one. I’ve bent enough realms today.”

Bee looked over. “You sure you don’t wanna stay? I’ve got an entire vat of cinnamon mead and some very convincing arguments for a celebratory threesome.”

Amaterasu gave her a long, glowing look. “…Perhaps. Another time.”

Bee wiggled her eyebrows. “Markin’ that down as a yes.”

Mistral sighed and powered down her datapad. “I’m leaving before this turns into another cross-realm incident.”

Blitzo shot up. “Ooh! Can I come?”

“No.”

He snapped his fingers. “Damn.”

The goddess turned back one last time.

Blaze stood now, Loona still gripping his arm. His other hand gave her a little wave.

“Thanks,” he said, quieter this time. “For everything.”

Amaterasu smiled softly. “You live a strange life, Blaze Morvane. Don’t waste it.” She paused, then winked toward Loona. “And love her like you mean it. Or next time?” Her aura shimmered dangerously. “I will come back.” And with a flash of gold, the divine was gone.

Mistral sighed, turning to Blaze and Loona. “Try not to break the laws of existence again, would you?”

Loona scoffed. “No promises.”

Blaze gave a sheepish grin. “I mean… I’ll try.”
Mistral just shook her head, pulled them both into one more hug, and vanished in a blip of lab-grade teleportation light.

That left the courtroom quiet.

Ashy. Cracked.

But peaceful.

Blaze leaned his head against Loona’s. “...So,” he murmured.

She hummed.

“Still think I’m worth the trouble?”

CHAPTER TWELVE
Rooftops
The night was quiet.

Not “Hell” quiet. Not the eerie kind where something terrible was about to explode.

Just… quiet.

Blaze and Loona sat side by side on their apartment rooftop in hell, a bottle of half-drunk whiskey between them and the gentle hiss of a shared cigarette trailing lazy smoke into the sky. The glow of Imp City shimmered below like molten glass—orange and sickly and kind of beautiful when you were too damn tired to care.

Loona let out a long drag, exhaled upward, and didn’t say anything for a while.

Blaze just sat there. Shoulder against hers. Legs stretched out. Not trying to fill the silence for once.

It was Loona who finally broke it. Soft. Hoarse.

“…I didn’t realize how quiet it’d be without you.”

Blaze tilted his head toward her, but didn’t interrupt.

She tapped the ash off the end of the smoke, watching the ember crumble. “I’ve always been alone. Even with Blitz and the office and all the dumbass jobs. I just kinda… was. Then you showed up. Slid into my life like a cracked sidewalk, annoying as shit, pink hair like a rejected K-pop idol…”

Blaze laughed, quietly. She didn’t smile, not yet.

“…And then you weren’t there. Not just out. Not just hurt. Gone.” She finally looked over at him, red eyes tired but raw. “It felt like I lost… me. Like someone found the one fucking thread I let go soft on and yanked it.”

Blaze stared at her for a moment, smoke curling from between his fingers. “…I was scared too,” he admitted.

She blinked.

“Like... actual scared. The moment those bastards chained me up, I couldn’t stop thinking… not about death, or Hell, or divine politics.” He turned, expression unusually serious. “I was scared I wouldn’t hear your voice again. Wouldn’t feel you slap my arm for being an ass. Wouldn’t get to hear you fake-snore when I ramble. Wouldn’t get to lie here like this.”

A pause.

His voice dipped softer. “I didn’t want to die without saying goodbye.”

Loona’s eyes shimmered just faintly. She took another drag to hide it. “You ever scare me like that again, I’m gonna rip your ribs out with a melon baller.”

“There she is,” Blaze whispered, smiling like a man who just got handed the world.

They passed the bottle back and forth in silence for a while. The moon rose sluggishly through the smog. A siren howled far off in the distance. Blaze leaned back on his palms, looking up.

“Still weird,” he said. “All that chaos. All those chains. All those eyes on us. And here we are again, doing the same shit as always.”

Loona flicked ash off the roof’s edge.

“‘Cause this is how it’s supposed to be.”

He looked over.

She wasn’t teasing. Or snapping. Or rolling her eyes.

She was just… honest.

This was how it was supposed to be.

Not divine trials or hellish punishments.

Just her and him.

The pink-haired idiot and the hellhound who didn’t know how to love until he made her want to.

Blaze nudged her. “Hey.”

“What?”

“I love you.”

She froze for a second.

Then snorted, smoke curling from her nose. “You’re drunk.”

“I love you,” he said again, louder now, arms spread wide. “Like full-on, whole damn heart, metaphysical bullshit, cross-dimensional, rule-breaking, world-flipping love.”

She slapped a hand over his mouth. “Shut up, you lunatic—”

He licked her palm.

“UGH— GROSS!”

Blaze grinned.

Loona threw the cigarette away, tackled him into the roof, and kissed him hard enough to shut him up the right way.

They stayed like that.

Breathing each other in.

Stars blinking above, as if the universe had finally exhaled too.

Maybe the rules didn’t apply to them.

Maybe they were too fucked up to care.

Or maybe…

They were just two idiots who found something worth fighting Hell itself for.

***
The morning in Imp City was unnaturally soft.

No explosions. No alarms. No cursed job scrolls screaming for attention. Just the low hum of the city’s breath, filtered through the cracked blinds of Blaze’s apartment, and the distant, peaceful murmur of nothing urgent.

The bed creaked as Loona stretched, lazy and sore in the best way possible. Her arm flopped over warm fur, and for a second—just a second—she feared he wouldn’t be there again.

But her fingers brushed pink hair and a softly rising chest.

Still there.

Still him.

Still hers.

Loona cracked open one eye, a slow smile tugging at her lips.

Last night hadn’t been slow.

It hadn’t been sweet.

It had been desperate.

Feral.

Two broken idiots slamming together like tectonic plates after being ripped apart and stitched back into existence by gods and sins alike. She still felt the bruises—and the bite marks. Her heart, for the first time in ages, didn’t feel like it was one tremor away from crumbling.

It felt… whole.

And then—

“KNOCK KNOCK, LOVEBIRDS, THIS IS YOUR DIVINE INTERVENTION CALLING!”
BANG.
The apartment door exploded off its hinges, showering sparks across the floor as Queen Bee-lzebub strutted in like she owned the place—because, frankly, in her mind, she kinda did.

“Rise and fuckin’ shine, sinners!” she cackled, arms wide, four limbs loaded with shopping bags, hangover pills, iced coffee, glittery rage, and a tiny little Bluetooth speaker already blaring Toxic by Britney Spears.

Loona groaned, dragging the blanket up to her ears. “I hate you.”

“You fucking love me,” Bee snapped back, already unloading bags onto the counter. “I saved your dumbass boyfriend from getting reality-thanos-snapped by red daddy court. So yes, you’re damn right I’m crashing your afterglow.”

Blaze rolled onto his stomach, one arm still around Loona, face smashed into the pillow. “Tell her I’m dead again.”

“You wish, pink puff,” Bee fired back. “Nah-uh. You two owe me. And guess what? It’s brunch time, bitches.”

Moments later, the trio sat at the counter in various states of bedhead and burnt morality. Bee was happily sipping her iced coffee through a straw while Blaze, still shirtless and covered in lipstick smudges, stared blearily into a bowl of cereal like it might sue him.

Loona, wearing one of Blaze’s shirts and nothing else, leaned on the counter with a frown that didn’t quite hide her smirk. “So. This is your victory lap?”

Bee grinned wide. “Damn right. I stuck my neck out so far I could feel Satan breathing on it. I called in Amaterasu. You know how hard it is to get a divine bitch on the line who isn’t trying to sell crystals? You two? Fucking owe me.”

Blaze blinked. “…Can we pay you in waffles and sarcasm?”

“You can pay me in future threesome scheduling, but waffles are a strong start.”

Loona threw a spoon at her.

Bee ducked it, cackling again. “Nah, but seriously…” Her grin softened just a bit. “You two scared the shit outta me. Thought I was gonna lose my favorite cosmic mistake.”

Loona glanced at Blaze. 
He gave her a lazy wink. “I am one hell of a mistake.”

“You’re my mistake,” Loona muttered, knocking her knee against his under the counter.

Bee leaned back, holding up her drink. “To rule-breakers. To cosmic loopholes. And to the dumbass couple who made even the sins feel something.”

Blaze raised his mug of coffee. “To chaos.”

Loona clinked hers with his. “…To coming back.”

The apartment settled after brunch, in that post-chaos haze where nothing quite moved yet.

Loona had left to grab a pack of her favorite smokes from that grimy corner store with the demon rat infestation, "they mind their business," she argued, leaving Blaze and Bee alone in the wrecked but cozy living room.

Sunlight—or as close as Hell ever got to it—slipped in through the cracked blinds. The floor was littered with glitter from Bee’s grand entrance, discarded takeout wrappers, and a single sock no one could identify.

Blaze leaned back on the couch, shirt finally on, hair still a mess. Bee sat cross-legged on the armrest, swirling her coffee lazily with a finger—her fourth arm picking stray glitter from her shoulder fluff.

She studied him.

Not with her usual grin, but something quieter. Curious.

“…So.”

Blaze blinked. “So?”

“You,” she said simply, “are one stubborn-ass bastard.”

He snorted. “Only on Thursdays.”

Bee rolled her eyes. “No, seriously. You died. Went to Hell. Left. Broke cosmic rules. Fell in love—with a hellhound, no less—and then kept bouncing back and forth like death was just a slightly inconvenient subway.”

Blaze shrugged, stretching his arms behind his head. “Well when you say it like that, it sounds illegal.”

“It was illegal,” she grinned. “And I backed your sorry ass anyway.”

He looked at her, genuine this time. “Thanks for that.”

Bee waved it off with one hand, still smirking. “Eh. I’m a sucker for forbidden love and good hair.”

“…I knew it was the hair.”

“But,” she said, more firmly now, leaning a bit closer, “this isn’t just fluff and flirt, Blaze. I know your type. Charming. Stupid. Big heart where the brain should be. You burn bright, but quick. So let me ask you this, wolf-boy…” Her eyes narrowed slightly, tone dipped into something more serious.

“Are you in this? Like really fucking in this? Because Loona’s a mess of sharp teeth, cracked armor, and trust issues with a kill count. And yet…” She trailed off, eyes softening. “You got through to her. You made her believe in something. That’s not nothing. That’s… rare.”

Blaze didn’t answer at first. Then he slowly leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees, hands clasped. “I don’t think I’ve ever been more sure of anything. Not in this life. Not in the last.”

He smiled faintly, pink bangs falling into his eyes. “She’s the reason I came back. And the reason I stayed.”

Bee watched him for a long second. Then exhaled through her nose. “...Damn.”

“What?”

She gave him a sly grin. “You really are worth the paperwork.”

He laughed. “So does this mean I finally get to sit at the cool table?”

Bee hopped off the armrest, landed with a flick of her tail, and sauntered toward the door with that signature sway of someone who knew she was the moment. “Cool table? Baby, I’m not just letting you sit at it.” 
She paused at the door. She winked. “I’m inviting you to the bed under it.”

Blaze blinked. “…Was that a sex joke or a metaphor?”

Bee grinned. “Yes.”

And with a glittery flash, she was gone.

Blaze just sat there a moment longer, shaking his head with a laugh.

“...What the hell did I get myself into?”

The soft click of the apartment door returning to its hinges signaled Loona’s return before her boots did.

Blaze was still on the couch, stretching luxuriously, a stupidly content grin plastered across his muzzle. He’d just finished replaying Bee’s final wink in his mind for the third time when the door opened fully—

—and Loona walked in with a fresh box of smokes, one brow raised.

“Why do you look like someone just promised you a harem and tax-free rent?”

Blaze sat up way too fast. “N-no reason! Totally normal! Just, uh—grateful to be alive. And not… exploded.”

Loona narrowed her eyes. “…Did Bee hit on you?”

“Nope!” he squeaked. Then paused. “…Maybe. A little. Vaguely.”

Loona dropped the cigarette box onto the counter and sauntered over, tail swaying.

“Did you flirt back?”

“…Maybe. A little. Vaguely.”

She stopped in front of him, arms crossed. “You realize I could end you.”

Blaze nodded slowly. “Fair. Deserved. Would die again for it.”

Loona tilted her head, lip curling in a smirk. “...Was it about the threesome?”

He blinked. “...Whaaaaat? Who said anything about a threeso—”

She put a finger to his lips. “Shut up. I’m thinking.”

That… was new.

Blaze didn’t move. Didn’t breathe.

Loona glanced to the side, fingers tapping her arm.

“…She is kinda hot,” she muttered.

Blaze.exe has stopped responding.
“Four arms,” Loona continued, talking to herself now. “That tongue. Hmm…”
She looked at Blaze, who was now bleeding from the nose, ears slightly twitching.

“…You okay there, dumbass?”

Blaze gave a dazed thumbs up. “I’m going to need CPR. And possibly a safe word.”

Loona rolled her eyes, shoved him back on the couch, and straddled his lap with that same smirk he’d fallen in love with. “You’d better fucking behave if I ever decide to entertain that offer.”

“I will be the most well-behaved poly puppy in the entire—”

She kissed him before he could finish. Hard. Deep. Possessive.

When she pulled back, both were breathing a little heavier. “…Still mine,” she muttered.

“Always,” he whispered.

Outside the apartment, the city buzzed like normal. Sins plotted. Laws adapted. Somewhere, Mistral was documenting everything like a woman preparing to present a PowerPoint to the gods themselves.

And Bee?

Bee was already texting Loona a heart emoji, a cherry, and a very questionable eggplant-scorpion combo with the caption: “Just say the word, pup <3”
Loona saw it.

Smirked.

And turned the phone off.

Today was their day.

~THE END~
